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N Shanda to ba a kind of Reſpect due 
to the Memory of Excellent Men, 
eſpecially of thoſe whom cheir Wit 
and Learning have made Famous, to 
deliver ſome Account of themſelves, 
© (as well as their Works, to Poſterity: . - 
Fo or this Beko: how: fond do we fee ſome People 
of diſcovering any little Perſonal Story of the great 
Men of Antiquity, their Families, the common 
Accidents. of their Lives, and even their Shape, 
„ Make and Features have been the Subject of cri- 
I tical Enquiries. How trifling ſoever this;Curioſity 
may ſeem to be, it is certainty: very Natural; and 
we are hardly fatisfy*d with an Aceount of any re- 
markable Perſon, till we have hæard him deſcrib'd 
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4 cer ta the very Cloaths he weares. As for PIN re- 
Lates to Men of Letters, the Knowledge of an Au- 


* thot iy Ometimes conduce to the better under- 


anding his Book: And tho the Works of Mr. 


SHAKE ES EAR may ſeem to many not to want a 
Comment, yet If ancy ſome little Account of him- 


ſelf may not be thought improper to go with them. 
Hg was the Son of Mr. JOHN SHAKESPEAR, 
and was born at Stratford upon Avon, i in Warwick- 


ſhire, in April 1564. His Family, as appears by 
the Regiſter and Publick Writings relating to that 


4 - Town, were of good Figure and Fafthion there, 


and are mention'd as Gentlemen. His_ Father, 


. Who was a conſiderable Dealer in Wool, had ſo 


large a Family, ten Children in all, that · tho: he 
was his eldeſt Son, he could give him no better 


Education than his o.w]n Employment. He hac 


bred him, * tis true, for ſome time at a Free-School, 


where tis probable he acquir'd that little Lariꝶ he 
was Maſter of: But the narrowneſs of his Cir- 


cumſtances, and the want of his aſſiſtance at Home, 
forc'd his Father to withdraw him from thence, 


and unhappily prevented his further Proficiency in 


that Language. It is without- Controverſy, that 


tient Poets, not only from this Reaſon, but from 
his Works: u where we find no traces of 


any thing that looks like an, Imitation of em; the 
Delicacy of his Taſte, and the natural Bent of his 
own Great Genius, equal, if not ſuperior to ſome 


of the beſt of theirs, would certainly have led 
him to Read and Study em with ſo much Pleaſure, 
that ſome of their fine Images would naturally 
have inſinuated themſelves! into, and been mix'd 
with his own Writings; ſo that his not copying at 
leaſt ſomething from dem, may be an Argumeiit 
eee eee em. "Whether his leb. 


— o 


| he had no knowledge of the Writings of the An- 


4 


a Mr. Mirai SHAKESPEAR, Mt 
rance of the Antients were a Diſadvantage: to hind . 


- or no, may admit of a Diſpute: For tho? the know 

- ledge of 'em-might-have- made him more Correct, 
1 vet it is not improbable but that the Regularity 
a and Deference for them, which would have attend- 
5 ed that Correctneſs, might have reſtrain'd ſome of 
1. that Fire, Impetuoſity, and even beautiful Extra- 
. vagance which we admire i in SHAKESPEAR : And 

— I believe we are better pleas d with thoſe Thoughts, 

y altogether New and Uncommon,. which his own. 


Imagination ſupply d him ſo abundantly with, 
than if he had given us the moſt beautiful Paſſages 
out of the Greek and Latin Poets, and that in +. I 
moſt agreeable- manner that it was poſſible for a 
Maſter of the Engljh Language to deliver em. 
Some Latin without queſtion he did know, and 
one may ſee up and down in his Plays how far his 
Reading that way went: In Love's: Labour lat, 
the Pedant comes out with a Verſe of Mantuan ;- 
and in Titus Andronicus, FOE the. erer Princes, 

upon reading © ; 

Integer vitæ fulerifqus Peres 

Neon eget "ary ate pn Nec areu— 

ſays, 77g a Verſe in Horace, but he remembers it out 

of his Grammar: Which, I ſuppoſe, was the 


oY 


Mm Author's. Caſe.” Whatever. Latin he had, tis cer- 
of tain he underſtood French, as may be.obſerv'd from 
he many Words and.Sentences ſcatter'd up apd down 
his his Plays in that Language; and eſpecially from 
me one Scene in Henry the Fifth written wholly in it. 
led Upon his leaving School, he ſeems to have given 
re, intirely into that way of Living which his Father 


propos d to him; and in order to ſettle in the 


xd World after a Family manner, he thought fit to 
rat marry while he was yet very young. His Wife 
was the Daughter of one Hathaway, ſaid to have 


r en Team in the een eee, 


- ——ů— ——ů— 
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of Stratford. In this kind of Settlement he cons - 
tinued for ſome time, till an Extravagance that 
that he was guilty of, forced him both out of his 
_ - Country and . way of Living which he had ta- 


5 upon his good Manners,” and a Misfortune to him, 


5 into ill Company; and amongſt them, ſome that 
made a frequent Practice of Deer- ſtealing, engag d 


= he is faid to have made his firſt Acquaintance in 
the Play-houſe. He was receiv'd into the Com- 


Players, before ſome old Plays, but without any 


19 Some Hecount of the Liſe, Rc." 


ken u-; and tho it ſeem'd at firft to be a Blemiſn 


yet it afterwards happily prov id the occaſion of ex- 
erting one of the greateſt Gemius's that ever was 
known in Dramatick Poctry. He had, by a Miſ- 
fortune common. enough to young Fellows, fallen 


him with more than once in robbing a Park that 
belong'd to Sir Thimas Lucy of Charlecot, near 
Stratford, For this he . was proſecuted by that 
Gentleman, as he thought, ſomewhat. too ſeverely ; . 
and in order to revenge that ill Uſage, he made a 
Ballad upon him. And tho?" this, probably the - 
firſt Eſſay of his poetry, be loſt, yet it is ſaid to a 
have been ſo · very bitter, that it 7 cdodbled the- 7 
Proſecution againſt him to that degree, that he [ 
was oblig'd to leave his Buſineſs and F amily in it 
WW arwickſhree,” for ſome awe: 1 irs ſhelter himſelf 3 


in London. 
It is at this Time, a upon this rin that k 


pany then in being, at firſt in a very mean Rank; 
But his admirable Wit, and the natural Turn of 
it to the Stage, ſoon diſtinguiſn'd him, if not 
as an extraordinary Actor, yet as an excellent 
Writer. His Name is Printed, as the Cuſtom 
was in thoſe Times, amongſt thoſe of the other 


particular Account of what ſort of Parts he us'd 
to play; and tho T have inquir'd, I could never 15 
det with gay farther Account of him this Ways 


particular] 


= 


of Mr. Wait an SHAKESPEZ.R,- | Vf 


than that the top of his Performance was the 
Ghoſt in his own. Hamlet. I ſhould have been 
much more pleas'd, to have learn'd from ſome 
certain Authority, which was the firſt Play he 


wrote; it would be without doubt a Pleaſure. to 


any Man, curious in Things of this Kind, to ſee 
and know what was the firſt Eſſay of a Fancy like 
SHAKESPEAR'S., 


their leaſt perfect Writings; Art had ſo little, and 
Nature fo large a Share in what he did, that, for 
ought I know, the Performances of his. Youth, 

as they were the moſt vigorous, and had the molt 
bur and ſtrength of Imagination in em, were tlie 
belt. 


be I e d on 455 Bale, a and Government of 
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and was at it wats —.— F by an ch avis 
Judgment at the firſt ſight. Mr. Dryden ſeems 
to think that Pericles is one of his firſt Plays; 
but there is no Judgment to be form'd on that, 
fince there is good Reaſon to believe that the 
greateſt Part of that Play was not written by him; 


Perhaps we axe not to look for 
his Beginnings, like thoſe of other Authors, among 


* 


I -would. not be thought by this to mean, 
that his Fancy vas 10 looſe; and extravagant, as to 


thô' it is own'd, ſome part of it certainly was, 


Time in which the ſeveral Pieces vrere written be 
generally uncertain, yet there are Paſſages in ſome 
few of them which ſeem to fix their Dates. 80 
the Chorus in the beginning of the fifth Act of 


Henry V. by a Compliment very handſomly turn'd 


to he Earl of Eſex, ſhews the Play to have been 
written when that Lord was General for the 
Queen in Ireland. And his Elogy upon Queen 


9 and her 1 King N in the 


Mt: | latter 


We id 


"the lat AQ. Bat the? the Order of 


Some Account of the Life, Kc. 

| 8 of his Henry VIII. is a Proof of that 
Play's being written after the Acceſſion of the 
latter of thoſe two Princes to the Crown of Eng- 

land. Whatever the particular Times of his Writ- 

ing were, the People of his Age, who began to 


98 grow wonderfully fond of Diverſions of this kind, 


Could not but be highly pleaſed to ſee a Genius ariſe 
amongſt em of fo pleaſurable, ſo rich a Vein, an 
fo plentifully capable of furniſhing their favourite 
Entertainments. Beſides the poo tromng of his 
Wit, he was in himſelf 2 good- natur d Man, of 
great Sweetneſs in his Manners, and a moſt agree- | 
able Companion; fo that it is no wonder if with 
ſo many good Qualities he made himſelf acquain- 
ted with the be{t Converfations of thoſe Times. 
Queen Ebi had ſeveraf of his Plays acted be- 
fore her, and without doubt ga ave him many graci- 
ous Marks of her Favour * out It is that Maiden 
Princeſs plainly, whom ke mika 57 | 


1 55 255 od; thn gs Dream, 


Kaif that vale Pallage + is 2 Compliment very 
properly brought in, and- very handſomly apply'd | 
to her. She was ſo well pleas d with that admir- | 
able Character of Pal/taff, in the two Parts of Hew- 
the Fourth, that ſhe commanded him to continue 
it for one Play more. - And to ſhew him in Love. 
This is faid to be the Occaſion of his writing the 
Merry N ives 77 Windſor. How well ſhe. was o- 
bey'd, the Play it ſelf is an admirable Proof. Up- 
on this Occaſion. it may not be improper to obſerve 
that this Part of Fal/taff is ſaid to have been writ- 
ten originally under the Name of  Oldeaflle; ; ſome 
of that Family being then remaining, the Queen 
Was pleaſed to command him to alter it; upon 
: which he * uſe N Fa Nl. The * „ 

Ience 


| Ence was indeed avoided; but I don't know whether 
| Falflaff, who ns Knight of, the Garter, and a 
and Henry the Sixth's Times. 


Favour and Friendſhip from the Earl of Sauthamp- 
tion, famous in the Hiſtories of that Time for his 


Was to that N oble Lord that he dedicated his Venus 
ever publiſhed himſelf, tho many of his Plays 


Probably very well acquainted wich his Af. 
fairs, I ſhould not have ventuf'd to have inſerted, 


and almoſt equal to that profuſe Generoſity the pre- 
ſent Age has ſheyen-to French Dancers and Italian 
 Eunuchs. 


Of Mr WI rern We vir 


theAuthor may not have been ſomewhat to blame in 
his ſecond Choice, ſince it is certain that Sir Jahn 


Lieutenant-General, wasa Name of diſtinguiſhed 
Merit in the Wars in "France in Henry the Fifth's 
What Grace ſo- 
ever the Queen conferred upon him, it was not to 
her only he owed; the Fortune which the Reputa- 
tion of his Wit made. He had the Honour to 
meet with many great and uncommon Marks of 


Friendſhip to the unfortunate Earl of Z//ex. Tt 
and Adonis, the only Picce of his Poetry which he 


were ſurrepticiouſſy and lamely printed in his Life 
time. There is one Inſtance fo ſingular in the 
Magnificence of this Patron of 'SHAKESPEAR” 8, 
that if I had not been affured that the Story was 
handed down by Sir Milliam D' Ayenant, who was 


that my Lord Southampten, aff one time, gave him 
a Thoufand Pounds, to enable him to go through 
with a Fase which he heard he had a Mind to. 


A Bounty very great, and very rare at any time, 


What particuler Habitudes or Friendſhips de con- 
t racted with private Men, I have not been able to 
earn, more than that every one who had a true 
Taſte of Merit, and could diſtinguiſh Mien, 5 
-generally a-quft Value and Eſteem for hn. 
exceeding — and Hoo Nature mor Seb. 


911 "Pp "I Account i, the Tife, Ke. 


Jy: . inclin'd all the gentler Part of the. World 
to love him, as the Power of his Wit oblig'd the 
Men of the moſt delicate Knowledge and polite 
Learning to admire him. Among theſe was the 
'K] ancomparable Mr. Edmund Spencer, who ſpeaks 
of him in his Tears. of the Muſes, not only with | 
the Praiſes due to a good Poet, but even lamenting 
his Abſence with the Tenderneſs of a Friend. 
The Paſlage is in Thalia's Complaint for the De- 
cay of Dramatick Poetry, and the Contempt the 
Wer then lay under, e his e | 
Work. 3 


oy Sis th Man, whom as 5 ſelf bad made 
"To mock her ſelf, and Truth to imitate 
THith kindly Counter under mimick Shade, 
Dur pleaſant Willy, ah! is dead of late: 
Hith whom all Fey and jolly Merriment 
hs alſo deaded, and in Dolour —_ i. * 


=, Inſtead thereof, ſcoffing Seurrility | „ 
| "And {corning Folly with Contempt is creepy 
Nalling in Rhimes of ſhameleſs Ribaldry, 

A ilbout Regard to due Decorum kept; 

Each idle Wi at will preſumes to make, 

And doth the Learned s Tast upon him take. 


But that fame gentle Spirit, Yom + 4-80 
Large S he "Si Honey and ip Nate flow, 
Scorning the By of fuch baſe-born Men, 
l hich dare their 125 Vert Jo rafhly throw ; ; 
+ Dith rather chuſe to ſit in idle Cell | | 
70 Than fo himſelf to Mockery to Gag 


— 1 know: ſome People have been of Opinion, . 
that SHAKESPEAR is not meant by Willy in the 
fixſt Stanza of theſe Verſes, becauſe: Spencer's Death 

happen d twenty Vears before SHAKESPEAR's. 
But, beſides tLat the, Character 1 is not applicable, to 


| ny 
8 8 > ; . 8 | 
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any Man of that time but himſelf, it is plain by 
the laſt Sranza that Mr. Spencer does not mean that 


de was then really Dead, but only that he had 


withdrawn himſelf from the Publick, or at leaſt 
with-held his Hand from Writing, out of a di- 
guſt he had taken at the then ill taſte of the Ton, 

and the mean Condition of the State. Mr. Dryden 


was always of Opinion theſe Verſes were meant of 


SHAKESPEAR and 'tis highly probable they were 
fo, ſince he was three and thirty Years old at 
Spencer's Death; and his Reputation in Poetry 


muff have been great enough before that Time to 


have deſerv'd what is here faid of him. His Ac- 
quaintance with Ben Johnſon began with a remar- 


2 piece of Humanity and good Nature; Mr. 


ahnſon, who was at that Time altogether un- 
own to the World, had offer'd one of his Plays 
to the Players, in order to have it Acted; and the 


| Perſons into whoſe Hands it was put, after having 
turn'd it careleſsly and fſuperciliouſly over, were 


juſt upon returning it to him with an )-natur'd 
Anſwer, that it would be of no ſervice to their 
Conipany, when SHAKESPEAR Huickily caſt his 
Ms wag it, and found ſomething ſo well in it as 
to engage him firſt to read it through, and after- 
wards to recommend Mr. Jobnſan and his Wri- 
tings to the Publick. After this they were pro- 
feſs d Friends; tho T don't know whether the 
other ever made him an equal return of Gentleneſs 
and Sincerity. Ben was naturally Proud and Inſo- 
lent, and in the Days of his Reputation did fo far. 
take upon him the Supremacy in Wit, that be 
could not but look with an evil Eye upon any one 
that ſeem'd to ſtand in Competition with him. 
And if at times he has affected to commend him, 
it has always been with ſome Reſerve, inſinuating 


Bis Uncorrectneſs, a careleſs manner ek "Writings 


5 andi 


. Some mt of. the rife, SU 
and what of Judgment ; the Praiſe of ſeldo ale, 


_ "tering or booting. out what he writ, which was 
| 22 him by the Players who were the firſt Pub- 
rs. of his Works after his- Death, was what. 
FJabnſan could not bear; he thought it impoſſible, 
perhaps, for another Man to ſtrike out the greateſt 
Thoughts in the fineſt Expreſſion, and to reach 
thoſe Excellencies of Poetry with the Eaſe of a firſt 


* Imagination, which himſelf with infinite Labour 
and Study could but hardly attain to. ohnen was 


certainly a very good Scholar, and in that had the 
advantage of SHAk ES PEAR; tho' at the ſame 
J believe it muſt be allow'd, that what Nature 
gave the latter, was more than a Balance for what 
Books had given the former; and the Judgment 
of a great Man upon this occaſion was, I think, 
very juſt and proper. In a Converſation between 
Sir Jahn Suclling, Sir IVillam D' Avenant, Endy- 
mon Perter, Mr. "Hales of Eaten, and Ben obnfon 3 
Sir Jahn Sackling, who was a profeſs d Admirer of 
SHAKESPEAR, had undertaken: his Defence a- 
gainſt Ben Fehn ſan with ſome warmth; Mr. 
Halrs, who had fat ſtill for ſome time, hearing Ben 
frequently reproaching him with the want of 
Learning, and Ignorance of the Antients, told him 
at laſt,” That if ' Mr.. SHAKESPEAR had not read 
| 7 Autients, he had likewiſe not tollen any thing from 
*em ; (a. Fault the other made no Conſcience of) 
and that if he would produce any one Topick finely 
treated by any of them, he would undertake to ſhaw 
bing upon the ſame Subject at leaſt as well written 


| by SHAKESPEAR, Fobnſon did indeed take a 


large liberty, even. to the tranſcribing and tranſ- 


| lating of whole Scenes together ; and ſometimes, 


| with all Deference to fo. great a Name as his, not 
| altogetherfor the adyantage of theAuthors of whom 


| he borrow” d. _ Alt if Acullu and. Ou wer cally 
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really what he has made em in a Scene of his. 
Poctaſter, they are as odd an Emperor and a Poet | 
as ever met. SHAKESPEAR,'0n the other Hand, 
was beholding to no body farther than the Foun- 
dation of the Tale, the Incidents were often his 
own, and the Writing intirely ſo. There i is one 
Play of his, indeed, The Comedy of Errors, in a » 
great meaſure taken from the Memechmi of Plantus. 
How that happened, I cannot eaſily Divine, ſince 
as J hinted before, I do not take him to have been 
Maſter of Latin enough to read it in the Original, 
and I know of no ae of Plautus ſo Old 
as his Time. 
As J have not W to my ſelf to enter into 
” Large and Compleat Criticiſm upon Mr. SnAk E- 
spEAR's Works, ſo I ſuppoſe it will neither be 
expected that I ſhould take notice of the ſevere Re- 
marks that have been formerly made upon him by 
Mr. Rhymer.. I muſt confeſs, I cannot very well 
ſee what could be the Reaſon of his animadverting 
with ſo much Sharpneſs, upon the Faults of a Man 
Excellent on moſt Occaſions, and whom all the 
World ever was and will. be inclia'd to have an 
Eſteem and Veneration for. If it was to ſhew 
his own Knowledge in the Art of Poetry, beſides 
that here, is a Vanity in making that only his De- 
ſign, 1 queſtion if there be not many Imperfecti- 
ons as well in thoſeSchemes amdPrecepts he has gi- 
ven for the Direction of others, as well as in that 
Sample of Tragedy which he has written to ſhew 
the Excellency of his own Genius. If he had a 
Pique againſt the Man, and wrote on purpoſe to ruin 
a Reputation ſo well eſtabliſh'd, he has. had the 
 Mortification to. fail altogether in his Attempt, and 
to ſee the World at leaſt as fond of Shakeſpear.as 
of his Critique. But I won't believe a Gentle. 
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laſt Intention. Whatever may have been His 
Meaning, Siding Fault is certainly the eaſieſt Task 
of Knowledge, and commonly thoſe Men of 
Judgment, who are likewiſe of good and gentle 
Diſpoſitions, abandon this ungrateful Province to 
the Tyranny of Pedants. If one would enter 
into the Beauties of SHAKESPEAR, there is a 
much larger, as well as a more delightful Field; 
but as I won't preſcribe to the Taſtes of other Peo- 
ple, fo I will only take the liberty, with all due 
Submiſſion to the Judgment of others, to obſerve 
ſome of thoſe Things : have been 1 with in in 
looking him over. 
His Plays are properly to be diftinguiſh'd oy; in- 
to Comedies and Fragedies. Thoſe which are 
called Hiſtories, and even fome of his Comedies, 
- are really T ragedies, with a run or mixture of 
Comedy amongſt dem. That way of Trage- 
Comedy was the common Miſtake of that Ag ge, 
and is indeed become fo agreeable to the Engl: ih 
Taſte, that tho? the ſevereſt Critiques among us 
cannot bear it, yet the generality of our Au- 
diences feem to be better pleas d with it than 
with an exact Tragedy. The Merry Wrves of 
Windſor, The Comedy of Errors, and The Tam 
ing of the Shrew, are all pure Comedy; the reſt, 
however they are call'd, have ſomething of both 
Kinds. Tis not very eaſy to determine which 
way of Writing he was moſt excellent in. There 
is certainly a great deal of Entertainment in his 
Comical Humours; and tho' they did not then 
ſtrike at all Ranks of People, as the Satyr of the 
preſent Age has taken the Liberty to do, yet there 
s a pleaſing and a well-diſtinguiſh'd Variety in thoſe | + 
| — Ib which he thought fit to meddle with. | 
Falſtaff is allowed by every body to be a Maſter- 
piece; the ——— * well-ſuſtain'd, the? 
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drain out into the length of three Plays; and e- 
ven the Account of his Death, given by his Old 
3 Mrs. Quicll y, in the firſt Act of Flenry + 
- tho? it be extremely natural, is yet as diverting. 
as 3 any Part of his Life; If there be any Fault in. 
the Draught he has made of this lewd, old F ellow, 
it is, that tho“ he has made him a Thief, Lying, 
.Cowardly, Vain-glorious, and. in ſhort every way 
Vicious, yet. he has given him ſo much Wit as to 
make him al moſt too agreeable; and I don't know. 
whether ſome People have not, in remembrance of 
the Diverſion he had formerly afforded em been 
ſorry to ſee his Friend Hal uſe hint fo ſcurvily, 
When he comes to the Crown in the End of the 


Second Part of Henry the Fourth. Amongſt o- 


ther Extravagancies, in The Merry M iues of Wind- 
ſor, he has made him a Deer: ſtealer, that he might- 
at the ſame time remember his //arwick/hire Pro- 
ſecutor, under the Name of Juſtice. $hallxv; he 
bas given him very near the fame Coat of Arms 
which Dugdale, in his Antiquities of that County 

deſcribes for a Family there, and makes a 1Veljh 


Parſon deſcant very pleaſantly upon em. That 


whole Play is admirable; the Humours are various. 
and well. oppos'd; the main Deſign, which is to 
cure Ford of his unreaſonable Jealouty, is extreme- - 
ly well conducted. Fa M s Billet- Ws and Ma- 
ſter Slender s | 

u Scot Ann Pige!: + 

are very good -Expreffions of Love in their Wap. 
In Twelfh- Might there is ſomething ſingularly Ri- 
diculous and pleaſant in the fantaſtical Steward 

Malvuclia. The Pare: {ite and the. Vain-glorious in 

Parolles in Als Well that Ends Mell, is as good a 

any Thing of that Kind in Plaztus or'T erence. 
Petruchio, in The Taming of the Sire cw, is an un- 

common Piece of Humour. The verfatioh : 
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of Benedick and Beatrice, in Much AA. Abo NV 


 thing,and of Raſalind in A jou "like it, have much 
Wit and Sprigfitlinefs alk along. His Clowns, 
Without which Character there was hardly any 


Play writ in that Time, are all very entertaining: 


And I believe Ther/ttes in Troilus and. Craſſida, and 


Abemantus in Timon, will be allow'd to be Maſter- 
Pieces of ill Nature, and ſatyrical Snarling. To. 
theſe T might add, that in comparable Character of 


. Shyhc# the Few, in The Merchant Venice; but 

tho we have ſeen that Play receiv'd and acted as a 
Comedy, and the Part of the Few perform'd by an 
excellent Comedian, yet E cannot but think it was 


deſign'd Tragically by the Author, There appears 
ire it ſuch a deadly Spirit of Revenge, fuch a ſavage 
Fierceneſs and F ellnek, and ſuch a bloody Deſigna- 
tion of Cruelty and Mifchief, as cannot agree either” 


with the Stile and Characters of Comedy. The 


Play it ſelf, take it all together, ſeems to me to be 


g bone of the Wen finiſh'd of any of SHAKESPEAR's. 


The Tale indeed, in that Part relating to the Caſ- 
kets, and the extravagant and unuſual Kind of 

Bond given by Atom, is a little too much remov'd- 
from the Rules of Probability: But taking the 


| Fact for granted, we muſt allow it to be very 
beautifully written. There is ſomething in the 


Friendſhip of Arntonio to Baſſanio very great, ge- 
nerous and tender. The whole fourth Act, ſup- 


poſing as I faid, the Fact to be probable, is ex- 
tremely Fine. For there are two Paſſages that 


. a particular Notice. The firſt is, that 
Portia ſays in praiſe of Mercy, andthe other on- 
the power of Muſick. he Melancholly of 


* Faquesr, in As you like it, is as ſingular and odd: as. 


it is di rn "And if Wane F ruee 125 
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That ends this ftrange eventful Hiſtory, 
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Till be a hard Task for any one to go beyond 

Kim in the Deſcription of the ſeveral Degrees and 

Ages of Man's Life, the? NE: 4 be TN | 
| Fan enough. ; 


: Aide Words a Stage, oO: 
And all the Men and Namen merry Players” 
They have their Exits and their Entrance, Nö 
And one Man in his Time plays many Parts, © 
His Afts being ſtuen Ages. Alt firſt the Infants © | 
Metoling and puking in the Nurſes Arme . 
Aud then, the whming School-boy with his Satchels « £ : 5 | 
Aud fhining Morning Fare, creeping like ont | 
Unwillngly to Schral. And then the Lover 795 2 
Sig bing like Furnace, with a weful Ballad | 
Made to his Miſtreſs” Eye-brow, Then.a Soldier 
Full of firange Oaths, and bearded like the Pard, » 
 Fealous in Honour, Lawn and quick. in Quarrel, | 
f 7 ecking the Bubble 1 0 
Don in the Cannom's 2 Ah. Aud then the Tele 
In fair round Belly, with goad\Capon lin d, 
Mitb Eyes ſevere, and Beard.of formal Cut, 
Full of a0 . Sacus and modern Inftances; - - 
And ja he plays his Part. The fixth Age an 
Into the lean and ſlipper d Pantalun, 
FVith Spectacles fe A and Pouch on Sid 
His youthful Haſe, well fav'd, a World 05 width © 
For bis frunk Shank; — bis big manly Voice 4 
Turning again tew'rd childiſh treble Pipes, 9 
And whiſtles in his Sound. Laft Scene of all. | 


I ſecond Childiſhneſs and meer Olin, 
ur Teeth, Jans Eyes, fans Taſte, fans e x Thing. 


His Images are indeed every where ſo lively, 

that the Thing he would repreſent ſtands full be- 

fore W and you 2 ey ery Part of it. Twill. 
i a venture 
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venture to point out one more, which is, I thinla, 
as ſtrong and as uncommon as any thing I ever ſaws _ 
tis an Image of Patience. n a a . 
in Love, he ſays, # 3 Heme 


ere told 1 e . 
But let Cancealment, like a Warm 7 4% Bud + WE 
Feed on her Damask Cheek © She find in Di, 
And ſat like Patience on 4 ma, = 
Sing at Grief, 8 | 
What an Ichage i is here given! We . 2 Task 
would it have been for the greateſt Maſters of 
Greece and Rome to have expreſs'd the Paſſions de- 
ſign'd by this Sketch of Statuary ? The Stile of 
his Comedy is, in general, natural to the Charac- 
ters, and eaſy in it ſelf; and the Wit moſt com- 
monly ſprightly and plealing, except in thoſe Places 
where he runs into Dogrel Rhymes, as in The Co- 
, medy of Errors, and a Paſſage or two in ſome other 
Plays. As for his Jingling ſometimss, and play- 
ing upon Words, it was the common Vice of the 
Age he lived in: And if we ſind it in the Pulpit, 
made uſe of as an Ornament to the Sermons 
of ſome of the graveſt Divines of thoſe Limes; 
perhaps it Wy. not be thought too light for the 
Stage. 5 
But certainly the GredtnkG 00 this Author's 
Genius do's no Where ſo much appear, as where 
he gives his Immagination an entire Looſe, and 
raiſes his Fancy to a flight above Mankind and 
the Limits of the viſible World. Such are his 
Attempts in The Tempeſt, Midſummer - Night's 
Dream, 'Mackbeth and Hamlet. Of theſe, The 


© Tempeſt, however it comes to be plac'd the firſt by 


the former Publiſhers of his Works, can never 

have been the firſt written by him: It ſeems to me 

28 FEES in its Kind, as almoſt any thing we __ 
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of his. One may obſerve, that the Unities are 


kept here with an Exactneſs uncommon to the 55 
berties of his Writing: Tho” that was what 


ſuppoſe, he valu'd himſelf leaſt upon, ſince his Ex- 
cellencies were all of another Kind, I am. very 
| ſenſible that he does, in this Play, depart too much 


from that Likeneſs to Truth which ought to be 
obſerv'd in theſe ſort. of Writings ; yet he does it 


ſo very finely, that one is eaſih drawn in to have 


more Faith for his fake, than Reaſon does well al- 


low of. His Magick has ſomething in it very ſo- 
lemn and very poetical: And that extravagant 


Character of Caliban is mighty well ſuſtain'd, ſhews 


a wonderful invention in the Author; who could 
ſtrike out ſuch a particular wild Image, and is cer- 
tainly one of the fineſt and moſt uncommon. Gro- 
teſques that was ever ſeen. The Obſervation 
which I have been inform'd + three very great Men 
coneurr'd in making upon this Part, was extreamly 
juſt. That SHAKESPEAR had not only- found out 
a new Character in his Caliban, but had*alſo*devis'd 
and adapted a new maimer of Language for that Cha- 
rafter. Among the particular Beauties of this 
Piece, I think one may be allowed to point out the 


Tale of Praſpero i in the firſt Act; his Speech to 1 
Ferdinand in the fourth, upon the breaking up the 


Maſque of Juno and Ceres 1 “and that in the fifth, 
| Feng he diflolves his Charms, and reſolves to break 
Eis Magick Rod. This Play has been alter'd by 
Sir Willow D' oenant and Mr. Duden; and tho? 


I won't arraign the Judgment of thoſe two great 
Men, yet I think I may be allow'd. to fay, that 
there are ſome things left out by them, that 
Git and even you to have been keptin. Mr. 


Duden 


+ L. Falkland, Ed. C. 7. Vaughan, and Mr. 
SS * ...: .. | 


rtr 2 Arcount of tbr Lit, Kr. 
Duden was an Admiiter of our Author, and indeed, 


omit what Mr. Dryden has faid'of him. 


Shakeſpear, who, taught by none, dig 21 impart 
75 Fletcher Wit, to lab ring Johnſon 

Hie, Monarch lite, gave thoſe his Subjefts Law, 
Aud is that Nature which they paint and draw. . _ 
Fletcher reach'd that which on his haghts did graws. 
W/bilft Johnſon crept and gather d all below: 
This did his Love, and this his Mirth age „ 

Ons imitates him moſt, the other beſt. 

I they have fince out-writ all other Men, 


; | 
| 

t 

p 

| 
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iro * "Storm which waniſh'd on the aue 
Shoar, 
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Was taught by. Shakeſpear- s Temps ft feſt to roars 55 
Dat Innocence and Beauty which did ſmile yi 
In Fletcher, grow on this Enchanted Ille. 7 

But Shakeſpear Magirſ could not capied be, 

HVitbin that Circle none durſt walk but he. 

4 #$ mf confeſs *trwas bold, nor would you now' 
Dat Liberiy to wilear Wits allews, © 
| Which works by Magick ſupernatural things +. n 
But panes l Pow is ſacred as a King's. Berk 
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is alter d by Mr. Dryden. 


11 is the "IC Mas rele that raiſes the Fairies in 
3 Niebts Drombs the Witches in Mack- 
bel, and the Ghoſt in Hamlet, with Thoughts and 


peculiar to the Talent of this Writer. But of the 
two laſt of theſe Plays I ſhall have occaſion to take 


* Alludivg to the Sea Voyage of Fletcher, 


C4 


he owed him a great deal, as thoſe who have read 
them both may very eaſily obſerve. And ITthink, in. 
Juſtice to them both, I ſhould not on this Go 


Ns with the Drops which fell from ar Pos. | 


Prologue to the Tempeſt, as ĩt 


Language ſo proper to the Parts they ſuſtain, and ſo 
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notice, among the Tragedies of Mr. SHAKESPEAR, 


If one undertook to examine the greateſt Part of 
theſe by thoſe Rules which are eſtabliſh*d by Ari 
fretle and taken from the Model of the Gririan 
Stage, it would be no very hard Task to find a great 


many Faults: But as SHAKESPEAR liv'd under 
a Kind of mere Light of Nature, and had never 
been made acquainted with the Regularity of thoſe- 
written Precepts, fo it would be hard to judge him 
by a Law he knew nothing of. We are to conſi- 
der him as a Man that liv'd ina State of almoſt 
univerſal Licence and Ignorance : There was no e-- 


fabliſh'd Judge, but every one took the Liberty to. 
_ write according to the Dictates of his own Fancy. 


When one conſiders, that there is not one 
Play before him of a Reputation good enough. 
to entitle it to an Appearance on the preſent Stage, 
it cannot but be a Matter of great Wonder that 
he ſhould advance Dramatick Poetry fo far as he 
did. The Fable is what is generally phc'd the 
firſt, among thoſe that are reckon'd the confti-- 
tuent Parts of a Tragick or Heroick Poem: 
not, perhaps, as it is the moſt difficult or beauti- 
ful, but as it is the firſt properly to be thought oß 
in the Contrivance and Courſe of the whole; 
and with the Fable ought to be conſider' d, the 
fit Diſpoſition, Order and Conduct of its ſeveral. 
Parts. As it is not in this Province of the Drama 
that the Strength and Maſtery of SRARESPEAR 
lay, fo I ſhall not undertake the tedious and ill- na- 
tur'd Trouble to point out the ſeveral Faults he: 


was guilty of in it. His Tales were ſeldom. in- 


vented, but rather taken either from true Hiſtory, 
or Novels and Romances: And he common! 

made ' uſe of em in that Order, with thoſe Inci- 
dents; and that extent of Time in which he found 
them in the Authors from whence he borrow'd 
RES + © $6 #4 | M them, 


K Same Area of the Life, c- ** 
them, S0 The Hinter Tale, which is taken from 
an old Book, call'd The dele&table H i/tory of Dorſtus 
and Faunia, contains the Space of ſixteen or ſeven- 
teen Years, and the Scene is ſometimes laid in Bo- 
bemia, and ſometimes in Sicih, according to the Ori- 
Pas Order of the Story. Almoſt all his Hiſtorical 
lays comprehend a Lt length of Time, and ve- 
ry different and diſtinct Places: And in his Ant 
and Clespatra, the Scene travels over the . 
Part of the Roman Empire, But in Recompence 
for his Careleſsneſs in this Point, when he comes to 
another Part of the Drama, The Manners f his 
C hara#ers, in Acting or Speaking what is proper for 
them, and fit to be ſhown by the. Poet, he may be gene- 
rally juſtified, and. in very many Places greatly 
commended. For thoſe Plays which he has taken 
From the Engliſh or Roman Hiſtory, let any Man | 
compare dem, and he will find the Character as 
exact in the Poet as the Hiſtorian, He ſeems in- 
deed ſo far from propoſing to himſelf any one Ac- 
tion for a Subject, that the Title very often tells 
you, tis The Life of King John, King Richard Sc. 
- What can be more agreeable. the Idea our Hiſto- 
Tians gave of Hemp the Sixth, than the Picture 
SHAKESPEAR has drawn of him ! His Manners 
are every where exactly the ſame with the Story; 
one finds him ſtill deſcrib'd with Simplicity, 
aſſive Sanctity, want of Courage, weakneſs. of f 
Mind. and eaſy Submiſſion to the Governance 0 
of an imperious Wife, or prevailing Faction : 
- "Tho? at the ſame time the Poet does Juſtice 
to his good Qualities, and moves the Pity of his 
Audience for him, by ſhowing, him pious diſinte- 1 
reſted, a contemner of the Things of this World, s 
and wholly reſign d to the ſevereſt Diſpenſations of | 
God's Providence. - 
There is A tort Scene i an the Second Part of 1 
| Hau . * 
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Henry VI. which I cannot biit think admitable in 
its Kind. Cardinal Beaufort, who had murder'd the 
Duke of Gheefer, is ſhewn in the laſt Agonies on 
his Death<Bed, with the good King praying 
over him. APhets *is 18 much- Terror in one, ſo 
much Tenderneſs and moving Piety in the other, 
as muſt touch any one who is capable either of 
Fear or Pity. In his Henry VIII. that Prince 
is drawn with that Greatneſs of Mind, and all 
. thoſe good Qualities which are attributed to him 
in any Account of his Reign. If his Faults are 
not ſhewn'in an equal degree, and the Shades in 
this Picture do Hot bear a juſt Proportion to the 
Lights, it is not that the Artiſt wanted either 
Colours or Skill in the Diſpoſition of em; but 
the truth, I believe, might be, that he forebore 
doing it out of regard to Queen Elizabeth, ſince it 
could have been no very great Reſpect to the Me- | 
mory of his Miſtreſs, to have expos'd fome cer- 
tain Parts of her Father's Life upon the Stage. 
He has dealt much more freely with the Miniſter © 
of that Great King, and certainly nothing was 
ever more juſtly en than the Character of 
Cardinal olſy. He has ſnewm him Tyrannical, = 
Cruel, and Inſolent in his Proſperity ; and yet, 1 
by a wonderful Addreſs, he makes his Fall and 
Ruin the Subject of general Compaſſion. The b 
whole Man, with his Vices and Virtues, is finely and 
exactly deſcrib'd in the ſecond Scene of the IV Act. | 
The Diſtreſſes likewiſe of Queen Katherine, in this 
Play, are very movingly touch'd ; and . tho” the = 
Art of the Poet has skreen'd King Henry from any 
groſs Imputation of Injuſtice, yet one is inclin'd 
to with, the Queen had met with a Fortune more 
worthy 'of her Birth and: Virtue. Nor are the 
Manners, proper to the Perſons repreſented, leſs 
5 th ol obſerv'd in — CharaRters: taken. . e 
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Impatience of Coriolanus, his Courage and Diſdain 


Roman: Hiſtory ; and of this the 'Fierceneſs and 
of the. common People, the Victas and Philoſo- 


Phical Temper of Brutus, and the irregular Great- 


neſs of Mind in M. Aiutony, are beautiful Proofs, 
For the two laſt eſpecially, you find em exactly 


Yo 
-as they are deſcrib'd by Plutarch, from whom 
* certainly SHAKESPEAR copy d 'em. He has 


indeed follow'd his Original pretty cloſe, and 


taken in ſeveral little Incidents that might have 
been ſpar d in a Play. But, as I hinted be- 


fore, his Deſign ſeems: -moſt commonly rather 


to deſcribe thoſe great Men in the ſeveral For- 
tunes and Accidents of their Lives, than to take 
any fingle great Action, and form his Work 
fimp! imply upon that. However, there are ſome of 


teces, where the Fable is founded upon one 


| 3 only. Such are more eſpecially, Romeo 


and  Futiet, Hamlet, and Othello. The Deſign in 


Names and Juliet, is plainly the Puniſhment of 
of their two Families, for the unreaſonable Feuds 
and Animoſities that had been fo long kept up be- 
_ "tween em, and occafion'd the Effuſion of ſo * 


Blood. In the Management of this Story, he has 


ſheun ſomething wonderfully. Tender and Paſſio- 
nate in the Love- part, and very Pitiful in the 
Diſtreſs. Hamlet is founded on much the fame 
Lale with the Electra of Sipboclæs. In each of 


em a young Prince is engag d to Revenge the Death 


of his Father, their Mothers are equally Guilty, 
are both concern'd in the Murder of their Huf- 
bands, and are aftewards married to the Murderers. 

E There is in the firſt Part of the Greet Tragedy, 
ſomething very moving in the Grief of Electra; 


- but as Mr. B. Keie, has obſerv*d, there is ſome- 
thing very unnatural and ſhocking i in the Manners 


be has * that Princeſs and en in the latter - 
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Part. Ore/tes embrues Hands in the Blood of bis 


own Mother; and that barbarous Action is perform'd, 
tho' not immediately upon the Stage, get ſo near, 
that the Audience hear Chtemngſtra crying out to 
Esthy/tus for Help, and to her Son for Mercy: 

While Electra, her Daughter, and a Princeſs, 

both of them 1 that ought to have ap- 
peared with more Decency, ſtands upon the Stage 
and encourages her Brother in the Parricide. 
What Horror does this not raiſe! Chtemneſtra. 
Was Aa wicked Woman, and had deferv'd to Die; 
nay, in the truth of the Story, ſhe was kill'd by 
her own. Son; but to repreſent an Action of 
this Kind on the Stage, is certainly an Offence 


againſt thoſe Rules of Manners proper to the 


Perſons that ought to be obſerv'd there. On the 
contrary, let us only look a little on the Con- 
duct of SHAKESPEAR, Hamlet is repreſented 
with the ſame Piety towards his Father, and Re- 
ſolution to Revenge his Death, as Orefes ; he 
has the ſame Abhorrence for his. Mother” s Guilt, 
which, to provoke him the more, is heighten'd 
by Inceſt : But tis with wonderful Art and Juſt- 
neſs of Judgment, that the Poet reſtrains him 
from doing Violence to his Mother. To pre- 
vent any thing of that Kind, he makes his Fa- 
ther's Gholt to torbid that part of IS | 


But boryforver thou purſe ff this An, 8 

Teint not thy Mind; nar let thy Soul contrive 
Againſt thy Mather ought ; ; leave her to Heaven, 
And to thoſe Thorns that in her * 
4 prick and fling 8 5 


This 4 is to diſtinguiſh rightly between N and 
Terror, The latter is a- proper Paſfion of Tra- 


he! 5 BE the Hormer 5 * to be ure 
Y 
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fully avoided ; And certainly no Dramatick Wri- 
ter ever ſucceeded better in raiſing Terror in 
the Minds of an Audience than SHAKESPEAR 
has done, The whole Tragedy of Macbeth, 
but more eſpecially the Scene. where the King is 
murder'd, in the ſecond Act, as well this Play, 
is a noble Proof of the manly Spirit with which 


be writ; ; and both ſhew how powerful he was, 


in giving the ſtrongeſt Motions to our Souls 
that "they are capable 1 1 cannot leave Hamlet, 
without taking notice of the Advantage with which 
we have ſeen this Maſter-piece of SHAKESPEAR 
Ciſtinguiſh it felf upon the Stage,” by Mr. Better- 
tors fine Performance of that Part. A Man, who 
tho* he had no 6ther good Qualities, as he has a 
great many, muſt have made his way into the Eſſ- 
teem of all Men of Letters, by this only Excel- 
lency. No Man is better acquainted with SHAK E- 
 8PEAR'sS manner of Expreſſion, and indeed he 
has ſtudy'd him fo well, and is fo much a Mafter 
of him, that whatever Part of his he performs, he 
does it as if it had been written. on purpoſe for him, 
and that the Author had exactly conceiv'd it as he 
plays it. I muſt own a particular Obligation to 
him, for the moſt conſiderable Part of the Paſſages 
relating to his Life, which J have here tranſmitted 
to -the Publick ; 


up What Remains he eould of a Name for which 
he had fo great a Value, Since I had at firſt re- 
ſolv*d-not to enter into any Critical Controverſy, 
I won't pretend to enquire into the Fuſtneſs of 
Mr. Rhymer's Remarks on Othello ; he has certainly 
pointed out. ſome Faults very judiciouſſy; and 
indeed they are ſuch -as moſt People will agree, 


was him, to be Faults: Bus: I with he would 
— e likewiſe 


N. 


His Veneration for the Memory 
= SHAKESPEAR having engag'd him to make a 
* Journey into » Warwickſhire, on purpoſe to gather 


— 
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Ake wiſe have obſerv'd ſome of the Beauties too; 
as I think it became an Exact and Equal Critique 
to do. It ſeems ſtrange that he ſhould allow 
nothing Good in the whole : If the Fable and 
Incidents are not to his Taſte, yet the Thoughts 
are almoſt-every where very Noble, and the Dic- 
tion manly and proper. "Theſe laſt, indeed, are 
15 Parts of SHAKE SPEAR“'s Praiſe, nn . 
ü be very hard to Diſpute with him. His Sent 
hk ments and Images of Things are Great and Na- 
1 tural; and his Expreſſion (tho* perhaps in ſome 
| Inſtances a | little. Irregular, juſt, and rais'd in 
| Proportion to his Subject and Occaſion. It would 
be even endleſs to mention the particular Inſtances 
that might be given of this Kind: But his Book 
;s in the Poſſeſſion of the Publick, and *twill be 
hard to dip into any Part of it, without finding 
what I haye ſaid of him made good. 

The latter Part of his Life was ſpent, as all 
Men of good Senſe will wiſh "theirs may be, in 
Eaſe, Retirement, and the Converſation of - his 
* Friends. He had the good Fortune to gather an 
Eſtate equal to his Occaſion, and, in that, to his 
Wiſh; and is ſaid to have ſpent ſome Years before 
d bis Death at his native Stratford. His pleaſurable 
4 Wit, and good Nature, engag'd him in the Ac- 
Wo quaintance, and entitled him to the Friendſhip of 
the Gentlemen of the Neighbourhood. Amongſt 
ch them, it is a Story almoſt ſtill remember'd in that 
Country, that he had a particular Intimacy with 
0 Mr. Cambe, an old Gentleman noted thereabouts 
4 bor his Wealth and Uſury : It happen'd, that in 
2 pleaſant Converſation amongſt their common 
a) Friends, Mr. Combe told SHAKESPEAR in a 
| laughing manner, that he fancy'd, he intended 
ad 0 Write his Epitaph, if he happen'd to out-live 
ie bim; and ſince he could not know what gle, by 
al 


K* Some "Actornt "of ibe Tiſe, c. 
Haid of him when he was dead, he'defir'd it might 


be done immediately: Upon which * 
gave him theſe four Verſes. EO 


Ten in the Hundred Fes hero engrav 4, AE 
Nis a Hundred to Ten, his Soul is not 2 4. 1 
1 any Mam asl, I bo lies in ibis Tomb? 
Oh ! ho! guoth theDevil, "tis my John-a-Cambe, 


| 901 abt Sharpneſs of the Satyr is ſaid to have 
| Hug the Man ſo ſeverely, that he never forgave 


To > 


"Be dy'4in the 5 3d Year of bis Abs: and was 
buris). on the North Side of the Chancel, in the 


eat Church at Stratford, where a Monument, 


; s placed in the Wall Ons . ander- 
watch is, 85 

E Sud Friend, for Foſs ake e 170 

„ 4 '. To dig the Du Nell 25 , 12 

=_ - B be the Mam that ſpares theſe States, TY 

= And curft be he that niodes my Bones. 5 


married; Fudith, the Elder, to one Mr. Thomas Qui- 
nich, by whom he had three Sons, who all dy'd 
without Children ; and Suſannah, who was his Fa- 
vourite, to Dr. John Hall, a Phyſician of good 
Reputation in that Country. She left one Child 
_ only, a Daughter, who was marry'd firſt to Thomas 
"Naſh, Eſq; and afterwards to Sir John Bernard of 
Abington, but dy d likewiſe without Iſſu»,. 
++ This is what I could learn of any Note, either re- 
2 himſelf or Family: The Character of 
the Manu is beſt ſeen in his Wyfkeing. But ſince 
Ben Folien has made a ſort ot an Eſſay towards it 
in his Diſcoveries, tho? as I have before hinted, he 
was not very cordial in his F riendſhip, 1 will ven- 
ture to give it in his Words, 1 


6 | 28 


He had three Daughters, of which two lived + to be 
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I remember the Players have often mention'd 
it as an Honour to SHAKESPEAR, that in Wri- 
ing (whatſoever he penn'd) he never blotted out 
a Line. My Anſwer hath been, Maul he had 
blitted athouſand, which they thought a malevo- 
lent Speech. I had not told Poſterity this, but 
for their Ignorance, who choſe that Circumſtance 
to commend their Friend by, wherein he moſt 
faulted. And to juſtify mine own Candour, (for 
I loy'd the Man, and do honour his — 
on this fide Idolatry, as much as any.) He was 
indeed, honeſt, and of an open and free Nature, 
and an tient Fancy, brave Notions, and gen- 
tle Expreſſions; wherein he flow'd with that Fa- 
cility, that ſometimes it was neceflary he ſhould 
be ſtopp'd : Sigflaminandus erat, as Augustus ſaid 
of Haterius. His Wit was in his own Power, 
would the Rule of it had been ſo too. Many 
times he fell into thoſe things which could not 
eſcape Laughter; as when he ſaid in the Perſon 
of Cæſar, one ſpeaking to him, 


* Cæſar thou doſt me wrang, 
« Hereply'd : | 
8 E did never erung, but with uſt Gan. 


and ſuch like, which. were ridiculous. But he 
redeem'd his Vicesgvith his Virtues : There was 
ever more in him 0 De Prais'd than to be Par- 
« den'd. 
. As for the Paſſage Which he mentions out of 


. 
— 


1 
«6p 
TTT cc 


For SHAKESPEAR, there is ſomewhat like it in Fulius 

3 Cæſar, but without the Abſurdity; nor did I ever 
Fa. i Imcet with it in any Edition that I have ſeen, as 
1 he uoted by Mr. Fabien. Beſides his Plays in this 
ven- Edition, there are two or three aſcrib'd to him by 


8 Langbaing, Ou 1 have never ſeen, and know 
” . nothing 
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and Targuin and Lucrece, in Stanza's 's, Which have 


' Romans, who wrote Tragedy upon t 


1 Es, i 


nothing of. He writ likewiſe, Venus and Adonis, 


been printed in a late Collection of Poems. As to 
the Character given of him by Ben Fohnſon, there 


is a good deal true in it: But I believe it may be 


as well expreſs d by what Horace |: 95 of the firſt. | 


© Greel Mo- 
dels, (or indeed ee PER in | his Epiſtle, to 


e. ON eat hon beakust ? 
Waturd flint. E. . = NOLA 


| M am pirat Tragicum atis & feliciter Audet, 
__ turpem putat in Chartis metuitg; Lituram. 


There is a Book of Poems, publiſhed. in 50405 
under the Name of... Mr. WILLIAM SnARE- 


SPEAR ;. but as I have but very lately ſeen it, 
without an Opportunity of making any Judgment 


upon it, I won't . to determine, Whether it it 
be his or no. : ; | 
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. Gunldenſteern, 


* ff OY * b 9 * 
+ 7 * 0 ; 3 If : 
8 * A ad - — . 
* [ 5 
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ALaudius, King if A. 
Fortinbras, Xing of Norway. 


Hamlet, Son io the former Ring., : | Y ; 
Polonius, Lord Chamberlain. OA 
Horatio, Friend te Hamlet. Bs 


Laertes, Son to Polonius. 
Roſencraus, 40 C ourti ers. 


Oſtrick, a „ i100 F 7 2 Hole 
Marcellus, | an. Officer. g — — OEE oh 3 


rnardo, } = WEN 7 
ent 4 Fs LA 654 | 
Franciſco; T "RIC 48 8 FA 


 Reynaldo, Servant to Polonius, i 
Ghoſt of Hamlet's Father, | 
Lucianus. 


+ wo G raue. D gers. 


* . 
_— 9 £ OE” 
0 | « & 5 * r 


Gertrude, Doc of D Pecntark, and Mother 

| zo Hamlet. 0 

Ophelia, Daughter to 'Polonius, in Love 
ih Hamlet. . 


i . Ladies attending on The * 
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FE DENMARK. | 


AOT I SCENE I E | 
SCE N E. An open Place before the Palace. 


Enter Bernardo and F ranciſco, Ins Conrinele, 


I E R VAR D O. 
H O's there? e 
Mo Bran. Nay, anſwer me: Stand and- - 
unfold yourſelf. 232 
Ber. Long live the "_ 8 | 
Fran. Bernardo. £ 5 
— Be,. He. . 5 1 
* You come molt carefully upon your Hour. 
Ber. Tis now ſtruck twelve, get thee to bed, Franci/co, 
Fran. For this relief, much thanks : 'tis bier cold, 
And I am fick at heart. | 4 
Ber. Have you had quiet Guard ? 
Fran, Not a Mouſe ſtirrin 
Ber. Well, good night. It you do meet Horatis oo | 
| Marcelies, the Rivals ot my Watch, bid them make haſte. 
Exter Horatio and Marcel ius. 
Fran. I think I hear them. Stand ho, os there ? 
Hor. Friends to this Ground. 1 
Mar. Aud Liege men to the Daze. 


Fran, 


— 


4 Hastrkr, Prince of Denmark, 


Fran Good night, FE ORs WINK Mogan, 
Mar. Farewel, dose Soldier; ; who hath reliev'd 1 


Fran. Bernerdo has my. 2 good. night. ö 


Tk F raneiſco 
Mar. 11 3 | 
Ber. Say, what is Horatio FRE 7 — ü— 
Hor. A piece of him. 
Ber. Welcome, Horatio; we! come, ew? Marcellus... 
Mar. What, has this thing appear'd again to N 0 
Ber. I have ſeen nothing. ; A 
Mar. Horatio ſays, tis but a Phantaſy, 
And will not let belief rake hold of him, 
Touching the dreadful fight, twice ſeen of us; 
Therefore I have intreated him long | 
With us, to watch the Minutes of this Night, 
Uhat if again this Apparition. come, n 
le may approve our Eyes, and erk to it. 
Hor. Iwill not r. | | 
Ber. Sit down awhile, f 
And, let us once again aſſail your Ears, 
That are ſo fortified againſt our ſtory, 


What we have two Nights ſeen. 
Hor. Well, let us hear Bernardo ſpeak of this 1 
Ber. Laſt night WA 2 
When yon ſame Star, that's Weſtward from the Pole. 1 
Had made his Courſe enlighten that part of Heawn n v 
Where now it burns, Marcellus and * ſelf. . D 
The Bell then beating one: N 
: Euter Ghoſt. H 
Aar. Peace, break thee off; 5 81 
Look where it comes again. Ti 
Ber, In the ſame Figure, like the King that 8 dead. 80 
Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. 4 Is 
Hor, Moſt like: it ſtartles me with P ear n Wonder. | 'Y 
Ber. It would be ſpoke to. W 
Mar. Speak to it, Haratio. | Co 
Hor. W hat art thou that alp ſt this time e of night, T} 
Together with that fair and warlike Form, | | 
In which the Majeſty of buried Denmark EA Bu 


Did ſometimes march ? 1 Gig _ e . Pi 
Mar. It is oftended. IRE? 
Ber. See | it ſtaiks away. 


er. 


Br Sende Fr 152 1 W dende ks dhe. 


7. Tis gone, ny will not anſwer. 
5 How now, Horatio? you tremble atd look pale 5 


Is not this ſomething more. Mgt ry ect 5111 11 . b 

What think you of it.? G 60072 0 15441 £ £97 I rien 
Hor. I could not this believe; e 

Without the ſenſible e true EY ko leg 2 
f mine own: Eyes. ad? Jo 


Mar. Is it not like the King? + os, 1.35 of 6 FL 

Her. As thou art ta thy ff 4b 
Such was the very Armour he had on, 32 
When th' ambitious Nora combatet. 

Mar. Thus twice before, and juſt at the ſame boar, 
With martial ſlalk hath he gone by our Watch. | 

Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know. 0 
But "AY ſcope. of mine Opt $ 0 foo N l „e — 
This bodes ſome ſtrange Eruption to our Sale. bar WP bs 

Mar. Pray tell me, he that knows - 50 
Why this ſame ſtrict and; moſt: obſervant Watch: 
So 15 toils the Subject of the Lands 


ww, . 
” 
9 


Hor. That can 1; Gur la King OLA 
Whole Image ey n but now — HI W 
Was, as you know, by Fortis a5: Uf - "1+ be 152 3.1 

»Dar'd to the Combate; in which our valiant Hand! 
Did ſlay this Fortinbras 5: who by a ſeal d e 


Well ratified by Law and Herald, 

Did forfeit (with his Life) all theſe bis Lands, T 
Now, Sir, young Fartinbraſ, as 5 7 
Hath in the Bk irts of Norzoay, here — ae, U 55.4 
Shark'd. up Aa 115 of lawleſs Reſolutes, OY n 
To ——— thoſe, foreſaid Lands 01 dif 88855 tXÞD 
So by his Father loſt, And chis, I de 49M 
Is the main Motive of or Preparation - 2 7 


Ber. I think it is no other, but eyen ſo: 
Well may it ſort that this portentoss Figure 
Thaty armed thro our Watch ſo like the Kin . 
t was, and is the Queſtion of. the Wars. EL: A. 
. Ente * GH. 13318 * 'q 10 s By. 1 | 


But, oft, bebald / [4 lo. where.ic:comesa = 510-1896 07 
But aſe, be 1 blaß 2s » Sa —.— iran all dF 
(reading 11 au. 


If thou halt a a 8 or uſe.of Waise, : | 
Speak to me and there be A thing! to bodengi. = 


1 * 


— — 


„12 * . 
N 


5 e 
_ 1 —U U . — — — 


———— — 


* n 
„* 


The Cockthat is the Trumpet to the Morn, - 


Pęince fe Denfark. 
— do take and 1 ſpealt to "Y 


If thou are privy to thy (Country's Fate, 


Which happily foreknowing ap avoid, O h ſpeak ! 
Or if thou haſtuphoardedin.thy Life 


Extorted Treaſure in the Womb of Bale L Cr 


For which, they ſay, youn Spirits oſt Walle th Death, 
Speak of it. Stay and Speak Stop it Marcellus. = 
Mar. Shall I ſtrike it with wy | Partizan = T2 1. 


Hor. Do if it will not [ 5" 
Ber. Tis here Hor, er, here. "FTE 
Mar. Tis gone. +45 941 TH , hg. 
Weds ic wr? lag ormnxjeieet) ei 90 
To oſſer it the ſhe ] of Vioſence; ng 2 af Wo 
It is ever, as thie Air, involnexable;'s 26 


- Andionr wait Blowo malicious Mockery725t 


Ber. It was about to ſpeak when the Cock crew. mow 
Hor. And:then-it ſtarted like a. guilty thin | 
Upon a fearful Summons: T have Heard 


Doth with his lafty:and-ſhrill-founding Ni 
Awake the God of Day and at his Warni . * 
Whether in Sea or Fire, in Earth * Air, Fal 


"20H: extrayagant /and erring Spirit bies'” ast 1 . Ni. 1 85 0 


Mar. It faded at tne Crowwing of the: eber: Fe þ 5 
Hor. But look, the Morn is ruſſet Mantle ch 


Walks o'er che Dew of yon en. Eaſtern Hill; 


Break we our Watch up, and by my Advice au uf 
Let us impart what we have ſeen to night 5 1 Vat | . 
Unto young Hamlat: Perhaps 9 aged 
'This Spirit, dumb to us, will ſpe OY 6 him. n 
Mar. Let's dot, E pray, and 1 this Moming — | 
Where we ſhall find him moſt convenient). [E æcunt. 
8E NE II. De Palace. 
2 nter King, D. Hamlet, Polonius, Lacites 'Gentle- 
| mn and Guards. r arg | 8 
King. Tho! yet of :Hamlet our dear Brothers Death | 
The Memory be green, and that it us befitted , 
To bear our Hearts in Grief, and our whole Kingdom | 
To be contractedꝭ in one Brow of Woo: F 
Vet ſo far hath Diſcretion fought with Natare, _. 
That we with Wiſeſt Sorrow think on him, 


S« < 


en, with — _—_ 


Har, Prince r Denmark. 7 
Therefore « our ſometimes r 1755 
Th' Imperial Jointreſs to this warlike Stats, {1-7 
Have we as twere With a defeated ,,,, . 
Taken to Wife. Nor have we herein barr- T1 
Vour better Wiſdoms, which have freely gene = JA Nl 


* 

* * 
— 
* 

— 


With this Affair along; and we. now ee AT 
You, good Cornelius, and n 7 pltimond, 10 1 
Ambaſſadors tg Norzeay...; warnt Roc 5 dy 5 . 33 

Laer. My dear Lord, ü ie eines 


Your Leave and Favour to return l L 
From whence, tho! willingly, I came to e ' 
To ſhew my — in your Coronation be 
Yet now I mult eonſels, that Duty done, F. a 
My Thouglits and Wiſhes: bend again E Frames! 
King. Hays. er FOE: Father's: Leave?! what _ 
Polomus ! - 11 2 
Pol. He hath, f my Lond. ks labourſome Petition, by 
Wrung from me my flow Leave; and at laſt 
Upon tis Will I ſeal d my hard Conſent. mg 
King 0 thy fair Hour Laertes, Time be net 
But _ my Couſin Hamlet, and my Son 
Ham. A little more han Kin, and leſs that kind. | 
King. How is it, that the Clouds ill hang on you! 
Ham. Not ſo, my Lord, Im too much ich Sun. 
Queen. Good — caſt thy nightly Colour: e. 
And let thine Eye look like a Friend * en 4 
Do not forever, ps thy. veiled Lids, o 16:1 T 
Seek for t noble 1 Father in the Duſt; 229 f 
. Thowkknow'ſt 7 tis common. ache wal de. 2 
Paffing ys Nature 13 ai A A ee 07 © 


2 


Ham. A 8 Wwe cum 110 2 al 95 
Queen. 1 it be 001i B T. 7 a 101 Y 
Why ſeems it ſo 3 ular with hee 7 


Ham. Seems, Madam / Nayy it i iss I ebener: | 

"Tis not alone this moutnipg Suit, good Mothen. 
Teer vs with all Forms, Modes, Shapes of: Gries 
That can, . me. truly, Theſe indeed ſeem, 3 
But I have chin which paſſeth Shew. 15:l1n'] 
Theſe but the Trappings, and the Suits af Woe 
* King, Tis ſweet and commendable, id xour N ar 
BY To give theſe mourning Duties to your Facher; (Hater. | 

3 But you muſt know, vour Eather loſt a Father, 
That Father loſt, lol dur, aud dba Sagiter hound. 


. 
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8 MY \Prince of Denmark. 


« As il Increaſe of Appetite had gronn 


EE 


$4277 T 


In filial Obligation for ſome term odd 
To do obſequious Sorrow. But to irs | | 


In obſtinate Condolement, does expreſs 


An impious Stubbornneſs; tis unmanly Grief, - 


Me pray you throw to Earth by ER | 
This unprevailing Woe; and think of us 0 
As of a Father; and let the World take rote, | 


You are the moſt immediate to our Throne: 

Our chiefeſt Courtier, Couſin, and our Son. — 
Queen. Let not thy Mother loſe her Nip, Hen. 

1 Pray thee ſtay with us, go nat to Mittenburg. 
Ham. I ſhall in all my beſt obey 1 you, Madam. 
King. Why, tis a loving and fair Repl ß,, 

Be 6 our {elf in Denniurk. Madam, come, 


This gentle and unfore'd Aecord ef an, 1 5 2505 


Sits — my Heart; in grace whereof, ROW. 

No jocund Health that Dehmar drinks to lay! - 5 

But the e Cannon to the Clouds ſhall axc# LE. xeunt. 
Manet Hamlet. 

8 Has. 0 that this too too ſolid Fleſh would men, 
Thaw, and diſſolve itſelf into a Dew; #74 ee 
Or that the Everlaſting had not fl 
His Cannon àgainſt Self Marder? 4 6 
How weary, ſtale, flat, and unproftable 
Scem to me all the Uſes of this mot OR 
Fie-on't! O-fie!*tis an unweeded Garden, 
That grows to Seed; things rank and grofsin OOTY 
Pofleſs it meerly. That it ſhall come to this, io 
But two Months dead; nay not ſo much. 
So excellent a King, ſo loving to my Metber, 
That he permitted ot the Winds of . 
Viſit her Face too roughly.— 
Why ſhe would hang on him 


By what is fed on; and yet within a 13 
Let me not thinle ont Frailty, thy Name is Woman: 
A little Montb ! married with mine Uncle, 


My Father's Brother; büt ne mofe Be ty Father,” a 


ARS F'to'Hercates © tn igen! ; 25 
” Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus A 


IF Hz Hail to your Lordſhip. om "od | 
Ham, 1 am 15. to ſee you wel e e Dh gIpitas 
Horatio, or orger my elf, Gal e er 


— —— 


4 * 


| Hamer Prinre of Denmark. nt 


Ham. very like; Raid-it long? 4+ 
Hor. While one with moderate date migh cel a0 
hundred. | WE : 18 ; 
All. Longer, longer. ens [s lib ng 2 igt os 
Hor. Not when I G's TOP 63 * 620 151 3 — wa I 
Ham. His Beard was-grizled 2 {4-4 1 8 4D 
Hor. It was, as I have ſen u in be Liſe, A 
A Sable: ſilverC d. lite Stag! (CT 


Ham. T'll nene perchahce "twill walk gin 
Hor. I warrant my Lord it will, a dt © £ 22ltt 07 
Ham. If itaſſume my noble F acher's eren. 

I'll ſpeak to it, tho' Hell itſelf ſhould: gape;! | 

And bid me hold ny Peace. I pray ae hoz vall 

If you have hitherto cod this Wight, 1 | 

Let it require dr ſilende ſtilll hu u 2151 * * 3 

And whatſoever elt ſhall hap to Night, 44 1 

Give it an Underſtanding: hut: no Fongue 3: 55 

J will requite your Loves: So fare ye Vell | 

Upon the Platform, * ewixt eleven; ee, 1; 8 

Pl viſit YOu. | * JQt 40 1455 81 21 T E 0 
All. Our Duty to your Hongur! elt Ern 
Ham. Your Loves, as mine to you: Fare wel A 

My Father's Spirit in Aras! Alb not Wr! 
doubt ſome foul play: Would the Nicht he ere comet 


* 1 


Till then fit ſtill my od, foul Deeds will riſe, 7 
Ti ho all 8 F artho eracbenm theni from Mens Ryze," 
121 tt: a 


| Euter 1 nt Ophdia. 215 115 No 9 - 

a — — ade . 

And Siſter, as the Winds permit, 2 

And Convoy is aſſiſtant, debe ker. 75 

But let me hear from õ,F 
Oęph. Do you doubt that?: 
Laer. For Hamlet, and the wifi of TR Paroan, 

Hold it a Faſhion and a Toy m:Bloodg 

A violet in the Vouth and Prime af Nature, g 4 0 

Forward not pęrmaneht tho ſweet 3/1445" with 0K 

The perfume of a Minute hats 
Oph. No more ut G + nn lin Dd hs 4 | 
Laer. Thinle it na more: 1 

He may nat, as inferior Perſons dds: xl 5, 

Carve for himfelf, tor on his Choice depend RN 

The Safety and Health of this whole ne Then 


* 
% 
* 


# 
£ * 
= 
— 


P 


AIs with your credulous Ear you hear his Paſſion, | 
'Y = Ear it Ophelia, fear it my dear Siſter, 


If ſhe unmaſk her Beauty to the „ Pe 
About my Heart} bat:good: rn 


Himſelf the Frimroſe Path of Dablance creads. 


And that in way of Caution; T * tell 5e 
You do not underſtand your ſelf ſo clearly, 
As it behoves my Daughter, and your Honour. 

Of his Affection to me. 


Unſifted in ſuch perilous Circumſtanctee. 


. ee of Daman! 


Then weigh what Loſs your Honour may ſuſtain, 


Phe charieſt Maid is prodigal enough, 


Opb. T ſhall th'effect of this good SER 


Do not as, ſome ugracious Paſtors do, Erk 0 8 
She me the ſteep and thorny way to Heav n n; 
Whilſt like a Libertine, 


Laer. Oh, fear me not, 1: 
I an too long, but here my Father comes. em b 
Enten Polonius 
Pol. Vet here, Laertes ! abcard; abdent for ſhame, | 
Laer. Moſt humbly I do take my leave my Lord. 
Pol. The'time invites you, go, your [Servants tend. 
Laer. Fare wel Ophelia, ani ar gens well” 
What [ have ſaid to you: "rt 
Oph.* Tis in my Menvey lockt, 
And you yourſelf ſhall pop tle Key * it. ö 
Laer. Farewell | Een Laer. 
Pol. What br Ophelia, be has ſaid to 705 5 
Ops. 80 pleaſe: you," v en l the Lord 


r o 


Han. | V 


Fol. Marry well bethought; 


Dis told me he hath very oft of "Ig OTE e 8 125 V 
Given private time to yοπν and you punt | 


Have of you Audience been moſt free and 
If it be ſo, as ſo it ſeems tobe, 


What is between you ? give me up the Truth. 
Oph. He hath my Dar of late made ny Tenders 


Pol. Affection! puh! you Pale like a green Gin, 


Do you believe his Tenders, as lie calls them 2 
Opb. I do not know my Lord; what 1 ſhould thinks) 
Pol. Marry I'll teach you; think yourſelf a Baby, 


That you have wen 15 a _ true 1 Kb 
#47, 8 4 Which 


HAMLET; Pines of Denmark) =Y 


Which are not Sterling, Tender yourſelf 1 more dearly 3 1 
You'll tender me a Fcol. bk 
O;h. My Lord, he hath importan'd we wich Loves: 

In honourable Faſhion. * 
Pol. Ay, Faſhion you may call it: g⁰ to; os bo. Ws 
Opb. And hath given Countenance to his Speech my 

With almoſt all the holy Vows'of Heaven. [Lord. 
Pol. Ay, Springes to catch Woodcocks. I do know 

When the Blood burns, how brit the ad; | 

Lends the Tongue Vows: : al | 

This is for all: | 

I would not, in plain terms, from this: time forch;/ 

Have you ſo ſander any Moment's leiſure, ©: | | 

As to give Words, or talks with the I:ord an, Fr 

Look to't, I charge you; come your way. 

:Oph. I ſhall obey, my Lord. 3 
SCENE UL. The Platfrm before the Palace. 
Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. | 
Ham. The Air bites ſhrewdly; it is very cold. 4 
Hoy. It is anipping and an eager a Ag 1 
Ham. What Hour now? 1 ee 
Hor. I think it lacks of twelve. DA £2 590 02 HIRE = 
Mar. No, it has ſtruck.  /. | : | 
Hor, I heard it not? Then it Aries near ola Seaſon. 
Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walk. | 
[Mose of Warlike Muſick ads. 

What 4 this mean, my Lordꝰ 
Ham. The King doth wake to-night, and takes his 

Ape cakes his Draughts of Rheniſh down, nay . = 

The KRettle-Drum and Trumpet thus POE | 4 

The Triumph of his Pledge. +8 g 
Hor. Is it a Cuſtom? | _ - | e : 

Han, Ah. marry ist:: 
But to my mind, tho' I am native e here, 


* And to the Manner born, it is a Cuſtom | 
„5 en honour d in the Breach than he Tioga: aaa - 
| | Euter Ghoſt. 


Hor. Look, my Lord, where it comes: 
Ham. Angels and Miniſters of Grace defend as þ 
Ze thou a Spirit of Health, or Goblin damn'd ; 
Bring with thee: Airs fm Heav'n, or Blaſts from: Hell > 
h Be thy Intents wicked or charitable, _ | 
ich Tur com in — * Thou 


14 HAMLET; Pniuse of Denmark, 4 


That I will {peak to thee :: I'll call thee Hale, 
King, Father, Royal Dare; Oh! anſwer me, 
Let me not burſt in Ignorance ; but tell! 
Why thy canoniz'd Bones hearſed in Death, : 
Have burſt their Cearments? why 72 nee 6 
Wherein we ſa w thee quietly. ipterr | 
Hath op'd his ponderoùs and abe Jawa, E 
Jo caſt thee up again; What may this mean? 
That thou dead Caarſe again in compleat _ 
. Reviſit thus the Glimpſes of the __ 
Making Night hideous ? 
And we Fools: of Nature, 
So horridly to ſhake our 8 Ty 
Wich Thoughts bez end the Nene Loud . 57 
0 Why is this? TGT what ſhould we do? 
[Ghoft beckons Hamlet 
ha. It bedkwns you to go away with i it, 4 
As if ſome Impartment did df 88 
To you alone. 
Mar. Look with what aourteous Agtion | 
It waves you to a. remote nn n | 
But do not go with itt. | 
Hor. No, by no means. [holding Hauer, 6 


Ham. It will not-ſpeak 5 then "wil L follow i . De 
Hor. Do not, my Lord. | 1 * Ar 
Hem. Why, what ſhould be the fear? _ -- T* 

1 value not my Life; 3 Ar 
And for my Soul, What can it ts to that 2 * Te 
Being a thing immortal as itſelt. k. 1 le 
It waves me forth again, II fallow: iti W. 
Hor. What if it tempts yau towards the Pleo. my. I 

Or to the dreadful. Border of the Cliff, (Lord Th 
And there aſſume ſome other horrible: Form. [Ar 
And draw you into Madneſs? | 1.45: 512 Lol 
Ham. It waves e still | Bu 

: Go. on, III follow the... LE wenden 8107. 0 
Mar. You ſhall not go, wy Lord, | 0 | If 


Ham. Hold off . ᷣ ͤ ͤ o91 1H | 
| Hor. Be rub d, you ſhallnot go. | + 3 
| Ham. My Face Cries out, n 
And makes each pretty Artery in this Dodp - 
As hardy as the ne hw, Lions Nerve: i 063 e Bu 
* anhand me Ceallenen. 12 


— — 


P A wont, Ayer 5 — 


HML Er, er of Denmark. Pe 


By Heaven I'll make a Ghoſt of him that letts me, 
1 ſay away: Go on, I'll follow thee. 
[Exit Ghoſt and Hamlet. 
Hor. e grows deſperate With Imagination. 
Mar. gd s follow /; tis not fit thus to ebey him. 
Hor. To what Iſſue will this come? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark. 
Hor. Heaven will 'diſcover it. | 
Mar. Nay lets follow him. - Ext. 
| Enter Ghoſi and Hamlet. 1275 
Ham. Whither wel ded NOT hep Speak, I'II go 
Ghoſt. Mark me. . further. 
Ham. I Vill. At lte 1 
Ghoſt: My hour. is almoſt” come; (£8.39 
oc When I to ſulph'rous and formening' lames 
et. Muſt render up myſelt. 77 
Ham. Alas, poor Ghoſt. bs x 
Ghoſt. Pity me not, but lend thy ſerious hearing | 
To wiat I ſhall unfold. 7, Be 2 
Ham, Speak; I am bound: to "FP Ke 
Ghoſt, So art thou to ay 9857 what how ſhalt hear | 
Ham. What? 11.4 
Ghoft, Jam thy Father's Spirit,” TINO RT SHEET rh F: 
Doom'd for a certain Term to walk the Night, CE 
And for the Day confin'd to faſt in Fires, 
T'll the foul Crimes done in my Days of Nature 
Are burnt and purged away : But that I am forbid” 
To tell the Secrets of my Priſon houſe, 
. I could a Tale unfo'd, whoſe lighteſt Word 8 
Would harrow up thy Soul, freeze thy young: Blood, 
2. Make thy two Eyes like Stars ſtart from their Spheres, 
rd Thy knotted and combined Locks to part. 
And each particular Hair to ſtand an end 
Like Quills upon the fretful Porcupine; 
But this eternal Blazon muſt not be 
Jo Ears of Fleſh' and Blood: liſt, liſt, O Ut, 
If ever thou didſt thy dear Father love. 0 eee 
Ham. O Heaven 979 hs 
Ghoſt. Revenge his ſoul and. 'moſt vnnataral Marte. | 
Ham. Murder? | 1 
GH. Murder moſt foul, as in the beſt it is; 5 | | 
36 he _e moſt N Er and unnatural. | WIEN ll 
54 47 / 906-087 Wa 1 4 $5 Hax. | | 
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16 Haut, Prince of Denmark. 
Ham. Haſte me to know't, that I with Wangs 6 as ſwiſt 


As Meditation, or the Thoughts of Love. 52 
Shot. I find thee apt, | 
Now Hamlet hear, * Ane 
Tis given out, that liceping 5 in arr But 
A Serpent ſtung me, ſo the e Ear of Denmark Ay 
1 by a forged Proceſs of my Deatn In 
Rankly abus d. But know, thou noble Youth, | Ye: 
The Serpent that did ſting thy Father's Mart, N TI 
Now wears his Crown. | All 
Ham. O my prophetick Soul. my Uocle! Th 
. Ay, that incetigous, that Auhkrate Beaſt, An 
| | Won to his ſhameful Luſt Ui g WI 
* The Will of my moſt ſeeming virtuaud Deen. O 
1 But ſoft, methinks I ſcent the Morning Air. 0 
F Brief let me be: Sleeping within my eel My 
| My Cuſtom always of the After Th 
= pon my ſecure Hour thy Uncle ſlole Ev = At 
| With Juice of curſed Hebona in a Viall, | 80 
bl And in the Porckes of my Ears did peut It 
A be leprous Diſtilement, whole effects I} 
= - "Hold ſuch an Enmity with Blood of Man, Wr 
1 That ſwift as Quickſilver it courſes chr“ 
N The natural Gates and Alleys of the Body. 56 
1 And with a ſudden Vigour it does poſſes 
if _ The thin and wholſome Blood: ſo * it mine, 
N And a molt inſtant Tetter bark'd; about, 
| k "Moft lazer- like, with vile ang. loathſome cd. mM 
Jv All my ſmooth Body 
Thas was I fleepinge- by. a/Brother's Hand, 
Lit, of Crown, oſ Queen at once reren, 
$ Qu of even in the Blome of my sin. 
No reckoning made, but ſent to my account > 
With all my Tae on my > 205 
If theu haſt Nature in thee, bear it Bot 2 44%! 
| | Let * Royal Bed of : Danmark he 4 c By 
\ A Couch of Luxury. and damned Inceſt. | | 
| But howſoever thou purſu'ſt this An 
© .Taintmht thy; Mind, ner let thy Soul denen D 
| Againſt thy Mother ought, leave her' to — BL 
' | And thoſe Thotns that in her Boſom lodge, | 
i To goad and ſting her, Fare thee well at once, Ti 


An Gloworm ſhows the Morning to be near, And 


ſwiſt 


And 


All Regiſters of Books, all Form arid Preſſes . 


Mar. How is't, my noble Lord?” 


HAMLET, Prince of Denmark.” 17 
and gins to pale his uneffectual Fir 3 f 


Farewel, remember me. 8 G 
Ham. Hold, hold, my Heart. | 

\nd you my Sinews grow not | inſtant old, | | 2 

But bear me flrongly up. Remember ther! Hie L 
Ay, thou por G beſt, while Memory ies Seat | 

In this diſtracted Globe; Remember thee! -: r 

Vea, from the Table of my; Memory: - 

III wipe away all trivial fond Reco 


That Youth and Obſervation copied chere, 
And thy Commandment all alone ſhall live 
Within the Book and Volume of my Brain, ME, 
O moſt pernicious. Woman! T: get 2 A. 
O Villain, Villain, ſmiling damned Villain! M1015) 
My Tables; meet its I nduld ſet down, 
That one may ſmile, and ſmile, and be See 
At leaſt T'm ſure he may be ſo in Dermark. e 
So Uncle there you are: Tow. to my Word, 
It is, farewel, remember me; 3 
I have ſworn't. 6141 57 att 
Hor. within, My Land, my ce 
Mar. within, Lord Hamlet. 
Hor. within. Heavens ſecure him ' 
Ham. So be it. 
Hor. =vithin. Tllo, ho, ho, my 3 . 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy, come boy, come. 
y Enter Horatio and Marcellus. n 


Ham. O wonderful! 

Hor. Good my Lord, tell it. 

Ham. No, you'll reveal it. 

Hor. Not I, my Lord. ; | | 
Mar. Not I, my Lord. | | 
Ham. How. ſay you then, would Heart of. Man once 4 


But you'll be ſecret, - 9 (ihinle it? 


Both, As Death, my Lord. | | 
Ham There's ne er a Villamn. - 
Dwelling in all Detmark,  / | * 
But he's an arrant Knave. ; 
Hor, There needs no Ghaſt, my Wel. come fronds OR = 
To tell us this. (Grave, 
Ham. Why right, you are in the right: 
And ſo wilnout more nee at all. J hold 


Tr pony © p - — * — * * . 
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16 Hain, Prince i nem . 


1 hold it fit that we ſhales hands und part - 

Fou as your Buſineſs and defire ſhall point 15 ; 
For every Man hath Buſineſs and Defire, © 
Such as it is; and lor aye own-poor Part, I. 
I. will go pray. BIA $671. 14 


Har. Theſt are tor wiki” 205 windy Words, Ay Lord 


Ham. I am ſorry they offend you; neartly's' 
Hor. There's no' offence my Lord. 970 
Ham. Ves, by Saint Patrick, but there is, ral, 
And much Offence too : touching this Viſion here, 
It is an honeſt Ghoſt, that let me tell you; 
For your deſire to know what is between us, 
O'er-maſter*tas:you' q may: And now good Friends, 
As you are Friends, Scholars, and Soldiers, 118 10.1 
Grant me one pdor Requeſt. Tt ee a 1 57 
Hor. What ist my Lord? t I. fr 
Ham. Never make known what you have ſeento 285 
Beth. My Lord we will net. 
Ham. Nay but ſwear't. „„ 
Hor. In faith, my Lord, 4 | ING 
Mar, Nor I, my Lord, in faith, 25 ev IV. 
Han. Upon. my Sword.” Me 


125 Swear, 


Ham. Ha, ha, Yin aht thou fol ? art thou there, 


old True- penny? 
Come on, you hear this Fellow in the elende 


Conſent to ſwear, 


Hor. Propoſe the Oath, my Lord n 
Ham. Never to ſpeak of this that you hare ſeen, 


3 Swear by my Sword, -* '* . * 


G below. Swegr. e 10 . ; 
Ham. Then we'll ſhift our dun TO X 
Come hither, hither Gentlemen, | 


And lay your Hands again upon w7 Sword: 


Swear by my Sword, 
Never to {peak of this chat you baye beard. 


G below, Swear. TRA» G1: 31211 05 "ry \ 


Ham. Well ſaid, old Mole, can't tho work i“ th' Earth 

4 worthy Pioneer / once more remove, good F riends: 
hart O A and night! but this is wondrous range 
* 


been eric: under, the Stage 
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HAMLET, Prince of Denmark. 19 
"Ham. And therefore as a Stranger give it welcome: 
There are more things in Heaven and Earth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of in your Philo ophy. But come, 

Here as before, never, fo help your Mercy, 

{How ſtrange or odd ſoe er | beat my lelf, 

As I perchance hereafter ſhall thinks meet, 

To put an antick Dupolition on, 

That you at ſuch times ſeeing me, never ſha!l 

With Arms encumbred thus, or Head thus ſhak'd, 

Or by . ſome doubtful Phraſe, 

As well, weil, we know, or we couid, and if we would 

Or there be, or if they might, 

Or ſuch ambiguous giving out, to note) 

That you know ought of me, this you muſt ſwear, 
Ghoſt. Swear. | 
Ham. Reit, reſt, perturbed Spirit. So Gentlemen, 

With all my Love I do commend me to you; 2 

And what fo poor a Man as Hamlet is 

May do, texprels his Love and Friendſhip to you, 

Shall never fail: let us go in together, 

And fill your Fingers on your Laps, I pray. 
The time is out of joint; O curſed Spight, a 
That ever 1 was barn to let it REN: |  [Exeunt, | 


#2000 S D e D D 
ACT H-+SGCE ME: 1; 


SCE NE, Ain Apartment in Polonius's 


Houſe, 
© Enter Polonius and Ophelia. 
Pol. OW now Ophelia. what's the matter ? 


Opb. O, my Lord, my Lord ! I have 


| been 10 atirighted —— 


Pol, With what? 
Opb. My Lord, as I was * in my Cloſet, 
Prince Hamlet, all unbrac'd, 


Pale as his Shirt, his Knees lcnacking cen aller. 
And with a Look fo Pusan. 
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As if he had been ſent from Hell 


To ſpeak of Horrors, he comes before me. 
Pol. Mad for thy Love 5 7 
Oph. My Lord, I do not know, | 

But truly 1 do fear it. : 

Pol. What faid be? 


- Oph. He took me by the ; Wriſt, and held me ard, 


Then goes he to the length of all his Arms, 
And with his other Hand thus o'er his Brow 
e falls to ſuch peruſal of my Face, 
As he would draw it: long ſtaid he ſo; 
As laft, a little ſhaking of my Arm, | 
and thrice his Head thus waving up and down, 
He raiſed a Sigh © piteous and profound, 
As it did ſcem to thaiter all his Bulk, | | 
And end his Being. This done, he lets me go, 
And with his Head over his Shoulders turn'd, 
He ſeem'd to find his way without his Eyes; 
For out of Doors he went without their helps, | 
And to the laſt bended their Light on me. | 
Pol. Come, go with me, I will go leek the King; 
This is the very extaſy of Love, 
Have you given him any hard Words of as} | 

Oph. No, my good Lord, but as you did para 
J did repel his Letters, and deny'd 1 5 
His Acceſs to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad: 
Come, go with me to the King: 
This muſt be known, which Sg Fac cloſe, ks 


More grief to hide, than hate to utter Love. (move 


Come. [E 1 8 
SCENE . 
Enter King, Queen, Roſencraus, and Guildenſtern. 
King. Welcome good Boſencrau; and e 
Beſides that we did long to ſee you, 
The need we have to uſe you, did provoke 
Our haſty ſending. Something you have heard 
Of Hamlet's Transformation, 
What it ſhould be, | 
More than his Father's Death, 
I cannot dream of. I entreat you both, . 
That you vouchſaſe your * here in our court 


Seme 
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Bome little time, ſo by your Compa r 
To draw him on to Pleaſures, and to lean, - 
Whether ought unknown to us afflicts him thus, 
That lies within our Remedy. 
Nucen. Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of non : 
And ſure I am, two Men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres: If it will pleaſe ou 
To ſhew us ſo much Gentleneſs and Good will, 
As to employ your time with us a while, 
For the Supply and Profit of our Hope, 
Your Viſitation ſhall receive ſuch Thanks 
As fits a King's Remembrance. 
Roſ. Both your Majeſties 
Might, by the Sovereign Power you Lott over us, 8 
Put your dread Pleaſures more into Command | 
Than to Intreaty. | 
Guil. But we both obey, /, 
And here give up ourſelves in the full —— 
To lay our Service freely at your Feet. 
King. Thanks, Roſencraus, and gentle Guildenftern. 
Queen. And I beſeech you inſtantly to viſit. 
My too much changed Son: Go ſome of you, 
And bring theſe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
Guil. Heavens make our Preſence and our Practices 
Pleaſant and helpful to him. 


Veen. Amen. - tree: Ref, & Guil. 
Enter WIT : 5 
TE I do think, or elſe this Brain of mine 
Hunts not the Trail of Policy ſo ſure. . 1 A 
As.t. has us'd to do, that I. have found Ay 
The very Cauſe of Hamlet's Lunacy. . 
King. O ſpeak of that, that I do long to Bex. 
Pol. My Liege and Madam, to expoſtulate 
What Majeſty ſhould be, what Ducy is, | 
Why Day is Day, Night Night, and Time is Time ; 
Were nothing but to waſte Night, Day and Time: 
Therefore Brevity is the Soul of Wit, | 
And Tediouſneſs the Limbs and outward Flouriſhes. | 
I will be brief; your noble Son is mad, 
Mad call J it; for to define true Madness, 
What it's but to be nothing elſe but 0 3 5 
But * * 98 
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Queen. More Matter with leſs Art. 


Pol. Madam, I ſwear I uſe no Art at all. F Whac] 
That he's mad, tis true, tis pity ; = And h 
And pity tis, tis true : A fooliſh Figure, I QPell in 
But farewel it, for I will uſe no Art. | | Then 
Mad let us grant him then; and now remains Into t 

That we find out the Cauſe of this Effect, 6 And 2 
Or rather ſay the Cauſe of this Defect, | Ki 
For this Effect defective comes by Cauſe - | ' Nu 
Thus it remains, and the Remainder thus. Conſider, # Po 
IT have a Daughter, have while ſhe is mine, That 
Who in her Duty and Obedience, mark, Whe 


Hath given me this: Now gather and ſurmiſe. { Read K 
To the Celeflial and my Soul's Idol, the moſt beautiful Po 
Ophelia: That's an ill Phraſe, a vile Phraſe ; beautified h If C 

' a vile Phraſe : but you ſhall hear 75h, in her excel Whe 


dent white Boſom, Theſe, cc. Wit! 
Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her? =» K 
Pol. Good Madam, ſtay awhile, I will be faichful. * 
Doubt that the Stars are Fire, Her 

Doubt that the Sun doth move, | The. 

Doubt Truth to be a Lyer, EL Fe. 

ut never doubt I love. | So p 


O gear Ophelia, I am ill at theſe Numbers, I have n Ben 
Art to reckon my Groans 3 but that I love thee beſt, ON Ma 
moft beft, believe it: Adieu, Thine evermore, moſt dear Anc 


Lady, whilft this Machine is to him, Hamlet, Let 

This in Obedience hath my Daughter ſhewn me, But 

And more concerning his Sollicitings, " "nn 

As they fell out by I ime, by Means, and Place. 

King. But how hath ſhe receiv'd his Love? WY 
Pol. What do you think of me? os rea 
Lig. As of a Man faithful and honourable. - 4 


Pol. I would fain prove ſo ; but what might you think, 
Or my dear Majeſty your Queen here think, 

F I had? No, I went round to work, . Ho 
And my young Miſtreſs thus I charg'd : | | 5 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince above thy Sphere, 

This muſt not be; and then I Precepts gave her, 
That ſhe ſnould lock herſelf from his Reſort, 
Admit no Meſſengers, receive no Tokens. N 

. | Which | 11 


ink, 


lick 


Into the Madneſs wherein he now rares, 
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Which done, ſhe took the Fruits of my Advice 3 
And he repell' d, a ſhort Tale to make, 

Fell into a Sadneſs, then into a Faſt, 1 
Thence to a Lightneſs, and by this Declenſion, 


And all we mourn for. 

King. Do you think 'tis this. 

Queen. It may be very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been ſuch a time e (1 would fain Ke 
That I have poſitively ſaid 'tis ſo, | (that). 
When it prov'd otherwiſe ? 

King. Not that I know, | NS +: = 

Pol. Take this from this; if this 55 otherwiſe, 5 | 
If Circumſtances lead me, T will find | =—_ 


Where Truth is hid, the' it were hid indeed 
Within the Center. 


King. How may we try it farther 1 3 | 
Fol Sometimes he walks four Hours together : 


Here in the Lobby. 


Queen. So he does indeed. SES | 

Pol. At ſuch a time I'll looſe my Daogliter to Kim, 
So pleaſe your Majeſty to hide yourſelf | 
Behind the Arras then: 1 l 
Mark the Encounter; if he love her not, a 


And be not from his Reaſon fal'n thereon, 


Let me be no Aſſiſtant for a State, 


But keep a Farm and Carters. 


King, We will try it. | 
Enter Hamlet reading. 
Daves, But look where ſadly the poor Wretch comes 
reading. 
Pol. Away, I do beſeech you both away, ; 
L Eætunt King and Nuten. 
I'll board him preſently. 


How does my good Lord Hamlet ? : | | x 


Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fiſhmonger. 
Pol. Not I, my Lord. 
Ham. Then I would have you Þ honeſt a Man. 
Pol. Honeſt, my Lord. = 
Ham. Ay Sir, to be heneſb as this World goes, i= 
5 to be one Man pick'd —_ of ten thouſand, ho. =. 
0. 
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Pol. That is very true, my Lord. | 
Ham. For it the Sun breed Maggots in a dead Dog 
being a 8 _ kiſſing Carrion Have you a Daughter 


Pol. J have, my Lord. | 

Ham. Let her not walk ith? Sun ; ; Conception is a 
ping, but as your Daughter may conceive, Friend 
look to't 


Pol. Still harping on my Daughter; yet he knew 
145 4e. ] me not at firſt, but ſaid I was a Fiſhmonger ; he 


s far gone: And trujy in my Youth I ſuffer'd much 


Extremity for Love, very near this. I'll ſpeak to * 


again: What do you read, my Lord? _ 
Ham, Words, Words, Words. 
Pol. What is the Matter, my Lord ? 
Ham. Between who? 
Pol. IJ mean the Matter that you read, my Lord? 


Ham. Slanders, Sir; for the Satirical Rogue ſays here, 
that old Men have grey Beards, that their Faces are wrink· 


led, their Eyes purging thick Amber, and Plumtree-Gum, 
and that they have a moſt plentiful lack of Wit, together 
with moſt weak Hams; all which, Sir, tho' I moſt 

tently believe, yet I hold it not Honeſty to have it hy 


ſet down; for you yourſelf, Sir, ſhall grow old, as I am, 


if like a Crab you, could go backward, 


Pẽol. Tho' this be Madneſs, yet there is Method int, 
Will you walk out of the Air, my Sand. 


Ham. Into my Grave, 


Pol. Marry, that's out of the Air indeed : How preg- | 
nant his rag K are! A Happineſs that often Madneſs hit 


ga. My Lord, I will take my leave of you. 


Ham. You cannot take from me any thing that I will | 


not more willingly part withal, except my. Life, 
Pal. Fare you well, my Lord. | 
Ham. Theſe tedious old Fools. | 
Enter Guildenſtern' and 9 


50, Yougotoſerk the Lord Hamlet there he is [Bai N 


Rof. Save you, Sir. 

Guil, My, honoured Lord. 

Ro/, My moſt dear Lord. 

Ham, My excellent good Friends! 1 doi tas Guil. 
dernſtern? Ah Roſencraus, good Lads, how de you both? 


Well, what News. 


: Raj, Bok 
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juſtly with me; nay ſpeak. 
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Ro. None, my Lord, but the World's grown honeſt. 
Ham. Then is Doomſday near; ſure your News is not 
true. . But in the beaten Way of Friendſhip, what 
makes you at EH õ,M;:! . © | | 
Rof. To viſit you, my Lord, no other Occaſion. + 
Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks, but 
I thank you; Were you not ſent for? Is it your own 
inclining ? Is it a free Viſitation ? Come, come, deal 
Guil, What ſhould we ſay, my Lord? BY 8 
Ham. Any thing, but to the Purpoſę you were ſent 
for; there is a kind of Confeſſion in your Looks, which 
your Modeſties have not Craft enough to colour, I know 
the good King and Queen have ſent for you. | 
Rof. To what End, my Lord? | | 
Ham. Nay, that you muſt teach me: But let me con- 
jure you, by the Rights of our Fellowſhips, by the Con- 
ſonancy of our Youth, by the Obligation of our Love, 
and by what more dear, a better Propoſer could charge 
you withal, be even and direct with me, whether you 
were ſent for or no. 5 5 
Na. What ſay you? | | 
Ham, Nay then I have an Eye of you; if you love me, 
hold not off. „„ | 
Cuil. My I. ord, we were ſent for. | 


- Ham, I will tell you why, fo ſhall my Anticipation 
iy your Diſcovery, and your Secrecy to the King and 


ueen moult no Feather: I have of late, but wherefore 
I know not, loſt all my Mirth, foregone all Cuſtom of 
Exerciſes, that this goodly Frame, the Earth, ſeems to me 
a ſteril Promontory : This moit excellent Canopy the 
Air, this majeſtical Roof fretted with golden Fire, why 
it appears nothing to me but a foul and peſtilent Congre- 
gation of Vapours. What a Piece of \ Work is Man! 


how voble in Reaſon! how infinite in Faculties! in 
Form and Moving how expreſs and admirable ! in Action 


how like an Angel! in Apprehenſion the Beauty of 


the World, the Paragon of Animals! And yet to me 


what is this Quintefſence of Duſt ? Man delights not me, 
. 8 tho' by your ſmilling you ſeem to 
ay. ſo. 


| 4 
R My Lord, there w-as na ſuch Stuff in my Thoughts. 


Ham. 
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Ham. Why did ye laugh then, when I ſaid Man de- 
lights not me ? 


R/ To think, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenten Encercinmen the Players ſhall receive from 


you: We 1 hem on the Way, and hither are they 
coming to offer you Service. 

Hau. He that plays the King mall be welcome, his 
Majeſty ſhall have Tribute of me, the adventrous Knight 
mall uſe his Foil and Target, the Lover ſhall not tigh - 
gratis, the humourous Man ſhall end his Part in Peace, and 
the Lady ſhall ſpeak her Mind freely, or the blank Verſe 
ſhall hak fort. What Players are they? - 

"Rof. Even thoſe you were wont to take ſuch Delight 
in, the Tragedians of the City. 


Ham. How chances it they travel ? their Reſidence both _ 


in Reputation and Profit were better both ways. 

Ref. I think their Inhibition comes by the Means of 
the late Innovation. 

Ham. Do they hold the ſame Eſtimation they did 
when I was in the City? Are they ſo follow'd? 

Ro/. No indeed they are not. 

Ham, It is very ſtrange; for my Uncle is King of 
Denmark, and thoſe that would make Mouths at him 
while my Father lived, now give twenty, forty, fifty, nay 
a hundred Ducats apiece for his Picture in little; there 
is ſomething in this more than natural, if Philoſophy 
could find it out. [4 Flourißb. 

"Guil. Shall we call the Players. 

Ham. Gentlemen you are welcome to E 4 inoor, your 
hands; come then, th' 8 of Welcome is 
- Faſhion and Ceremony: but my Uncle. Father and 
Aunt- Mother are deceiv'd : 

Gui. In what, my dear Lord? 

Ham. I am but mad North-North-Weſt ; when thes 
Wind is Southerly, 1 know a Hawk from a Hand ſaw. 
N Enter Polonius. 

Pol. Well be with you, Gentlemen. 


Ham. Hark you Guildenftern and Roſtnerass ; ; that 


great Baby that you ſee there is not yet out of his ſwad - 
ling Clouts. 

Ro/. Haply he is the ſecond time come to them, for 
they jay an old Man is tw: ee a Child. 


Ham. 


li 
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e- Hen F propheſy that he comes to tell me of the Play- 
| ers; mark it: you ſay right, Sir, a Monday- morning, 

n, was then indeed. | = a 


m Pol. My Lord, I have News to tell you. = 

Y Han. My Lord, I have News to tell you; when 
5 Roſcius was an Actor in Rome — . 

is Pol. The Actors are come hither, my Lord. 

ht | Ham. Buz, buz. 1 | 

h Pio. Upon mine Honour. 1 5 

d | Ham, Then came each Actor on his Aſs ö 

ſe Pol. The beſt Actors in the World, either for Tragedy, 

Comedy, Hiſtory, Paſtoral, Paſtoral-Comical, Hiſterical- 
ht \ Paſtoral. Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus too 


light for the Law of Wit and Liberty. Theſe are the 
h F only Men. | 6 | 
Ham. O Jeptba, Judge of 1/rael, what a Treaſure 


pf hadſt thou! | : a 4 
Pol. What a Treaſure had he, my Lord? 

d # Ham. Why one fair Daughter, and no more, the i= 
KF which he lov'd paſſing well, _ F ; 
| Pol. Still on my Bau ghter. LAlide. 

of =® Ham. Nay that follows not. 8 is 

m Pol. What follows then, my Lord ? aL} 5 

Ham. The firſt Row of the Rubrick will ſhew you 1 

re more, for look where my Abridgment comes, | 

y Enter Players. 3 | 

5. Ham. Welcome good Friends. Oh my old Friend? 

why thy Face is valanc'd fince I ſaw thee laſt, com'ſt 

1 hou to beard me in Denmark? What my young Lady | 

is and Miſtreſs ! marry your Ladyſhip is grown nearer to 1 

d Heaven than when I ſaw you laſt by the Altitude | 


of a Chopine: I wiſh your Voice, lik a piece of u- 
current Gold, be not crack'd within the Ring. Maſters © | 


e you are all welcome, we'll een to't like friendly Fal- 
v. KF coners, fly at any thing we ſee, we'll have 4 Speech 
ſtrait 3 come give us a Taſte of your Quality, come, a 
 F paſlionate Speech. 5 | 
at # Players, What Speech, my good Lord? d? 
}- Ham. I heard thee ſpeak me a Speech once, but it 


— was never acted, or if it was, not above once, for the if 
r | Ply I remember pleaſed not the Million, tas Caviare 4 


l do the Multitude. One Speech in't I chiefly lov'd, 


28 HAMLET, Prince of Denmark. 


"twas AEncas's talk to Dido, and thereabout of it efpe- 
cially when he ſpeaks of Priam s Slaughter; if it live 
in your Memory, begin at this Line, let me ſee, let me 
ſee——The rugged Pyrrhus like th' Hircanian Beaſt ; | 
Beaſt, no, that's not it, yet it begins with Pyrrhus. 
The rugged Pyrrhus, he whoſe fable Arms, 


Black as his Purpoſe did the Night reſemble, 


Pal. My Lord, well ſpoken, with good Accent, — 


good Diſcretion. 
Ham. So proceed you. 


Play. Ad he finds him 


Striking too ſhort at Greeks, his antick Sword | 


Rebellious to his Arm, hes where it falls, 
nant to command; unequal match'd 


| . at Priam drives, in Sy ſtrikes wide, 
Fut with the whiff and wind o 


* Sword, 
Th' unnerved Father falls. 

But as we often ſee againſt ſome Storm 
rn 


The bold Wind ſpeechleſs, and the Orb below 


As huſh as Death ; anon the dreadful Thunder 
Doth rend the Region: So after Pyrrhus* paule, 
A rouſed Vengeance ſets him new awork, 

And never did the Cyclops Hammers fall 

On Mars his Armour, forg'd for proof etern, 
With leſs Remorſe than Pyrrhus” bleeding Sword. 
Now falls on Priam. 


Out, out thou Strumpet Fortune ! 


Pol. This is too lon 
Ham. It ſhall to the Barber's with your Beard : pri- 
thee ſay on, he's for a Jigg, or a Tale of Bawdry, or 
he Sleeps. Say on, come to Hecuba. | 
Play. But who, alas, had ſeen the mobled Queen? 
Haw The mobled Queen! 
Pol. That's good. | 
Play. Run bare-foot up and down, threatning the 
A Clout upon that Head Flame 
Where late the Diadem ſtood, and for a Robe, 
A Blanket in th“ Alarm of Fear caught up. _ 
Tho this had ſeen with Tongue in. Venom ſteep'd, 
inſt Fortunes State would Trea on tavz pronounced; 
0% 


U 


W has Tears inis Eyes, Prithee no more. 


| Make mad the Guilty, and appall the Free, 
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Pol, Look where he has not turn'd his Colour, and 


Ham. Tis well, I'll have thee ſpeak out the reſt of | 
this ſoon. Good my Lord, will you fee the Players | 
well beſtowed ? 205 yon hear, let them be well uſed, for 
they are the Abſtract and brief Chronicles of the time | 
After your Death, you were better have a bad Epitaph, 1 
than their ill Re ＋ 7 while you live. J 

Pol. My Lord, I will uſe them according to their | 
Deſert. | 

Ham. Much better 3 uſe every Man, Sir, according to | 
his Deſert, and who ſhall ſcape whipping ? Uſe t ba 
after your n Honour and. Dignity ; the leſs they 
deſerve, the more Merit is in. your Bounty. FRE 
them in. 

Pol. Come Sirs. = 

Ham. Follow him, Friends; we'll have a Play to-' 
morrow. Doſt thou hear me old Friend? Can you | 
play the Murder of Gonzago 3 | | 

Play. Ay, my Lord. -- | « | 

Ham. We'll have it to-morrow Night : you could 8 | 


for need ſtudy a Speech of ſome dozen Lines, * 1 


Play. Ay, my Lord. I 
Ham, Very well, follow that Lord, and look you | 
mock him, not My good Friends, - Foil leave you tall | 


would ſet down and inſert in it, could you not? A | 
k 


"ow y 15 . to E//noor. | 


Rof. Faxewel, my Lord. Exeunt all but Ham. 
Ham. O what a Wretch and pleaſant- Slave am 7 
Is it not monſtrous that this Player here, „ 
But in a Fiction, in a Dream of Paſſion, $3 þ 
Could force his Soul ſo to his own Conceit, : 
That from her Working all the Viſage warm'd, 


Tears in his Eyes, DiſtraQtion in's Aſpect, 


A broken Voice, and his whole Function ſuiting 
With Forms to his Conceit, and all for nothing, 


: For Hecuba ? 


What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, | 

That he ſhould weep for her? What would he Fe 
Had he the Motive, and that Ground for Paſſion | 

That I have? he would 


Confound 
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Confound the 1 and amaze indeed 
The very Faculties of Eyes and Ears: 

For it cannot be, 7 
But I am Pigeon-liver'd, and lack Gaul 
To make Oppreſſion bitter, or e er this 
I ſhould have fatted all the Region Kites 
With this Slave's Offal. | 7 
I have heard 5 | 
That guilty Creatures fitting at a Play, 

Have by the very Cunning of the Scene 
Been ſtruck ſo to the Soul, that prefently 
They have proclaim'd their Melefactions: 

For Murder, tho it have no Tongue, will ſpeak 
Pl have theſe Players N 
Play ſomething like the Murder of my Father, 
Before my Uncle; I'll obſerve his Looks 
Tl tent him to the Quick, if he look pale, 

T know my Courſe. The Spirit that 1 have ſeen 

May be a Devil, and the Devil may have power 
To aſſume a pleaſing Shape; ts 
Fl have Grounds 1 | | | 
More relative than this; the Play's the thing 

Wherein I'll catch the Conſcience of the King. 'E 

| | q oe | xit * 


e e ee <O> <I> e- 0603 
W er m Sen 1. 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Roſencraus, 
Guildenſtern, Gentlemen and Guards. 


King. AND can you by no Drift of Conference 

= | Get from him, why he puts on this Con- 

= #takon,”*--: 2 A046: | 
g Rof. He does confeſs he feels himſelf diſtracted 


But from what Cauſe he will by no means ſpeak. 
Queen Did he receive you well? 


Rof. Moſt civily. La: 
Guil. But with much forcing of his Diſpoſition. Ro 
| 1 F 


Ro/. Unapt to queſtion ; but of our Demands 
Moſt free in his Reply. 

72 Did you invite him to any Paſtime? 

Ref. Madam, it ſo. fell out that certain Players 

We o'ertook on the way; of theſe we told him, 
And there did ſeem in him a kind of Joy 
To hear of it: they're here about the Court, 
And as I think they have already order 
This Night to play before him. 1 

Pol. Tis moſt true, 
And he beſeech'd me to intreat your Majſtes 
To hear and fee the matter. 

King. With all my Heart, 
And it did much content me 
To hear him fo inclin d: 
Good Gentlemen, give him a further Edge, 
And urge him to theſe Delights. 


Rof: We ſhall, my Lord. [Ex. Roſ. ** Guil. 


King. Sweet G leave us too, 
For we have cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither, 
That he as twere by accident may meet 
Ophelia here ; her Father and myſelf 
Will ſo beſtow ourſelves, that — and unſeen, 
We may of their Eneounter judge, | 
If it be the Affliction of Love or no. 

Queen. I ſhall obey you: 
And for my part, Ophelia, I do wiſh 
That your good Beauties be the happy Cauſe 
Of Hamlet s Wildneſs; fo ſhall I hope your Virtues 
Will * him to his wonted way again. 


Oph. Madam, I wiſh it may. 
Pol. Ophelia, walk you here whilſt ve 
(If ſo your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe) retire conceal'd ; ; 
I hear him canli. retire, my Lord. | 


Enten Hamlet. 

Han. To be er not to be, that is the Queſlion; 
Whether tis nobler in the Mind to ſuffer | 
The Slings and Arrows of . outrageous F me, 
Or to take Arms againſt a Sea of n 
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[Exit Bae: | 


[Exeunt King and Pol. 


And ; 
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And by oppoſing end them : To die to ſleep 


No more; and by a Sleep to ſay we end 


The Heart-ach,; and the thouſand natural Shocks 
That Fleſh is heir to; tis a Conſummation =. 


Devoutly to be wiſh'd, to die to ſleep ;- 
To ſleep perchance to dream; 5 there's the Rub: 
For in that Sleep of Death what Dreams may come, 
When we have fhuMed: off this mortal Coil, 
Muſt give us pauſe; there's the Reſpect 


That makes Calamity of fo long Life. 


For who would bear the Whips and Scorns of Time ; 
Th' Oppreſſors Wrong, the proud Man's Contumely, 
The Pangs of deſpis d Love, the Law's 11 a 
The Inſolence of Office, and the Spurns 


That patient Merit of th' Unworthy takes, 


When as himſelf might his Quierus make 
With a bare Bodkin? Who would F ardels bear, 


To groan and ſweat under a weary Life ? 


But that the Dread of ſomething after Death, 
The undiſcover'd Country, from whoſe Bourn 
No Traveller retarns, puzzles the Will, 5 


And makes us rather bear thoſe IIls-we have, 


Than fly to others that we know not of. 


Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of us all, 


And thus the healthfal Face of Reſolution © 


Is ſicklyed o'er with the pale Caft of Thought, 


And Enterprizes of great pith and moment 
With this regard their Currents turn away, 
And loſe the Name of Action. 
The fair Ophelia, Nymph, in thy Oraiſons 
Be all my Sins remembred. 
Opb. Good my Lord, how do ye? 
Ham. I humbly thank you, well. 
Oph. My Lord, I have Remembrances of yours, 
That I have long d to re- deliver, 
Pray you now receive them. _ 
Ham. No, not I, I never gave you ought. 25 
Obb. My honoured Lord, you know right well you did. 
And with them words of ſo ſweet Breath compos d, 
As made theſe things more rich: Their Ferfume lol, 


| * — — to the noble Mind 


Nich 
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Rich Gifts wax poor, when Givers prove unkind. 

| There, my Lord. | W 
Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeſt? 


85 Obb. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you fair? A 5 85 
+ Oph. What means your Lordſhip? 5 AY 
„ Ham. That if you be honeſt and fair, you ſt. ould 4 


admit no Diſcourſe to your Beauty. 


Osb. Could Beauty, my Lord, have better Commerce 
than with Honeſty? ? | 5 


1e; Ham. Ay truly, for the Power of Beauty will ſooner ' 1 
1 trans form Honeity from what it is to a Bawd, than the Z 

I Porce of Honeſty can tranſlate Beauty to his Likeneſs: | 
This was ſometime a Paradox, but now the time gives 


it proof. I did love you once, i 
Oph. Indeed, my Lord, you made me believe ſo. 
Ham. You fhould not have believ'd me, for Virtue | 
cannot ſo evacuate our old ſtock, but we ſhall rel:ſh of it: i” 
Ioan > 
04h. I was the more deceiv'd. | | : : 
am. Get thee to a Nunnery, why wouldſt thou be a 4 


LP, 


Preeder of Sinners? I am myſelf indifferent honeſt, but | 
yet I could accuſe me of ſuch things, that it were better J 
my Mother had not bore me. I am very proud, reven e- | 5 


fu, ambitions, with more Offences at my Back; than 
I have thoughts to put them in, Imagination to give i 
them ſhape, or time to act them in: What ſhould uch q 
Fellows as I do c'awling between Earth and Heaven? | | 
We are arrant Knaves, De none of us; go thy ways! 
to a Nunnery. Where's yogr Father? i 
Oh. At home, my Lord. 


Ham, Let the Doors be ſhut upon him, * | 

That he may play the Fool no where but in's own Houſe. q 

's Farewel. 5 Wo: e e WR 2 © | 
: Opb. O help him, you ſweet Heavens! 5 6 
Ham. If thou. dot: marry, I'll give thee this Plague 1 


e for thy Dowry ; Be thou as chaſte as Ice, as pure as 
did. Snow, thou ſhalt not ſcape Calumny; get thee to a 


J, Nunnery. Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry a Fool, 

loſt, for wiſe Men know well enough what Monſters you 
make of them: Jo a Nunnery go. DE 

Lich 0 


%. He venly Powers, png him! 


Ham, 


34 HAMLET, Prince of Denmark. 
Ham. I have heard of your Paintings well enough: 
Nature hath given you. one Face, and you make your. 
ſelves another; you jig and amble, and you liſp, you 
nick-name Heavens Creatvres, and make your Wan- 
tonneſs your Ignorance ; go to, III no more on't, it 
hath made me mad: I ſay we will have no more Mar. 
rages, thoſe that are married already, all but one ſhall 


live, the reſt ſhall keep as they are. To a Nunnery'f 
; | | [Er 


Oh, O what a noble Mind is here o'erthrown ! 
The Expectation and Roſe of the fair State, 
'The obſerv'd of all Obſervers, quite, quite down, - 
And I of Ladies moſt deje&t and wretched, 
Now ' ſee that noble and moſt ſovereign Reaſon, 
Like ſweet Bells jangled out of tune and harſh, 
O woe is me! | 8 ; 5 
J have ſeen what I have ſeen, ſeeing what I ſee 
| | 5 3 > 4x17; 
| Enter King and Polonius. | 
| King. Love! his Affections do not that way tend; 
For what he ſpake, tho' it lack Form a little, 
Was not like Madneſs? 8 
He ſhall with ſpeed to England. 
For the Demand of our neglected Tribute. 
Haply the Seas and Countries different, 
With variable Objects, ſhall expel 
This ſomething ſettled Matter in his Heart, 
Whereon his Brain's ſtill beating, 
Puts him thus from Faſhion of himſelf - 
What think you on't? 
Enter Ophelia. 
Pol. It ſhall do well: © 5 
How now Ophelia? * 55 
Vou need not tell us what Lord Hart ſaid, 
We heard it all. My Lord, do as you pleaſe, 
NVut if you hold it fit, after the Play 
Let his Queen-Mocher alone intreat him 
To ſhew his Grief; let her be round with him, 
And I'll be plac'd ({o pleaſe you) in the Ear 
Of ail their Conference: if ſhe find him not, 
To England ſend him, or confine him Where 
Laut Wiſdom beſt ſhall think, 


* * 
„ A + A o* e e bbs 
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Finz. It ſhall be ſo, 


Madneſs in great ones muſt not unwatched go. 

ee . : 5 : „Leist. 
1 5 Enter Hamlet and three, ef the Players, 
Ma! Ham. Speak the Speech I 2 you as I pronounc'd 
if tit to you, ſmoothly from the Tongue; but if you mouth 
han it, as many of our Players do, I had as lief the Town. 

| Crier ſpoke my Lines: nor do not ſaw the Air too 
ei much with your hand thus, but. uſe all gently ; for in 
5% | the very torrent Tempeſt, and, as I may ſay, Whirlwind 


| but inexplicable dumb Shews and 
5 out- Herods Herod, pray you avoid it. 
| Play. I warrant your Honour. | 


F Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own 
? | Diſcretion be your Tutor; ſuit the Action to the Word, 
the Word to the Action, with this ſpecial obſervance, 
that you o'er-ſtep not the Modeſty of Nature, for any 
thing ſo o erdone, is from the purpoſe of Playing, whoſe 
end both at firſt and now, was and is to hold as twere 
the Mirror up to Nature, to ſhew Virtue her Feature, 
Scorn her own Image, and the very Age and Body cf 
O'there be Players 
that I have ſeen play, and heard others praiſe, and that 
highly, not to ſpeak it prophanely, that neither having 
the Accent of Chriſtians, nor the Gate of Chriſtian, 
Pagan, nor Man, have ſo ſtrutted and bellowed, that I 
have thought ſome of Nature's Journeymen had made 
Men, and not made them well, they imitated Humanity- 


the Time his Form and Preſſure. 


ſo abominably. 


Pla. 1 hope we have reſrmed that indiff-rently with 


us 


mark. Js 


of Paſſion, you. muſt acquire and beget a. Temperance 
that may give it ſmoothneſs... O it offends me to the 
Soul, to hear a robuſtious Periwig pated Fellow tear a 
Paſſion to very Rags, to ſplit the Kars of the Ground- 
| lings, who for the moſt part are capable of nothing 
oiſe : I. would 
have ſuch a Fellow whipp'd for o'er-doing Termagant ; 


Ham. O reform it altogether, and let thoſe that play 
your Clowns ſpeak no more than is ſet down for them; 
for there be of them that will themſelves laugh, to ſet 

on ſome quantity of barren Spectators to laugh too, tho 
in the mean time ſome neceſſary Queſtion of the * ; 


ar ret; il 
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be then to be conſider'd; that villainous, and ſhews 3 
moſt pitiful Ambition in the Fool that uſes it. G0 


make you ready. 
Enter Polonius, Guildenſtern and Roſencraus. 
Ham. Bid the Players make haſte. Will you two 


help to haſten them Exeunt thoſe thre, 


Ra. Ay, my Lord. 
4 Enter Modetho, 

Ham. What ho, Horatio? 

Hor. Here, my Lord, at your ſervice. . © 

Ham. Horatiy, thou art © en as juſt a Man 
As e'er my Converfation met withal. 
Her. O my dear Lord! 

Ham. Nay do not think T flatter; 
For what Advancement may J hope from thee, 


That haſt no Revenue but thy good Spirits [flatter'd} | 


To feed and cloath thee; Why ſhould the Poor be 

Since my dear Soul was Miſtreſs of her choice, | 

And could of Men diſtinguiſh her Election, 

Sh'hath ſeabd thee for herſelf: for thou haſt been 

As one in ſuffering all has ſuffel d nothing; 

Give me the Man 

That is not Paffion's Slave, and I Will wear him 

In my Hearts Core, ay, in my Heart of Hearts, 

As I do thee — Something too much of this ; 

There is a Play to-night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes near the Circumſtance, 

Which I have told thee-of my Father's Death: 

1 prithee when thou ſeeſt that Act on foot, 

Even with the very comment of thy Soul 

Obſerve my Uncle: if then his hidden Guilt 

Do not itlelf diſcover in one Speech, 

It is a damned Ghoſt that we have ſeen, 

Give him heedful note, 

For I mine Eyes will rivet to his Face, 

And after we will both our Judgments join 

In XCenſure of his ſeeming, 

Hlor. I will, my Lord. 

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, and Gentlemen. 
Ham. "They are coming to the Play, I muſt be 

Get you a Place. © ie; 
King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet? 


Ham, 
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. Excellent i' faith, 
Of the Cameleon's Diſh I eat, the 87 aac 
Promiſe cram'd, you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. 1 have nothing with this Anſwer, nde 
Theſe Words are not mine, 

Ham. No nor mine now, my Lord 


You plaid once in the Univerſity, you ſay. [To Pol. 


Pol That I did, my Lord, and was accounted a very 
Ham. What did you ena? [good Actor. 
Pol. I did enact FuliusCe/ar. I was killd i th; Capitol. 


+ Brutus kill'd me. 


Ham. It was a brute part of bim to kill ſo capital a 


Be the Players ready ? | (Calf there. 


Rof. Ay my Lord, they wait upon your Patience. 
Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, fit by me. 
Ham, No, good Mother, here's Metal more attractive 
Pol. O ho, do you mark that? 
Ham. Lady, ſhall I lie in aur 1p? 
Oph. No, my Lord. 
Ham. Do you think I mean Country matters? 
Oph. You are merry, my Lord: 
Ham, Your only Jig: maker; what ſhould a Man do 


but be merry ? for look you how. chearfully my Mother © | 


looks, and my Father died within's two hours. 
Oph. Nay, tis twice two Months, my Lord. 5 
Ham. So long! nay then let the Devil wear black, 


for 1'il have a Suit of Sables: Die two Months ago, 


and not forgotten yet! then there's hope a great Man's 
Memory may. out-live his Life half a year: Sue: he | 
muſt build Churches then. | 
Oph. What meaus the Play, my Lad: 
Ham. It is munching Mallico, it means Miſchief. 
Opb. But what's the Argument? | 
| Enter Prologue. + 
Ham. We ſhall know by this Fellow: 


The Players cannot keep ſecret, they'll ſhew all. 


.Oph. Are they ſo good at Shew, my Lord? f 
Ham. Ay, at any Shew that you will ſhew them : be 


not you aſham'd to ſhew, and they'll not bluſh to tell 


you what it means. 
be] You- are naught, you are naught II mark 

| | * Play. 
E 3 Pro, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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* For us and for our Tragedy, 

TT 

Tiere ffcgęing to your Clemency, 

e beg your - hearing patientiy. 

Han. Is this a Prologue, or the Poly of a Ring! 
Op4. Tis brief my Lord. | 
Ham. As Woman's Love. | 

Emer Player-King and Queen. 


N King. Full thirty times has Phæbus Car gone round 
Since Love our Hearts, and Eymen did our Hands 
. Untie, infolding :hem in ſacred Bands. 


PI. Queen. So many Journeys may the Sun and Moon 


Make us again count o'er, e ere love be done; 


But woe is me, you are ſo fick of late, 

And ſo far different from your former State, 
That I diſtruſt you; yet tho' I diſtruſt, 
Diſcomfort you, my Lord, it nothing muſt, 


For Women fear too much, even'as the love. 5 
Now what my Love has been, Proof makes you know, 


And as my Love is great, my Fear is o : 

Where Love is great, the ſmalleſt Doubts are Fear ; 

Where little Fear grows great, great Love grows there, 
PI. King. 1 — leave thee love, and ſhortly too, 


My working Powers their Functions leave to do; 


But thou ſhalt live in this fair World behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd, and haply one as. kind, | 
For Hausband ſnalt thou 

Pl. Queen. © confound the reſt ? 


such Love muſt needs be Treaſon in my Brea. 


In ſecond Husband let me be accurſt, 
None wed the ſecond, but who kill'd the firſt, 
Ham. That's Wormwodd.. 


Fl. King. 1 do believe you think what now you ſpeak 
But * we do determine, oft we break; ; 


Think ſtill thou wilt no ſecond Husband wed, 
But thy thoughts die when thy firſt Lord is dead. 

Pl. Quern. Nor Earth to give me Food, nor Heaven 

Light, 

Sport and Repo e lock from me day and nighs, : 
Both here hence purſue me laſting Strife, 
I once 1 Widow be, and then a Wife. 

Han. If ſhe ſhould break it now * 


Tl. King, 
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p. King. "Tis deeply ſworn: Sweet, leave me here 
My Spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile [a-white; 


” 


The tedious Day with Sleep. : 
PI. Queen. Sleep rock thy Brain, 


And never come Miſchance between us twain. (Exeunt, 


Ham. Madam, how like you the Play? | 
Queen. The Lady doth proteſt too much methinks, 
Ham. O but ſhe'll keep her Word. [ fence in it? 
King. Have you heard the Argument? is there no of- 
Ham. No, no, they do but jeſt, poiſon in jeſt, no of- 
King. What do they call the Play? flenee. 


_ - Ham. The Mouſe- trap; marry how? topically. This 


Play is the Image of a Murder done in Vienna. Gon- 


zago is the Duke's Name, his Wife Baptiſta, you ſhall ſee 
anon. Tis a knaviſh Piece of Work; but whatof that? 


your Majeſty and we ſhall have free Souls, it touches us 


not; let the galled Jade winch, our Withers are un- 


wrung. This is one Eucianus, Nephew to the King, 
Enter Lucianus. 55 
Oph. You are as good as a Chorus, my Lord, 
Ham. I could interpret between you and your Love, 
If I could ſee the Puppits dallying. Begin Murderer, 
leave thy damnabie Faces and begin; come, the croak- 


ing Raven doth bellow for Revenge. 


Euc. 'Thoughts black, hands apt, Drugs fit, and Time 


Confederate Seaſon, and no Creature ſeeing, (agreeing, 


Thou Mixture rank, of Midnight Weeds collected, 


With Hecate's Bane, thrice blaſted, thrice infected; 


Thy natural Magick and dire Property, 
On wholeſome Life uſurps immediately. | 

Ham. He poiſons him in the Garden for his Eflate, 
his Name's Gonxago; the Sto: y is extant, and written in 


very choice Iraliam: You ſhall fee anon how the Mur - 


derer gets the Love of Gonzago's Wife. 
Ops. The Eiigrmes:: <o e | 
Queen. How fares my Lord? 
Pol. Give over the Play. 
King. Give me ſome Lights : Away ! 


Pol. Lights, Lights. [Ex. all but Ham. and Hor! 


Ham. Why let the ſtricken Deer go weep, 


For ſome muſt watch whilſt ſome muſt ſleep, 


I kus runs the World away, O good 


\ 3 
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O good Horatio, I'll take the Ghoſt's Word for a'thou. Z 
ſand Pound. Didſt perceive ? | | 


corders. 


you go to Bed. 


Hor, Very well my Lord. 

Ham. Upon the Talk of the poiſoning. 
Hor. I did very well note him. 1 
Ham. Ah, ah, come ſome Muſick, come he Re- | 


0 Enter Roſencraus and Guildenſtern. | 
Guild, Good my Lord vouchſafe me aWord with you, 

Ham. Sir, a whole Hiſtory, 
Guild. The King Sir. 

. Ham. Ay Sir, what of him ? 
Guild. Is in his Retirement marvelous diſtemper'd. | 
Ham. With Drink, Sir ? | i 
Guild. No my Lord, with Choler. 
Ham. Your Wiſdom would ſhow it ſelf ae to 1g 


-nify this to the Doctor; for me to put him to his Pur- 


gation, would perhaps plunge him into more Choler. 
Guild. Good my Lord, put your Diſcourſe into ſome 
And ſtart not ſo wildly from my Buſineſs. (Frame 
Ham. Jam tame, Sir, pronounce, | 
Guild. The Queen your Mother, in moſt great Aﬀic- 


tion of Spirit, hath ſent me to you. 


Ham. You are welcome. - | 
Guild. Nay, good my Lord, this Courteſy is not of 


the right Breed: If it Ov pleaſe you to make me a who]- 


ſome Anſwer, I will do your Mother's Commandment, if 


not, your Pardon and my Return ſhall be the end of the 


Buſineſs. | Ki 
Ham. Sir, I cannot: F 2 
Rof. What my Lord? ? 
Ham. Make you a wholeſome Anſwer, my Wit's &if- 


| -gaſed:: But Sir, ſuch Anſwer as I can make, you ſhall 


command, or rather as you ſay, my Mother; therefore 

no more, but to the Matter: My Mother, you ſay. 
Ro/. Then thus ſhe ſays, your Behaviour of late hath 

ſtruck her into Amazement and Admiration. | 
Ham. O wonderful Son, that can thus aſtoniſh a Mo- 


ther! but is there no Sequel at the Heels of this Mother's 


Admiration } Impart. 
Re. She defires to ſpeak with you in her Cloſet, eber 


Hon. 


10U- 


Re- 


Ou. 


upon this Pipe? 
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"FM We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our Mother: 
have you any farther Trade with us? 5 

Ro}. My Lord you once did love me. 

Ham. And do ſtill by theſe Pickers and Stealers, 

Ro/. Good my Lord, what is the Cauſe of your Di- 
temper ? You do ſurely bar the Door upon 
Liberty, if you deny your Griefs to your Friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack Advancement. | 

Rof. How can that be when you have the Voice of 
the King himſelf for your Succeſſion in Denmark? 

Enter Horatio with Recorders. 
Ham. Ay Sir, but white the Graſs grows, the Pro- 


verb is ſomething muſty: Oh the Recorders, let me ſee 


one to withdraw with you; why do you go about to 
recover the Wind of me, as if you would drive me into 


a Toll. 


Gui). O, my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my 
Love is too uumannerly. 


Ham, I do not well underſtand. that, will you play 


Gul. My Lord, I cannot. 
Ham. I pray you. 
Guil. Believe me I cannot, 
Ham. I beſeech you. | 

- Guil. I know no touch of it, my Lord [4 
Ham, It is as eaſy as Lying: govern theſe Vantages 


with your Fingers and the Thumb ; give it Breath with 


your Mouth, and it will diſcourſe moſt eloquent | Muſick ; 
look you, theſe are the Sto | 

Gail, But theſe cannot 3 to 71 Utterance 
of Harmony, I have not the Skill. : 

Ham. Why look ye now, how unworthy a ching you 
make of me; you would play upon me, you would ſeem 
to know my Stops, you would pluck out the Heart of my 
Myſtery, you would ſound me from my loweſt Note to 
to the Top of my Compaſs and there is much Muſick, 
excellent Voice in this little Organ, yet cannot you make 
it ſpeak, SDeath, do you think I am eaſier to be plaid 
on than a Pipe? Call me what Inſtrument you will, tho' 
you can fret me, you, cannot play upon me. 

Inter Polonius. 

Bol. My Lord, the Queen wood ſpeak N you, and 

preſently, Ham. 
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Han. Do you ſee yonder Cloud, that's almoſt in nag 


of a Camel? 

Pol. Tis like a Camel indeed. 
Ham. Methinks tis like a Wezel. 
Pol. It is black like a Wezel, 
Ham: Orlikea Whale. | 
Pel. Very like a Whale, 

Ham. Then I will come to my Mother by and a; 
They fool me to the top of my bent. [Exit Pol. 
By ade 7: is eaſily ſaid. Leave me Friends. | 

[Exeunt, 

Tis now the very witching time of Night, 

When Church-yards yaun, and Hell itſelf breaths out 


Contagion to the World : Now could 1 gugy hot Blood, 


And do ſuch Deeds as Day it ſelf 


Would quake to look on. Soft / now ty my Mother: 


O Heart, loſe not thy Nature |! let not ever 
The Soul of Nero enter this firm boſom ! | 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural: 


Iwill ſpeak Daggers to her, but uſe none. [Exit 


Enter King, Roſencraus, and Guildenſtern, 
King. T like him not, nor ſtands it ſafe with us 
To let his Madneſs range; therefore prepare you: 
Arm then I pray you to this ſpeedy cage, 
For we will Fetters put about this Fear 
Mhich now goes too free footed. 


Rof. We will make haſte. [E xeunt, Rot & Gull, 


Enter Polonius. 
Pol. Sir, he's going to his Mother's Cloſet, 
Behind the Arras I'll convey my elf 


To hear the Proceſs ;-I'll warrant ſhe']l tax him home, | 


And as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſaid, 

?Tis meet that ſome more Audience than a Mother, 
Since Nature makes them partial, ſhould o' er- hear 
Pheir Speech. Fare you well my Liege, 

III call upon you e'er you go to Bed, 


And tell you what I hear. FT [Exiti 


King. Thanks, dear my Lord. 

O my Offence is rank, it ſmells to Heaven 3, 

It hath the eldeſt Curſe upon't, |; 
A Brother's Murder: pray I catinot, — 
Tho Inclination be as . N 


. 8 My 
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| My ſtronger Guilt defeats my firong Intent; 


And like a Man to double Buſineſs bound, 
I ſtand in pauſe where I ſhall ſirſt begin, | 
And both neglect. What if this curſed Hand . 


Mere thicker than it ſelf with Brother's Blood? 


Is there not Rain enough in the ſweet Heavens | 
To.waſh it white as Snow ? Whereto ſerves Mercy, 


But to.confront the Viſage of Offence ! 


Then I'll look up. My Fault is paſt; 


But oh ! what Form of Prayer | 7 
Can ſerve my turn? Forgive. me my foul Murder ! 
That cannot be, ſince I am ſtill poſſeſs'd | 

Of thoſe Effects for which I did the Murder, 

My Crown, mine own Ambition, and my Queen, 


| May one be pardon'd, and retain the Offence ? 


In the corrupted Curten s of this World, 
Offence's gilded Hand may ſhove by Juſtice; 
And eft 'tis {&en the wicked Prize it ſelf 


Zuys out the Law : but *tis not ſo above, 


There is no ſhuffling : there the Action lies 

In its true Nature, and we ourſelves compell'd 
Even to the Teeth and Forehead of our Faults 
To give in Evidence. What then! What reſts? 
Try what Repentance can; what can it not? 
Yet what can it when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched State!” O Boſom black as Death 

O limed Soul ! that ſtruggling to be free, | 


Art moreengag'd ! 


ne, 


it. 


he ſoft as Sinews of the new- born Babe, 


Bow ſtubboin Knees, and Heart with Strings of Steel 


All may be well. [The King Ancels. 
x Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Where is the Murderer ? he kneels and prays, 
And now Pl do't, and fo he goes to Heaven, | 


And fo I am reveng'd : that would be ſcann'd 8 ep 


He kill'd my Father, and for that | F 
I his ſole Son ſend him to Heaven. 
Why this is Reward not Revenge : 


He took my Father grolly, | y 
With all his Crimes broad blown as fluſh as May; 
And how his Audit-ſtands, who knows fave Heaven? 
But in our Circumſtances and Courſe of Thought, 


7 


Tis 


2 


is heavy with him; and am I then reveng'd, 
When he is fit and ſeaſon'd for his Paſſage | ? No. 
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To take him in the purging of his Soul, 


ee and know thou a more horrid time, 
hen he is drunk, aſleep, or in his Rage, 
Or in th' inceſtuous Pleaſures of his Bed; 
Or about ſome Act that has no Reliſh of Salvation in t. 
Then trip him, that his Heels may kick at Heaven. 


My Mother ſtays, 1 | 
This Phyfick but prolongs thy ſickly Days. [ZE vit. 


King, My Words fly up, my Thoughts remain below, 


Words without Thoughts never to Heaven go. 2 vit. | 


Enter Queen and Polonius. 
Pol. He will come ſtrait, look you lay home to him, 
Tell him his Pranks have been too broad to bear ich, 
And that your Grace hath ſtood between 


Much Heat and him, T'll here conceal my 15 


Pray you be round With him. 
Queen. T warrant you, I fear him. not. 


| Withdraw, 1 hear him coming. 


Euter Hamlet. 
Has. Now Mother, what's the Matter ? 
Quten. Hamlet, thou haſt thy Father much offended: 
Ham. Nother, you. have my Father much cfﬀended. 


Queen. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle Tongue. 


Ham. Go, go, you queſtion with a wicked I ae. 

Queen. W h y how now, Hamlet. 

Ham. What's the Matter now ? 

Queen. Have you forgot me? 

NN,, 
You are the Queen, your Husband's Brother's Wiſe; 
And would it were not fo, yon are my Mother, 


Queen. Nay then INI ſet thoſe to you that can ſpeak. 


Ham. Come, come, and fit you down, you ſhall not, 
You go not tl I ſet you up a Glaſs, » { oudge, | 


Where you may ſee the, utmoſt Part of you. 


Queen. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murder me?. 


Help, ho! | 
Pol. What ho, he'p. [Behind the Arai 
Ham. How now, a Rat ? ded for a Ducket, dead. 


. Pol. 
Pol. O Jam ſlain. 


| Queth, 


—_— - 
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| 
Queen. O me, what haſt thou done? | | 
Ham. Nay, I know not, is it the King? PEE E 
Queen. O what a-raſh and bloody Deed is this? 1 | 
Ham. A bloody Deed, almoſt as bad, good Mother, 75 | 
As kill a King, and marry with his Brother, ES | 
-  Þ 2ueen. As killa King. 8 Lo 
Ham. Ay, Lady, 'twas my Word. | 
15 Thou wretched, raſh intruding Fool, farewel ; 
 Þ I:took thee for thy better, take thy Fortune: 
% Thou find' ſt to be too buſy, is ſome dan | 
w. Leave wringing of your Hands; peace, fit you down, | 
„ And let me wring your Heart, for ſo I mall, 325 
lf it be made ot penetrable ſtuff. | * 
m. | 2xecen. What have I done, that thou dar'ſt . = = 
ch. In Noiſe ſo rude againſt me? | bf 
Han. Such an Act, ö 
| That blors the Grace and Bluſh of Modeſty, 
Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes off the Roſe 
From the fair Forehead of an innocent Love, 
And ſets a Bliſter there, makes Marriage Vows} 
As falſe as Dicers Oaths : Oh ſuch a Deed'!  - 
Idas from the Body of ContraQion plucks 
2d. The very Soul, and ſweet rn makes 
d 
U 


A Rhapſody of Words. | 

Ah me! that Act! 6) 0 15 e 

I 2:n. Ah me, what Act“! e 

Han Look here upon this Picture, MY on 2 5 
The counterfeit Preſentment of two Brothers; | 
See what a Grace was ſeated on this Brow, _. 
Hyperion's Curls; the Front of Jobe himſelf, 
An Eye like Mars, to threaten and command, 

2 Combination, and a Form indeed, 

* Where every God did ſeem to ſet his Seal. 

f To give the World Aſſurance of a Man 


2 


as | This was your Husband. Look you now what follows, 5 

Se, Here is your Huſband, like a mildewd Err... 
{| Blaſting his wholeſome Brother. Have you E yes 2 

mn Could you on this fair Mountain Jeave to feed, 

"2 And batten on the Moor? Ha, have you Eyes * 2. 4 q 


You cannot call it love, fo at your Age nt 215 2 , 
* | The heyday of the Blood is tame, ids humble 
Pol. Aud waits roa the r ; and what Judgment 


n 


— 


| Since Froſt itſelf 


* * 


Would flep from this to this? Senſe ſure you have, 


_ Elſe could you not have Motion; but ſure that Sen 


Is apopiex'd, for Madneſs would not err, 
Nor Senſe to Extaſy was ne'er ſo thrall'd, 
But it reſerv'd ſome quantity of gs 
To ſerve in ſuch a Difference. | 
Oh Shame, where is thy Bluſh ?_ 
Rebellious Hell, | 
If thou can'ſt mutiny in a Matron' $ "AR 
To flaming . Youth let Virtue be as Wax, 
And melt in her own. Fire, 

When the compulſive. Ardor gives the Charge; 
IF as actively dach burn, 5 
As Reaſon panders Will. s 
Queen. O Hamlet, ſpeak no more; ; 


Thou turn'ſt my very Eyes into my Soul. 


Ham. Nay, but to live 
In the rank Sweat of an inceſtuous Bed, 
Stew d in Corruption. | 
Buren, O ſpeaks to me no more. 
Theſe Words like Daggers enter in mine 1 
No more, 2 | 975 

Ham. A Murderer and a Villain! 
A Slave, that's not the twentieth part the Tythe 
Of your precedent Lord; a Vice of Kings; 
A Cutpurſe of the Empire and the Rule, 
That from a Shelf the precious Diadem ſtole, 
And put it in his Pocket: 2 0 
A King of Sbh.nds and Patches. 

Enter Ghoſt. 5 

Save me, and hover o'er me with your Wings, 


You heavenly Guards; what wopld your. orion Fi igure? | 


Queen. Alas! he's mad. 


Ham. Do you not come your tardy Son to chide, * 


That laps'd in Time and Paſſion, let's go by 


Th' important acting of your dread Command? 0 Kay | 


Ghoft. Do not forget; this Viſitation 
Is but te wet thy almoſt blunted Purpoſe. 
But look, Amazement on thy Mother ſits: 
O ſtep between her and. her fighting Soul ! 
Conczit in weakeſt Bodies A ke: 
pooch 20 her, 3 
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It will but kin and f 
KF Whites rank Corruption mining all within, 
Infects unſeen : Conleſs yourieif to Heaven, 
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Ham. How is it with you, Madam? . 
Qucen. Alas! how is't with you, 

That you do bend your Eye on: Vacancy, 
And with the incorporal Air do hold Diſcourſe ? 


Mocha, your Eyes your Spirits wildly peep, 


And, as the ſleeping Soldiers in th' Alarm * 
Your Lair ſtarts up and ſtands an end: 9 gentle Son 
Upon the Heat and Flame of thy Diſtemper | 
Sprinkle-cool Patience : whereon do you look ? 

Ham. On him, on him---look you how pale he glares, 
His Form and Cauſe conjoin'd, preaching to Stones I 
Would not make them capable : do not look upon me, 
Leit with his pite us Action you convert | | 
My. tern Effects; then what I have to do, | 
Will want true Colour, Tears perchance for Blood. 

Queen. To whom do you ſpeak this? | 

Ham. Do you ſee nothing there? 8 

Quecn. Nothing at all, yet all that's here 1 ſee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? | 

een. No, nothing but ourlelves. 5 

Ham. Why look you there; look how it ſtalks away, 


My Father in his Habit as he liv'd; 


Look where he gces, even now out at tlie Portal. 
5 [Ex. Ghoft. 
. Queen. Th's is the very Coinage of your Brain, 


Ibis bodileſs Creation Extaſy is very cunning in. 


Ham. My Pulſe, as yours, doth temperatel) keep time, 


And mkes as healthful Muſick: it is not Madneis 


That IJ have utter'd, bring me to the Teſt, | 


And I the matter wi.l re- word; which Madneſs 
Cannot do. Mother, for Love of Grace, 


Lay not that flattering Unction to your Soul, 
That not your 5 but my Madneſs peaks; 
fim the ulcerous Place, 


Repent what's paſt, avoid what is to come; 
N O Halt, thou haſt cleft my Heart. 
lam, Then throw away the worſer part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 


2 


Good -night, but go not to my % -_gþ Bed; 


Aſſume a Virtue if ye have itot. | 
Pp | | F 2 For 


. — 
. 
— 
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For this ſame Lord, [Pointing to Pap 
Ido repent ; but Heaven 5 it ſo, 


To puniſh me with this, and this with me, 
That I muſt be their Scourge and Miniſter, 
J will beſtow him, and will anſwer well 
The Neath I gave him; ſo again good night. 


1 muſt be cruel, only to be kind? 
Thus bad begins, and worſe remains wing. 
One Word more. 


8 What ſhall I 45 | 

am. Jet not the King eempe you to Bed again, 
Make you to travel all this matter out, 

That I eſſentially am not in Madneſs, 

But Mad in Craft; 


uten. Be thou aſſur' d, if Words be made of Break, 


And Breath of Life, I have no Life to breaths 

What thou haſt ſaid to me. 
Ham, I muſt to England, you know chat. 
Queen. Alack I had forgot, 

*Tis ſo concluded on. | 
Ham. This Man will ſet me packing, 

PH lug the Guts into the neighbour. Room, 

Mother, good-night; this Counſellor 

Is now moſt till, moſt ſecret, and moſt prave, 


2 Who was in's Life a fooliſh prating Knave, 


Come Sir, to draw toward an end with you. 
[Exit Hamlet, dragging # in Polonia 


2 Good night, Mother. 
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A ET - $8 SCENE 1. 
A Royal Apartment. 
Enter wats and Queen, æuith Roſencraus and Guildenſten 


King. * s matter in theſe Sighs, 
| You muſt expound them. 
Where is * Son? 


1 


2 
= 
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e Pa Den. Beſtow this place on us a little while. 
9 5 [Exeunt Roſ. and Gul 
Ah my Lard; what have I ſeen to Night? 
King. What, Gertrude? how does Hamlet? | 
geen. Mad as the Sea and Wind, vrhen 5003 contend 
Which is the mightier; in his lawleſs . 
Behind the Arras hearing ſomething ſtir, 3 
Whips out his Rapier, cries a Rat, a Rat, . 
And in this brainiſh Apprehenſion kills . 
The unſeen good old Mann. ä 
in, King. O heavy Deed! 
"2 It I been ſo with us, had we been bete ; 
Quten. To draw apart the Body he hath kill d, 
lle weeps for what is done. 

reath, King. Gertrude, come away; | 

I The Sun uo ſooner ſhall the Mountains touch, 
But we will ſhip him hence; and this vile Deed | 
We muſt, with all our Majeſty and Skill. 

Enter Ro. and Guil. | 

Bath countenance and excuſe. Ho, Guildenſern, 
Friends both, go join with you ſome further Aid; 
Hamlet in Madnefs hath Polonius ſlain, IF 
And from his Mother's Cloſet has he dragg'd him: 
Go ſeek him out, ſpeak fair, and bring the Body) 
Into the Chapel; I pray you haſte in t Yi 

; Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wiſeſt F riends, - 

MBs And let them know both what we mean 9 

And what's untimely done. LErtuz. 

£ Enter Hamlet, 

$4 en Safely ſtow d. [Within Hamlet ! Lord Hambet . 
Ham, What Noile ? who calls Hamlet? 

O here they come. 
Ro/.What have you done, my Lord, with the dead ad Body? 
Ham. Compounded it with Duſt, whereto it is a-kin. 
Ro/. Tell us where tis, that we may * it thence, 

And bear it to the Chapel. 
Ham. Do not believe it. 

Rof. Believe What? | 
Ham. That I can keep yourk Counſel, and not my own, 

/ | F beſides, to be demanded of a Fee: what ka 

| ſhould be made by the Son of a Ring? 

2 Take ** me for a N my Lord? 


4 
* 


— 
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Hem, Ay, Sir, that ſoaks up the King':'Countenanct, 
his Rewards, bis Authorities: but ſuch Officers do the 
King beſt ſervice in the end, he keeps them like an Ap- 
ple in the corner of his Jaw, firft mouth'd to be laſt foul 
low'd ; win he needs what you have gleaned, it is but 
ſqueezing yon, and ſponge, you ſhall be dry again. 
Rea, J underſtand; you not, my Lord. 


fooliſh Ear. 
Ra. My Lord you muſt tell us where the Body i is, and 
go with us to the King, | 
— Bring me to him. [ Excunt, 
Enter King and Gentlemen, 


How angerous is it that this Man goes looſe ? 
Vet muſt we not put the ſtrong Law upon him: 
_ He's lov'd of the diſtracted Multitude, 
Who like not in their Judgment, but their Eyes; ; 
Ard where tis ſo, th' O ender”. s Scourge is weigh'd, 
But never the Offence. To bear all ſmooth and even, 
This ſudden ſending him a way muſt ſeem 
Deliberate Pauſe : Diſeaſes deſperate grown, 
By deſperate Appliance are xgliev'd, 
Or not at all. 
Enter Roſencraus and — 9 | 
What hath befallen? 
5 2 Where the dead Body is | beſtow'd, my Lud 
Me cannot get from him. 
King. But where is he? 


Xing. Bring him before us. | (ure. 
OMe Ho, — in the Lord Hamler. | 
| Enter Hamlet and Guards. 
| Now Hamlet, where's Polonius F:. 
* At Supper. OY . 
Ling. At Supper ! where ? 5 


certain Convocation of politick Worms are e'en at him. 
King. Where is Polanius ? 
Ham. In Heaven; ſend thither to ſee : if your Meſſen- 


1 - ger find him tot there, ſeek him i'th' other place your 
Ni 1 6 1 
706 


Ham, I am glad of it: a knaviſh Speech Neeps i in a 


1 have ſent to ſeek him, and to find the Body ; 


Ke, Without, my Lord, guarded, to know your 1 


Ham Not where he &ats, but Ee he i is eaten: 83 
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ſhall noſe him as you go up the Stairs i into the Lobby. 

"Xe. Go ſeek him there. 

Ham. He will ſtay till you come. 

King. Hamlet, this Deed, for thine @ eſpecial Safety, 
Mutt ſend thee hence; | 
Therefore prepare thy ſelf, - 

The Bark is ready, and the Wind ſes far 
For England. | 

* For England ? 

King. Ay Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it if thou knew ft our as 
Ham. I ſee a Cherube that ſees them : but come, for 
Farewel, dear Mother. (England. 

- King. I hy loving Father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My Mother; Father and Mother is Man andWife, 
Man and Wife js one Fleſh ; and ſo my Mother. Farewel 
Come. for England. [Extr. EL "Pu 

King. Follow ar | IS | 
Tempt him with ſpeed aboard, | 
Away, for every thi ling is ſeal'll and — | 
Ard England, if my preſent Love thou holdſt at ought, 


The prejent Death of Hamlet. | [Exit. 


Enter Qucen, Horatio, and a Gentleman. 

' Oveen. I will not ſpeak with her. 

Gent. She is importunate, - 
Indeed diſtracted, and deſeryes your pity. 

Queen. What would ſhe have ? | 

Gent, She ſpeaks much of her Father, fays ſhe Vaio 
There's Tricks i'th' World, and hems, and beats her 1 
Spurns enviouſly at Straws, ſpeaks things i in doubt, 
That carry but half Senſe, her Speech is wee, ; 
Yet the unſhaped Uſe of it doth move 
The Hearers to Collection. 


Which, as her Winks, and Nods, and Geſture yield chem; 
Tho nothing ſure, yet much unhappily 


Hor. Twere good ſhe were ſpol a with, for ſhe may 
Dangerous ConjeQures in il breeding Minds, Lion 
Let her come in. - 


© Enter Ophelia, 
005. Where is the beauteous Majeſty of Danmark 7 
Seen. How now, Opbelia? Lb 25 
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(ther one? 
By fo. How mould I your true Love know from ano. 
s cockle Hat and Staff, and by his Sandal Shoon. 


* * Alas, ſweet Lady, what imports this Song? | 


Oph. Say you, nay pray you mark : 


Heb dead and gone, Lady he is dead and gone, [Singy, | 


2 125 Head a graſegreen Turf, at is heals a Stone. 


Queen. Nay but, Ophelia. 
Oph. Pray you mark. 
White his Shroud as the Mountain Snow, 
Larded all with faveet Flowers, 
" Which beaeept to the Ground did not go. 
With true Love-Showers. 
Enter King. 
How do. you, pretty Lady ? 


„ 


King Well good dild you, they ſay the Owl was a Bay 
her 8 8 we know what we are, but know not 


what we may be, 

King. Conceit upon her Father. 

Oph. Pray lets have no Words of this, but wh they 
ask you what it means, ſay you this: 


To-morrow is t Valentine's Day, [Sings.. 


All in the Morning betime, 
And I a Maid at your Window 
To be your Valentine, | 
King. Pretty Ophelia, 


Opb. Indeed without an Oath, III make an ond on't. 
Then up he roſe, and dond his Clothes, and ope'd his Chan- 


ber Door, 
Let in the Maid, that out a Maid never departed more. 
King. How fon ng hath ſhe been thus? | 


055. # hope all will be well, we muft be patient: but 
I cannot chuſe but weep, to think they would lay him 
i'th* cold Ground; my Brother ſhall know of it, and | 


ſo I thank you for your good Counſelo—— 
Come my Coach, good- night, 80 night, 


Sweet Ladies, good- -night, good-night. (Exit. 
e, give her ood watch r pray. your | 


King. Follow her clo 
O this is the Poiſon of deep Grief, it ſprings 
All from her Father I Dent, 8 


Euten 
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Enter Gentleman. 5 hg 


— | Queen. Alack, what Noiſe is this; 
ng | King What is the matter 3 
> | Cent. Young Laertes ina riotous head 


O'er-bears your Officer; the Rabble call him 1 . 
os | They cry, chuſe we Laertes for our King; 

. | Caps, Hands, and "Tongues applaud it to the Clouds, 
| ZLaertes ſhall be King, Laertes King. [4 Noiſe within, 
Queen. O this is counter, you falſe Dany? Dogs! 

Laer. Within, Where i is the King ? Sa W Leu 
all without. . : 

All. No, let's come In, | 

Laer. I pray you give me leave, 

All. We will, we will. 

Laer. I thank you, keep the Door. 
| Enter Laertes. 

0 thou vile King, give me my Father. 

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. # 

Laer. That drop of Blood that's calm, oidelatois me 
Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot (Baſtard, 
. Eren here between the chaſte unſmitched Brows 
7 Þ Of my true Mother. 

King. What is the cauſe, Laertes, : 
That thy Rebellion looks ſo Giant like ? 
Let him go, Gertrue, do not fear our Perſon; 
There's ſuch Divinity doth hedge a King, | 
That Treaſon dares not reach at what it Nets 
Let him go Gertrude. | 
Speak Man. 
+ i Laer. Where is my Father? 
: | King. Dead. 1 
Queen. But not by him. 2 | 

King. Let him demand his fill. 
= Laer. How came he dead? I'll not be rooted with : 
= To Hell Allegiance, Vows to the blackeſt Devil. 

To this Point I ſtand, 
That both the Worlds l give to Negligence, 
Let come what will, only I'll be reveng d 
Moſt throughly for my Father. 
King. Who ſhall ſtay you? 
Laer. My Will, not all the World: 
. | And for my Means, I'll husband them 0 well, 5 
1 8927 ſhall 90 far with little. | King. 


Ar 
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avs © Will you in Revenge of your 

Dear Father's Death, deſtroy both Friend and F oe? 
. Laer. None but his Enemies. 
King. Will you know them then? 


Taer. To his good Friends thus wide I'il ope my Am, 


And like the kind prof N Pelican 
Relieve them with my Blood. i 
Ling. Why now you ſpeak 
Like a good Child, and a true Gentleman,” 
That I am guiltleſs of your Father's Leath, 
And am moſt ſenſible in griet for it, 
It ſhall as level to your Judgment Le, 
As Day does to your Eye. 
Within, O poor Ophelia? 
Laer. Let her come in. 
Enter Ophelia. 
By Heaven, thy Madneſs ſhall be paid with weight, 
Lill our Scale turn the Beam. O Roſe of May“ 
Dear Maid! kind Siſter, ſweet Ophelia ! 
O Heavens! is't poſſible a young Maid's Wits 
Should be as mortal as a ſick Man's Life! 
Ob. They bore him bargſac'd on the Bier, 
And in his Grave rain'd many a Tear, 
Fare you well, my Dove. 


hy, 


Laer. Hadit thou thy Wits, and didfl TOME” Revenge, 


It could not move us. 
Opb. You muſt ſing a- Jown, a down, | 
And you call him a-down-a. O how the Wheel becomes it, 


It is the falſe Steward that ſtole his Maſter's Daughter. 


Laer. This nothing is much more than matter, 
Oph. There's Roſemary, that's for Remembrance; 


Pray you, Love, remember ; ; and there's Pancies, that's 


tor Thoughts. 

Laer. A Document in Madneſs Thoughts and Re- 
membrance fitted. 

0Oph. There's Fennel for you, and Co: umbines ; there's 
Rue for you, and here's ſome for me, we may call it 
Ferb of Grace o' Sundays; O you may wear your Rue 
„ ha Difference, 
for Violets, but they wither'd all um * x ather d.cd : 
they tuy he made a good end. f 
For bonny K wect Robin is all "BY 7s (Slows: 


. = 


[S ings. | 


There's a Daiſy : I would give. you : | 


Laer. 


„ Laer. Thoughts and Afffictions, Paſſion, Hell itſelf, 
She turns to Favour and to Prettineſs. | 
| Oph. And vill he not come again, . (ige. 
| And wwill he not come again? | 3 
No, mo, he is dead, go to thy Death- 4. 
He never will come again. 
His Beard was as white as Snow; 
Flaxen was his Pole; 
He is gone, he ts gone, and awe caft away moan, 


Ad peace be with his Soul, and with all Lowers Souls. 


1 Exit. 


King. Fader: I muſt ſhare in your Grief, 
Or you deny my Right: go but apart. 
Make choice of whom your wiſeft Friends you will, 
| And they ſhall hear and judge twixt you and me; 
If by direct or by collateral Hand | 
They find us touch d, we will our Kirgdom give, 
To you in ſati faction but if not, 
Be you content to lend your Patience to us, 
And we ſhall jointly labour with your Souls 
| Topive it due content. 
Laer. Let this be fo.” 
His Means of Death, his obſcure Funeral, 
„No Trophy, Sword, or Hatchment o'er his Bones, 
No noble Rite, nor formal Oſtentation, 
| Cry to be heard as tw-ere from Earth to Heaven, 
e. That I muſt call it in queſtion. 
; King. So you ſhall ; 
And where th* Offence i is, let the great Ax fall: 


t, I pray you go with me. I [Exeunt, | 


1. Enter Horatio and 18 
Hor. What are they that would ſpeak with me? 
; b Gen. Sea - ſaring Men, Sir; they {1y they have Letters 
| for you. 
Hor, Let them come "Er. b ] 
I do not know from what part of the World 


I ſhould: be greeted; if not from Lord Hamlet. 


$  F#Fnter two Sailors. 

t 2 Sail. Here are Letters for you, if your Name be 
Horatio, as we are in formed it is. 

i Hor. reads the Letter, © : 


Horatio, when "thou ſhalt have owver-look 4 ebis, 2 
theſe 
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Jor him. Ker we were two Days old at Sea, a Pirate 
of very warlike Appointment gave us chaſe. 77 our. 
felves too flow of ſail, we put on a compelled /alour, 


and in the Grapple'T boarded them: On the inſtant they. 


got clear of our Ship, ſo I alone became their Priſoner, 
They have dealt with me like Thieves of Mercy, but they 
knew <wwhat they did; I am to do a turn for them. Let 
the King have the Letters I have ſent, aud repair thou 


to me with as much ſpeed as thou wouldſt fly Death. I 


have words to ſpeak in thine Ear will make thee dumb, 
yet are they much too light for the matter. Theſe good 
Felloaus will bring thee where I am. Roſencraus and 


Quildenſtern hold their Courſe for England; of them 1 


hawe much to: tell thee, Fareabel. Hamlet. 
Come, I will make you way for theſe-your Letters; 
And-do't the ſpeedier, that you may direct me 
. To him from whom you brought them. (Exeunt. 
N Enter King and Laertes. 
King. Now muſt your Go 
And you muſt put me in your Heart for Friend, 
Since you have heard, and with a knowing Ear, 
That he who. hath your noble Father ſlain, 
Purſu'd my Life. RR TON 
Laer. It well appears: but tell ne 
Why you proceed not againſt theſe Crimes 
So capital in Nature, 5 
King. For two ſpecial Reaſons, . 
Which may perhaps to you ſeem weak, 


But yet to me they are ſtrong: the Queen his Mother 


Lives almoſt by his Looks, and for my ſelf, 

My Virtue or my Plague, be it either, 

She is ſo precious to my Life and Soul, 

That as a Star anoves not but in- his Sphere, 

I could not but by her. The other Motive 

Why to a publick Count I might not go, 

Ils the great Love the People bear him, 
Who dipping all his Faults in their Affection, 
Work like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone. 

Laer. And fo I have a noble Father loſt ; 

A Siſter driven into deſperate. Terms, 


Whoſe Worth, if Praiſes may go back again, 


* 


theſe Fellows Jome means to the King, they have Letters 


nſcience my Acquittance ſeal, | 


Stood 


For her Perfections: but my Revenge will come, ; 
Kjng. Break not your Sleep for that, you muſt not think 


| That we are made of Stuff fo flat and dull, 


That we can let our Beard be ſhook with Danger, 


| And think it paſtime : you ſhortly ſhall hear more, 
'Þ 1 lov'd your Father, and we love ourſelf; 


Enter a Meſſenger, 
Mef. Letters, my Lord, from Hamlet. 
King. From Hamlet! who brought them? . 
Me/. Sailors, my Lord, they ſay, I ſaw them not; 
They were given me by Claudio, he receiv'd them 
Of him that brought them. 


King. Laertes you ſhall hear them: leave. us. Ex. Meſ. 


High and Mighty, you ſhail know J am jet naked ow 
wur Kingdom : to-morrow ſhall beg leave to ſee Jour 


. lingly Eyes, wwhen IT hall firfl, asking your pardon, there- 


unto recount the Occaft on of my ſudden Return. 
What thould this mean? are all the reſt come back ? 2 
Oris it ſome Abuje, or no tuch ming] | 
Laer. Know you the Hand ? 
King. "Tis Hambr's Character. Naked [ 
And in a Pollſeript here he ſays, alone: 
Can you adviie me ? 
Laer. Pm Joſt in it, my Lord; but let him come 
It warms the very Sickneſs. of my Heart, 
That I ſhall live, and tell him to his Teeth, 


| Thus didſt thou. 


King. If it be ſo, Leer , 


As how ſhould it be ſo? — how, otherwiſe? 


Will you be rul'd by me ? 


Laer. Ay, my Lord, ſo you will not o'er. rule me to a 


peace. 

King. To thine own peace if he be now return'd, 
As liking not his Voyage, and that he means 
No mote to undertake it, I will work him 


To an Exploit now ripe in my Device, 


Under the which he ſhall mot chuſe but fall, 
And for his Death no Wind of Blame ſhall breathe, 


| Bat even his Mother ſhall uncharge the P:aQice, 
| * call it Accident. | 
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Stood Challenger on the Mount of all the Ape 


\ Lact. 


A Face without a Heart. 


Laer. My Lord, I will be rul'ld, © 
The rather if you could deviſe it fo, 

That I might be the Inſtrument. 

King. It falls right: | | 
You'have been talk d of ſince your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a Quality 
Wherein they ſay you ſhine. | 

Laer. What part is that, my Lord? | 
King. A very Feather in the Cap of youth, 
Yet needful too. 
Two months fince 5 

Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 

I've ſeen myfelf, and ſerv'd againſt the French, 
And they can well on Horſeback : but this Gallant 
Had Witchcraft in't, he grew unto his Seat, 

And to ſuch wondrous doing brought his Horſe, 
As he had been incorpos'd and demi- natur'd : 
With the brave Beaſt: ſo far he topt my Thought, 
That I in Forgery of Shapes and Tricks ; 
Come ſhort of what he did. | a 

Laer. A Norman was t? 
King. A Norman. N 
Laer. Upon my Life, Lamound. 
King. The very ſame. go 
Laer. I know him well, he is indeed 
The Gem of all the Nation. LE 
King. He made Confeſſion of you, 


And gave you ſuch a maſterly Report 


For Art and Exerciſe in your Defence, 
And for your Rapier mot eſpecially, 
That he cry'd out, *twould be a fight indeed 


If one could match you: The Fencers of their Nation Þ 


He ſwore had neither Motion, Guard, nor Eye, 
If you oppos'd them. Sir, this Report of his 


Did Hamlet fo evenom with his Envy, 


That he could nothing do, but wiſh and beg 
Your ſudden coming Oer to play with you. 
Now out of this EE * 
Laer. What out of this, my Lord? 
King, Laertes, was your Father dear to you ? 
Or are you like the Painting of a Sorrow, . 


» 
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; : & "Ea Why ask you this ? 


01 


King. Not that I think you did not love your F ather, 4 


But to the buſineſs, 

Hamlet comes back; what would you ieee, 

To ſhew yourſelf indeed your Father's n N 
More than in words? 7 

Laer. To cut his Throat i“ th* Church. 

King. No place indeed ſhould protect a Murderer, 
Revenge ſhould have no Bounds: but, good W . 
Keep cloſe within your Chamber: | 
Hamlet return'd ſhall know you are come home, 

We'll put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your Excellence, 

And ſet a double Varniſh! on the Fame 

The Frenchman gave you; bring you, in fine, together, 
And wager o'er your Heads: he being remils, | 


| Moſt generous, and free from all contriving, 


Will not peruſe the Foils ; fo that with eaſe, 

Or with a little ſhuffling, you may enn 

A Sword unbaited, and 

Requite him for your Father's Death. 
Laer. I will do't; | 

And for the Purpoſe I'll anoint my Sword : 

bought an Unction of a Mountebank, 

So mortal, that but dip a Knife in it, 


| Where it draws Blood, no Cataplaſm ſo rare, 


Collected from Simples that have Virtue g 
Under the Moon, can ſave the thing from Death 


Tuhat is but ſeratch'd withal: I'Il touch my Faint PIE 


With this Contagion, that if I gall him — 
It may be Death. 
King. Let's further think of this ; 
I have't; when in your Motion you are hot and dry, 


As make your Bouts more violent to that end, 


And that he calls for Drink, I'Il have prepar d him 
A Chalice for the purpoſe, whereon but taſting, 
If he by chance eſcape your evenom'd Sword, 


1 ſhall be Death. But ftay, what noiſe ? 


En nter Veen. 


Queen. One Woe doth bead upon unde heel, 


80 * they follow: un Siſter's drown'd, Lac tes. 


8 2 - Laer. 
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Laer. Drown'd ! O where! 

Queen. There is a Willow growing o'er a Brook, 
That ſhews his hoary Leaves i' th' glaſly Stream, 
Near which fantaſtick Garlands ſhe did make 
Of Crow-Flowers, Nettles, Daiſies, and long Purples, 
There on the pendent Boughs her Coronet-weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious ſhiver broke, 

When down her weedy abs. woe and herlelf 
Fell in the weeping Brook. 

Laer. Alas then! is fhe drown 'd? 

Queen. Drown'd, drown'd. 

Laer. Too much of Water haſt thou, poor Ophelia 
And therefore I forbid my Tears: but yet 
Nature her Cuſtom holds, | 
Let ſhame fay what it will; 

Adieu, my Lord, 
J have a Fire that fain would blaze, 


But that this Folly drowns it. [Exit z 


King. Let's follow, Gertrude; N 
How much had 1 to do to calm his Rage ! 
Now I tear this will give 1t art again, 


FE herefore let's n 1 =" 3 8151 Fætun 


les, 


lin, | 


xi 4 | 
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ACT v. 


SCENE L 


E ner tWo G ave-dgers 


8 ſhe to be buriel i in Chriſtian Burial, wha 
: ſhe wilfully ſeeks her own Salvation? 

2 Gre. I tell thee ſhe i is, therefore make her Grave 
firait ; the Crowner hat] {et on her, and finds it Chriſtian 
Burial. 

1 Grave, How can that be un' eſs ſhe drown'd her ſelf 
in her own Defence ? 

2 Grave. Why tis found ſo, 
Grave. It muſt be /e offendendo, it canno be elle : 


'Þ Wave 


F- for here lies tlie point, if I drown my ſelf wittingly, it 


nh, 


argues an Act; and an Act hath three Branches, it is to 


' at, to do, and to performs argal, ſhe drown'd her ſelf 
wittingly. | 


2 Grave. Nay but hear, you Gobduiih Delver. 
I Grave. Give me leave; here lies the Water, good ; 


here ſtandsthe Man, good ; if the Man go to this Water, 


and drown himſelf, it is will he, nill he ; he goes, mark 
you that: but if the Water come te him and drown him, 


| bedrowns not himſelf; argal, he that is not ny of his 


own Death, ſhortens bot his own Life. 

2 Cont Put is this Law? | | 

1 Grave. Ay marry is't, Crowner's Quett- Law. 

2 Grave. Will you have the truth ont? if this had 
not been 2 Gentlewoman, ſhe ſhould have been buried 


without Chriſtian Burial. 


1 Grave. Why there thou ſay t; and the more pity 
the great Folk ſhou!d have countenance in this World to 
drown or hang themſelves more than we: Come, my 


Spade, there is no antient Gentlemen but Gardvers, Ditch- 


ers, and Grave diggers; ; they _ up Adam's Profeſſion, 
G3 x 2 Graves 
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2 Grade. Was he a Gentleman? 
I Grawe. He was the firit that ever bore Arms. 
Fll put another Queſtion to thee. ff thou aniwerelt 1 me 
not to the purpoſe, confeſs thy ſeit —— 
2 Grave. Go to. 
1 Graye, What is he that builds ſtronger han either 
the Maſon, the Shipwright, or the Carpenter? 
2 Grave. The Gallows- maker, for that out-livesa o 
thouſand Tenants. 1 
I Grave. I like thy Wit well ; ; the Gall ow does well, tl 
but how does it well? It does well to thoſe that do ill; 
Row thou doſt ill to fay the Gallows is built Rronger than 
the Church : argal, the Gallows may do well to thee, n 
To't again, come. 1 
2 Grace. Who builds ſtronger than \ Maſon, A Ship: ö 
wright, or a Carpenter? 
1 Grave. Ay, tell me that, and anyoke. 
2 Grave. Marry now 1 can tell. h | 
1 Grave. Tot. : | 1 
2 Grave, Maſs I cannot tell. ; | 
1 Grave. Cudgel thy Brains no more ost! it, ſor your 
dull Aſs will not mend his pace with beating 3 : and When 
thou art ask d this Queſtion next, ſay a Grave Ee; ; t 
the Houſes he makes laſt till Doomſday. - a. 
vo get thee 1 in, and fetch me a Stoop of Liquor. 1 
fo SOR | Exit. 2 Grave; f 


ig Youth wwhen 1 did "0 did hve, .. | [$ings, c 
Methought it was very feveet. _ 5 1 
75 Nera O the Time for. a my behowe, _, Ll 3 
O KBs there Was nothing 2 met. „ 

| I 

t 


'E nter Hamlet and Horatio, 5 
. Has this Fellow no feeling i in his FL that a 5 
he ſings in Grave: making EXE” t 
Hor. Cuſtom hath made 1 it in him a.Property of Eaſi- 


dc. 
7 "Tis een ſo, the Hand of. little em loment 
5 5 daintier Sens S. P 


* . 
* * ; 
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| 22 But Age wvith fealing | "Sings, | 
e Hath clawed me in his Clutch, | 
Aud hath ſhipped me into the Land, 
As if I never had been ſuch. | 
r 
| Ham, That Scull had a Tongue in it, hal could FIR : 
a once; how the Knave jowls it to the Ground, as if, *twere 
Cain's Jaw-bone, that did the firſt murder: this = be 
l. the Pate of a Politician, might it not? 
1 Hor. It might my Lord. 5 
n Ham. Here's a fine Revolution, did hoſe 1 coſt 
mino more the breeding but to play at e with them 2 
mine ake to think ont. 2 . | 
J- 
Craven. 4 Pickas a and Spade; a Spade, 
For and a ſhrowding Sheet, 
| O a Pit of Clay for to be made 
I Cs | For fach a Put i is meet. 
th. opp There s another, why may not that be the Scull 
n ef a Lawyer ? Where be his Quiddities now; his Quilli- 
3 ties, his Caſes, his Tenures, and his Tricks ? Why does 
he ſuffer this mad Knave now to knock him bed the 
Sconce with a dirty Shovel, and will not tell him of his. 
4 Actions of Battery? Hum z this Fellow might be in's 
| time a great Buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his Re- 
. cognizances, his Fines, his double Vouchers, his Reco- 
veries Will his. Vouchers vouch him no more of his. 
Purchaſes and Doubles, then the Length and Breadth of 
a pair of Indentures? The very Conveyances of his 
J. and will ſcarcely lie in this Box, and muſt the Tnheri- 
tor himſelf have no more? ha! ” 
| Hor. Not a jot more, my Lord, 5 
tj Ham. I will ſpeak to this Fellow : Whoſe Grave's 
| this, Sirrah ? 
= Grave, Mine, Sir-. -Or 6 4 Pit of Cly for to be made. 
ings. 
8 Ham. I think it's thine 1 801 fol thou lyſt init. wy 


Grave. You lie out on't, Sir, and therefore 'tis not 
Yours: for my part I do not lie wh 85 it's mine. 


— 
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"<6 for the Dead, and not for the Quick, therefore thou 


to you. 

Ham. What Man doft thei dig it for ? 

Grave. For no Man, Sir. 

"Ham. What Woman then ? 

_ Grave. For none neither. 

Ham, Who ist to be buried in't? 

Graue. One that was a Woman, Sir; but, reſt her 
Soul, ſhe's dead. | 


"= How abſolute the Knave is? we 3 ſpeak by 1 
the Card, or Equivocation will undo us. Horatio, this 


three Years I have took notice of it, that the toe of the 


Peaſant comes ſo-near the. heel of the Courtier, he galls 
his Kibe, How long - haſt thou been a Gravemaker ? 


Grawe. Of all the Days i' th'Year, I came to't that 
Day our laſt King Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 
Ham. How long is that fince ? 


Grave. Cannot you tell that, every Fool can tell that; 
it was that very Day that young Hamlet was born, he 


that i is mad and ſent into England. 
Ham. Ay marry, why was he ſent into Es FETY ? 
Grabe. Why! becauſe he was mad; he mall recover 


his Wits there, or if he do 0. tis no great matter 


there. 5 
Here. Why? ? 


© Grave. Twill not be ſeen in bim there, there are | 
Men as Mad as he, : 1 


Ham. How came be mad! 


_ _ Grave. Very ſtrangely, they fay. 


Han. How ſtrangely? 
Grave. Faith e en with 7775 his Wits. 


Han. Upon what gro 


Grave. Why here in = SY ; where I have been 
Sexton, Man and Boy, thirty Years. _ 

Ham. How Jong will a Man lie i tl". Earth er he 
rot? 
SErave. Faith if he be 201 rotten — "Rf die, 2s we 


have many a pocky Coy: that will ſcarce hold the lay. 
ä | ing 


Ham. Thou doſt lye in't, ts be in t and ſay it is thine, 


Grave. Tis a quick Lye, Sir; il again from me 


1 a 


E "ail 


. 


fo. 


5 
u 


e 


Prithee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 


| 
[ 
} - | \ 
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ins in, he will laſt yeu ſome eight Vears, or nine Years, 
a 3 will laſt you nine Vears. BY, 
Ham. Why he more than another? N 

Grave. Why, Sir, is Hide is ſo tann'd with his 


Trade, that he will keep out Water a great while, and 
your Water is a ſore decayer of your whoreſon dead 


Body : here's a Scull now hath lien you i th Earth 
three any twenty Years. | Fn 
Ham. Whole was it? By 


Grawe. A whoreſon mad F ellow”s it was; Whoſe do 


you think it was? | | 
Ham. Nay I know not. 8 
Grave, A peſtilence on him for a mad Rogue, he 
pour'd a Flaggon of Rheniſh on my head once: this 
ſame Skull, Sir, was Sir York's Sulf, the King's 
jeſter, 7E: F 
Ham. This? | | 
Eo SL : 
Ham, Alas, poor Yorick ! I knew him, Horatio, a 


Fellow of infinite Jeſt, of moſt excellent Fancy; 1 | 118 
\ hath borue me on his Back à thouſand times. Here if 


bung thoſe Lips that T have kiſs'd I know not how 
oft; where be your ſibes, now, your Jeſts, your Songs, 


55 your Flaſhes of Merriment, that were wont to - ſet the 


Table on a roar? Not one now to mock your own 


_ grinning? quite chopfaln ? Now get you to my Ladies 
Table, and tell her: let her paint an inch thick, to this 


nee ſhe muſt come; and make her laugh at 
that. = 1 155 | „ al 64 , | 


Hor. What's that, my Lord? 3 858 


5 


Ham. Doſt thou think Alexander look'd on this faſhion 


i th' Earth? 


©” oy Lp Cem 
Ham, And ſmelt ſo? pah. [Smelling to the Skull, 
Her. Een fo; my Lud. 


Ham. To what baſe Uſes we may return, Horatio ? 
Why may not Imagination trace the noble Duft of Alex- 
ander, till we find it ſtopping a Bung- hole? 

- Hor, Twere to cal 

0. 


er too curiouſly, to conſider 


Ham 


. A ̃ —ͤAVœn : 8 
7 


A miniſtring Angel ſhall my Siſter be, 
5 * thou lieſt houling. 
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Hem. No faith, not a jot, but to follow him thither 
| with modeſty enough, and likelihood to lead it. As 


thus, Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander 


returneth to Duſt, the Duft is Earth, of Earth we make 
Lome, and why of that Lome whereto he was Conver- 


ted, might they not ſtop a Beer- barrel? 
Imperial Cz/ar dead, and turn d to Clay, 
Might ſtop a hole to keep the Wind away. 
O that that Earth, which Rope the World in awe, 
Should patch a Wall rerpel e Waters Flaw. | 


Saane draws, and diſcovers the King, Queen, Laeres, 


and Priefi with a Corps. 


: But ſoft, but ſoft a-while, here comes the King, 


The Queen, and all the Court: who is this they follow, 


And with ſuch maimed Rites ? This doth betoken, 


The Corps they follow did with 3 * 
Deſtroy its own Life ; . _ 88 
Stand by a while, and mark. . 
Laer. What Ceremony elſe . 
Ham. That is Laertes, a very noble Youth, 
Laer. What Ceremony elſe ? 
Pri. Her Obſequies have been as far enlarg d 
As we have warrantry; her Death was doubtful, 


And but that great Command o'er-ſways the Order, , | 


She ſhould in Ground unſanctify'd be lodg d; 5 
For charitable Prayers, 


Flints and Pebbles ſhould be thrown upon her: 
Vet here ſhe is allow'd her Virgin Rites, | 


Her Maiden Strewments, ang the bringing nome. 
Of Bell and Burial, | 

Laer, Muſt there no more. be done ? 

Prieſt. No more: 


We ſhould prophane the Service of the Dead, 
Jo ſing a Reguiam, and ſuch Reſt to v 
As to peace parted Souls. 


Laer. Lay her i th' Eanb. 


And from her fair and unpolluted Fleſh 1 > _ | 


May Violets ſpring : I tell thee, churliffi Prieft, 


8 OJ uz 322 ty» 
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Han. What! the fair Ophelia ! 
Queen. Sweets to the Sweet, farewel. 
[Throws in a Srl of Flowers. 


| T hop'd thou ſhould'ſt have been my Hamlets Wite; 


| thought thy Bride-bed to have deck'd: ſweet Maid, 


And not have ſtrew'd thy Grave, 


Laer. O treble Woe? | | 
Fall ten times double on that curſed Head, 
Whoſe wicked Deeds depriv'd thee of : 
Thy moſt ingeauous Senſe ; hold off the Earth awhile, 
Till I have caught her once more in my Arms. 

[ Leaps into the G. rave. 


Now pile your Duſt upon the Quick and Dead, 
Till of this Flat a Mountain you have made 
T' o'ertop old Pelion, or the skyiſn Head 


Of blue Olympus. 

Ham. What is he whoſe Grief = 

Bears ſuch an Emphaſis, whoſe Phraſe of Sorrow: 

Conjures the wandering Stars, and makes them fland 

Like wonder-wounded hearers ? *Tis I, 

Hamlet the Dane. 88 U caps into the Grow. 
Laer. Perdition catch thee! [Grappling with bim. 
Ham. Thou pray'ſt not well: 

I prithee take thy Fingers from my * | 

For tho' 1 am not ſplenative and raſh, 


Yet have I in me ſomething dans 
Which let thy Wiſdom fear Hold off thy hand. 


King. Pluck them aſunder. 
Ho: Good my Lord, be quiet. | 
Ham, Why 7 will fight With him upon this Theme, 


Until my Eye. lid will no longer wag. 


Queen. O my Son! what Theme? 
Ham. I lov d Ophelia, forty thouſand Brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of Love 
Make up my Sum : What wilt thou do _e her? 
King. O he is mad, Laertes. | 
Queen. Forbear him: | 
Ham. Shew me what thou wilt FR 5 
Wile weep, wilt fight, wilt faſt, wilt tear meat 


Wilt drink up Eil, eat a Crocodile ? 
I' do't. Doſt thou come here to whine ? 


To out-face me with leaping in her Grave? 


= buried quick with her, and fo will L _ And 
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And if you prate of Mounlains, let them throw 
Millions of Acres on us, till our Ground 5 
Singeing his Pate againſt the burning Zone, 


Make O a like a Wart: nay, and thou Ie mouth, ; | 


Pl} rant as well as thou. 


Queen. This is mere Madneſs, |  _. 4 F 


| And thus a while the Fit will work on him * 


* 


Anon as patient as a female Dove, 

When firſt her golden Couplets are diſclos'd 3 

His Silence will fit dreoping. - 
Ham. Hear you, Sir, 

What is the reaſon that you uſe me thus? 

J lov'd you ever: but it is no matter, 

Let Hercules himſelf do what he may, 

The Cat will mew, a Deg will have his Day. 


[ Zæ. Ham. and Hor 


King. I pray thee, good e wait upon him, 
Strengthen, your Patience in our laſt Night's Speech. 


We'll put the matter to the bo puſh "I 
Good Gertrude, ſet ſome watch over your Son. 


This Grave ſhall have a living Monument : [E rent. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 


Ham. So much for this, Sir, you wall now ſee the 
You do remember all the. Circumſtance? (other; 


Hor. Remember it, my Lord? 


Ham. Sir, in my Heart there was a kind of f fighting | 
That would not let me ſleep. | 


And that ſhould learn us, 


There's a. Divinity that ſhapes our ads, 


Rough-hew them how we will. 

Hor. That is moſt certain. 

Ham. Up from my Cabbin, 1 
My Sea-gown wrapt about me, in the Dark 
I grop'd to fir d them out, had my Deſire, 
Reach'd their Packet, and in fine withdrew 


To mint own Room again, making ſo bold 


(My Fears forgetting Manners) to unfold 


Their grand Commiſſion; where I found, Hor alie, 


An exact Command, 


That 


* « 


[To Laertes | 


SIT 


— 1 


F 


e 


PPT RES 


&5 


r. 


Es. 


, 


he 


15 


NE 


My Head ſhould be ſtruck off. 
Hor. Is't poſlible ? 
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5 That ſoou as I to mar ge ; 


FY 


Ham. Here's the Commiion; read i It mn 53 line: "= 


Hor. I beſcech you. 


Bu wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ? 


LD 


Ham. Being thus be- netted roünd with Villains, | 


Eer I could make a Prologue to my Brains, 


They had begun the Play, I fat me down, 


Devis'd a new Commiſſion,” who's it fair, ta 


Wilt thou know 


Th' Effect of what 1 vrote f ry 


Hor. Ay, good my Lord. 


"Hem. An earneſt Conjuration from tho King, 


A3 E ngland was his faithful Tributary, 
As Love between them like the Palm might flouriſh, 


Without debatement further more or 


He ſhould thoſe Bearers put to ſudden Death. 


Hor. How was this ſeald?* 


leſs, 


As Peace ſhoald ſtill her wheaten Garland dnl Þ | 
That on the view of theſe Contents, 


Ham. I had my Father's Signet in my Podker, ; 


Which was the Model of that Daniſb Seal; 
I folded the Writ up in the Form of th* other, 3 
Subſcrib'd i, gave't ch” Impreſſion, Plac d i 75 ff 
Now the next day * 


Was our Sea- fight, and what to this was ſequent 


Thou knowſ already. 


Hor. So Guildenſtern and We went to't. 


Ham. They are not near my Conſcience their Defeat 


Does by their own Inſinuations grow 3 
Hor. Why what a King is this? 


Ham. Does it not, think you, ſtand me now upon ? 
He that hath Kkill'd my King, and whor'd my Mother, 


3 in 2 the 3 and my 
rown out his le for my pr 
And with ſuch — gy ork 


En nter Oſtrick. 


0. You dean is rights onda to 88 3 


ak,” 


EN CTY perſoRt Conſcience ?- 


_— 
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Ham. I humbly nds ou, Sir. 
Doſt know this Water- 8 
Hor. No, my good Lord. 


„Ham. Thy ſtate is the more ROT, for "tis a Vice 
to know him, he hath much Land and fettile; let a Beaſt 


be Lord of Beaſts, and his Crib ſhall ſtand at the King's 
meſs; tis a Chough, but as I faid, ſpacious in the poſ- 
ſeſſion of Dirt. 


OR. Sweet Lord, if your Lordſhip were -at leiſure, I 


ſhould impart-a thing to you from his Majeſty, 


Ham. I will receive it, Sir, with all diligence of Spirit | 


your Bonnet to his right uſe, tis for the Head. 

3 I thank your Lordſhip, tis very hot. 
„Han. No believe me, it is very cold; the Wind p 
Nottherly. 

of It is indifferent cold, my Lord, en 


am. But yet methinks it is "yy ale and hot or 


my Complexicn 


Ot. Exceedingly, my Lord, i it is very ſultry. as: tert | 
I cannot tell how. My Lord, his Majeity bid me ſignify! 
unto you, that he has laid a great 98 on Nur Head, 


Sir, this is the matter. 
Ham. I beſeech you remember. 


O,. Nay good my Lord, for my eaſe. Sir, heres is 
newly come to Court Laertes, believe me an abſolute 
Gentleman, full of moſt excellent Differences, of very 
ſoft Society, and great Shew-; indeed, to ſpeak feelingly 


of him, he is the very Card or Kalender of Gentry, tor 


you ſha'l-find j in him the Subſtance of what part a Gen- 


temen would fee. 


Ham. Sir, his B ſuffers no n you; tho” 
I know to divide him inventorially would perhaps dizzy - 


the i of Memory. But in che variety of 


Extolment, I take him to be a Soul of great article, and 


his Infuſion of ſuch a dearth and rareneſs, as to make 


true Diction of him, his Semblable is his Mirror; and 


who elſe would trace him, his Umbrage, and nothing 


more. 


_ Op. Your Lordſhip ſpeaks moſt infallibly of him. 


Ham. The Concernancy, Sir, why LY we . the 


Gentleman in our cawer reach? 


5s of 6th, - 3 % 10 x : 
”.8 5 4 # "> 41 * 4 
. * 8 
# 
" = * 
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* * 
[4 


„ oe 8. ao Ew 


5 Hen Wh __ the Nomination of thi Gant: 


not much approve me———well 


iin! in Excellence ; for to know a Man well, were 
to _ himſelf. 


3 King, ir, hath wager'd with him fix Saks Horſes, 


Rapiers and Poniards,with their Affign s, as Girdle, Hang- 
er, and ſo· three of the Carriages are very deartofancy, _ 
very n delicate Carriages, and of 8 


ter, if we: carry'd a Cannon by our fides. But on, fix 
 Barhary Horſes againſt fix French Swords, their Poniards 
and Aſfigns, and three liberal conceited Carriages, that's 


His; 44 hath laid twelve to nine, and it would come 
to immediate trial, if your Lordſhip would — x 


= - the Anſwer. 
| fon in trial. 


| the breathing time of the day with me: let the Foils be 
' oy the Gentleman * and the King hold his 
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man ? HE Ib | 
am. ' Of him. Sir. 4 . 


- Of. I know ou are not ignorant. | 
2 I would you did, Sic yer if you di aid, & would 


' Of. You- are not igrorant of what Excellence Laer- 


tes 18. 


Ham. I dare not confeſs that, leſt I ſhould compare 


I mean, Sir, for his Weapon ; he's wg. 
m. What's his Weapon? 
Of. Sin le Rapier. 


againſt the which he hath impawn''d, as I take it, fix French 


very liberal Conceit. 
e en you'ths nee e = 
of The Condens Sir, are the Hangers. _ * 
am: The Phraſe would be more germain to the mat- 


the French Bett againſt the Daniſh, as I take it. 
"Of. The King hath laid, Sir, that in a dozen Paſſes 
between yourſelf and him, he ſhall not exceed you three 


Ham. Mow if T anfirer no? \ = 
Op, I mean, my Lord, Re opa of your Pe | | 


Ham. Sir, T will walk here in the Hall, it 8 


pur» 


* 2 
* * 5 4 4 
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purpoſe, I will win for him if I can; if . 1 * 


gain nothing but my ſhame, and the odd hits 

O... Shall I deliver it ſo?; _.. 

Ham. Lo this effect, Sir, after what flouriſh your 
Nature will. 

Of. I commend my Duty to your 1 ,ordſhip. (Exit. 


Ham. Yours does well to commend it ſelf, theres sns 


| SHOE elſe fit for its turn. . 


5 = 2 This Lap-wing runs away with the Shell on his 
Ham. Thus has he, and many more of the be 0 | 


| that I know, only got the tune of the Time, a habit of 
Encounter, a kind of miſtry Collection, which carries 


them 'thro and. thro the moſt profane and renowned 


Opinions; and do but blow them. to e — the 
Bubbles are out. 


* ple a n Gentleman, 


. Gent. My Lord, his Ma ielty- ar him to _ 


| by young Oftrick, who — back to him that you at- 
tend him in the Hall: he ſends to know if your pleaſuie 
hold to play with Laertes, or that you will take longer 
time ? 


Ham. I am conſtant to my purpoſes, they follow the 


| King's pleaſure; if his fitneſs ſpeaks, mine is ready, now 
or whenſoever, provided I be ſo able as now]. 
Gent. The King and Queen, and all axe coming dom. 
Ham. In happy tine. 


Gear, The (nern defres you; tocla fame grove En- 


tertainment to Laertes, before Lo 80 U to © play. 25 
Han. She well inſtructs me. au 
Hor. You will loſe, my Lor. 
Ham. I do not think fo ; ſince he went invo Fram 
I have been in continual practice; I ſhall win at the odds: 


GY deen | 


but it is ho matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my Lord. 7 

Ham. It is by th lg but i hs ach a kindofboding 
as would 1 trouble a Woman. 

Hor. I 


8 9 ed 
* 


ur Mind giſlikę any thing obey i itz I will. 
ei cer repair hither, and ay ou are not fe,, . 


ill 


And you muſt needs have heard how I am puniſh'd 


The King ſhall dtink to Hambet's eter breath, 


Hanz, Prince of Denmark. 23 
Ita. Net a whit, we defy Augury. [Exeunt. 
Scene draws and diſcovers King, Queen, Laertes, Gentle- 
men and Guards. Re. enter Hamlet and Horatio. | 
King. Come Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 
Ham Give me your pardon, Sir ; I've done you wrong. 
Bot pardon t as you are a Gentleman: this Preſence 
knows, | 


With a fore Diſtraction; what I have done, 
That might your Nature, Honour, and Exception, 


| Roughly awake, I here proclaim was Madneſs. 
Let my diſclaiming from a purpos'd Evil, 


Free me ſo far in your moſt generous Thoughts, 5 
That I have ſhot my Arrow o'er the Wn, h 


And hurt my Brother. RE 


Laer. I am ſatisfy d 1 in 5 


Whoſe Motive in this caſe THould ſtir me maſh. 


To my Revenge: | 
I do reteive your offer'd i like Love, 


| And will not wrong it. os 


Ham. I embrace it freely, 


And will this Brother's Wager frankly play: 


Give us the Foils. 
Laer. Come; one for me. Fe 5 
Ham. T'll be your Foil, Laertes, in my Ignorance : 


Pourskill ſhall, like a Star, ith” darkeſt Ni ight appear. 


Larr. You mock me, Sir. 
Ham. No, on my Honour. 
King. Give them the F ois young Quad. OY 


| Hamlet, you know the Wager. 


Ham. Very well, my Lord:. 


Yout Grace has laid the Odds 0 4 aka Side. | 


King. T donot fear it, I have'ſeen you both ; 


| But ſince he's better d, we have t ore odds. 


Laer. This is too heavy, let me ſee another. 
Ham, This likes me 46 theſe F oils have all a length. 
25 Ay, my good Lord. 

Set me the Stoops of Wine upon the Table 1. 


11 Ratet give the firſt or ſecond hit, 


Or quit in anſwer of the third Exchange, 
Let all the Battlements their Ordnance fire ; 


Aud 


4 HamLer, Prince of Denmaik, 


And in the Cup an Onyx ſhall he throw, . _ + 
Richer than that which four ſucceſſive Kings } 
In Denmar#s Crown have worn, Give me the Cup, i 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpet ſpeak, , 
The Trumpet to the Cannoneer without, 


The Cannons to the Heavens, the Heavens to-Eanth, 40 
No the King drinks to Hamlet : come begin. | 


Trumpets eng 
_ you the Judges _ a wary Bye. | 


Ham. F ment. 


| wink Shout, 
Of. A Hit, a very palpa ble Hit, 


thine, here's to — Health: Give him the 

Ham. I'll play this Bout firſt, ſet it by a while. 
Come another Hit - what enk e 
Laer. I do confeſs t. 
King. Our Son mali win. 5 


Queen. Here Hamlet. 8 . | 
| The 2 ſalutes thy Fortune, f ane "M | 


King rr do not drink. e 
| 8 J will, my Lord, I pray ou 1 me. 


Nigg. It is the poiſon'd ©up, i it is too late. Aut, 
| — J dare not drink yet, Madam, . = 
Laer. My Lord, I'll hic him now. 7 i 
King. I do not think't. 
Laer. 2 it is almoſt: inſt my Conſcience fl, 
Ham. Come for the third, Laertes, you but oP a2 
1 . e 


| Jam ſure you make a Wanton of me. 


Laer. Say you ſo? Come on. 
Q. Nothing neither way. 
Laer. Have at you now. 


[Laertes 2vounds Hamlet; in in fling they change Rei = 


and Hamlet avounds Laertes.] 
Ling. Part them, they are — 


27. Look tothe Queen there, hob 


— — | 
med ad ont CIC a 


rags, Trumpets, 
Laer. Well —— again. L Hourzib, a ber f 1 
King. Stay, give me the Drink, Hamlet, this this Pe 8 


th 
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Hor. They bleed on both fides. How i is't my Lord 
How ist Laertes? 
Lacr. Why asa Woodcockcaught in mine own Springe, 
Tam juſtly kill'd with mine own Treachery. "TONES" 
Ham. How does the Queen ?' 


King. She-ſutcetis tb . ehihs bie- ae. 
No no, the Drink, the ON, my dear 
Lari 2 [She Dies. 


Ham. O Villain! ho, let the Door be * dz 


| Treachery ! ſeek it out. 


Laer. It is here, Hamlet thou art ſlain 


No Medecine in the World can do thee good, : 


In thee there is not half an hour's Life : WS W Wo 


The treacherous Inſtrument is in this hand, 


Unbated and envenom d; the foul Practice 
Hath turn'd itſelf on me. Lo here I lie, 


Never to riſe again: thy Mother's poiſon d, | 
I can no mote—the King, the King's to blame: 112 


Ham. * Foine enen 'd 09, then Venom to thy 


wark, LE La le . . 


l. Treaſbn, Treaſon 1 . 
King. O yet defend me F riends ! 1 am but kurt. 
Ham. Here thou inceſtuous Dane, 


| Follow my Mother. [Ang 


Laer. Exchange Forgiveneſs with me noble flag. 


Mine and my Father's Death come upon thee, 


Nor thine on me. [Dies. 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, 1 follow ther: 

Wretched Queen; farewel. 

You that look pale and tremble at this Chance, 


There are but Mutes and Audience to this Act, 


Had I but time {as this fell Serjeant Death 


Is ſtrict in his Arreſt) O I could tell you; 


But let it be: Horatio, I am dead; 
Thou liv'ſt, report me and my Cauſe aright 


. To the unſatisty'd. 


Hor, Never believe it. . 
I am more an antique Roman fan a Dar | 


Here's yet ſome ſome Liquor left, 


- Ham. As thou'rt a Man, 
Give me the REL ; 1 80, I'll have: 


* 


"oe e Prince je D HN 


O Horatio, think what a wounded Name, "i 1 va 

Things ſtanding thus unknown, ſhall I leave behind tk 

thou didit ever hold me in thy Heart, N 
ſent thee from Felicity a- while, by BEE 

And in this harſh World draw hy. Breath in pain 

08 tell wy — What Warlike Nene i is this? A} =: 


N Oltrick. 


| 07 3 Poreinbracwith Conqueſt come gem Pola 
The Amballadors of Ermland give this warlike hee 
Han. Ol die, Horatio, | 


1 The potent Poiſon bree 


—— 


J cannot live to hear the News from Eng ut, 
But I do propheſy the Election lights 1 5 
On Fortinbras; he has my dying Voice. 
So tell him with the Occurrents more and loſs ©: 13 | 
Which have ſollicited, O---the reſt in filence; / TDi IN 
Hor. Now cracks the Cordage of a noble lea, D goo Be 
a night, ſweet Prince, 5 1 
38 Choir of Angels ang thee to thy Reſt. 


Enter Fortinbras with the dnbaſator. 4 


Fer. Bae Engle? like a Soldier to the Sage; | 
For he was likely, had he been put on, me” 
T' have prov'd moſt royal: and for his Paſſage, _ | ö 
The Soldier's Muſick, Ind the Rites of 19 i 


1 | © . 
| ake up the Bodies; ſuch a Sight a tir | 1 
Jecomes the Field, but here ſhews much ami, Wy 2 
ED Bid the Soldiers mot. Fa 4 
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"2. 5 
N * 5 
Dramatis Perſonas 


Uns Ceſard, | | * = 2200 — 0 | 
Octavius Cefar. A 
N. Antony: = 715 
Brutus, 
Caſſius, 
Z =: - £5 
Treboni ius, 1 7 
Ligarius. 


chr) 4 „ 


Decius Brutus, lius Czlar. 
Netellus Cimber . 


F lavius, 


| Artemidorus, 4 Soong Jager.” Cry off, — 


1 — 3 3 Þ Friend to Brutus Aa. 


Cinna, the Poet. _ FF 
Lucius, Servant 40 Brutus. EIN 


| Calphumias Wiſe 70 Taxa EY 
Portia, Wife to W n 
Plebeians, Gua N pt? re ol 
| 8 SEN E for-.the. three fuk: Als, and. be- . 
Einning of the Fourth. in Rome, far the 


 _ remainder of the Fourth" near Sardis, jor r 
te HF ith in the Tields of Philippi. 
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ACT. £7 s CEN E I. | 
: SCENE. Nome. hr e | 


Enter Flavius, Murellus, and certain Com- 
moers over the Stage. | 


Ls ; | 
{NCE ; Home you idle Creatures, ba 4 
you home; 
Is' this a Holysday? What know you not, 
Delng Mechanical, you ought not to wayk 
Upon a labouring Day, without the Sin 
Of your Profellion? e What Trade 
art thou ? f 5 
Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. 
Mur. Where is thy Leather Ates, ah thy Rule? 
What doſt thou with thy beſt Apparel on? | 
You Sir, what Trade are you? 
Cob. Truly Sir, in reſpect of a fine" Workman I am 
but as you would ſay, a Coble. 
Maur. But what Trade art thou? anſwer me directly. 
Ca. A Trade, Sir, that I hope I may ufe with a ſafe 
Conſcience, which is indeed, Sir, a mender of bad Soals. 
Flav. What Trade, thou Knave? ? thou naughty nave, 
what Trade? 
Cob. Nay, I beſeech you, Sir, be not out with me ; yet 
if you be out, Sir, T'can mend you. 
Mur. What W thou by that? Mend me, thou 
1 Fellow? rhe 
| Cob, 
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Cob. Why, Sir, Cobble you. 


Fav. Thou art a Cobler, art thou? EEE 
Cob. Truly Sir, all that I live by, is the Awl: mes 
dle with no Tradeſman's Matters, nor Woman + Matters; 


but withal, -I am indeed, Sir, a 8 te old Shooes; 
When they are in great Banger, I recover them. As pro- 
per Men as ever trod upon 3 — 
my handy-work. 

Flev. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to Day 5 
Why doſt thou lead theſe Men about the Streets? 

Cob. Truly Sir, to wear out their Shooes, to get my 
elf into more work. But indeed Sir, we make Holy-day 
to ſee Cæſar, and to rejoice in his Triumph. | 

Mur. Wherefore cat — l. Conqueſt MES 

he home? 
What Tributaries follow him to Rome. 
To grace in Captive Bonds his Chariot Wheels 1 
You Blocks, you Stones, you worſe then ſenleſs Things !. 
O you hard Hearts You cruel Men of Rome ! 
| Knew you not Pompey © many a time and oft 
Have you climb'd up to Walls and Battlements, 
To Towers and Windows, yea to Chimney tops, 
' Your Infants in your Arms, and there have fate 
The live- long Day with patient E xpectation, . 
Js ſee great Pompey paſs the Streets of Rome? 
And when you ſaw his Chariot but appear: 
Have you not made an Univerſal Shout, - 
That 7jber trembled underneath his Banks 
To hear the Replication of your Sounds, 
Made in his Concave Shores? 
And do you now put on your beſt Attire . 
And do you now cull out an Holy: daß? 
And do you now ſtrew Flowers in his way r: 
"Be comes in Triumph over ' Pompey” 8 Blood N 
Run to your Houſes, fall upon your Knees, 
Pray to the Gods, to intermit the Plague, | 
Thar needs muſt light on this Ingratitude. 

Flay. Go go, good Countrymen, and for this baut 
Aſfembie all the poor Men of your fort, 

Draw them to Yer Bank, and weep your Tears 
Into the Channel, 'ull the loweſt Stream 


Do 


Do kiſs the moſt exalted Shores of all. E xeunt * 

See where their baſeſt Mettle be not mov d. 

They vaniſh tongue: ty d in their Gulltineſs. 

Go you down that way towards the Capitol, 

This way will 1; Difroble the Images, 

If you do find chem deck d with 

Mur. May we do ſo? © 

You khow it is the Feaſt of Latevcal, 
Flav. It is no matter, let no image 


monies. 


Be hung with Cæſar's Trophies; I'll about, | 


And drive away the Vulgar trom the Streets ; 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick, c. 
'Theſe growing Feathers pluckt from Cz/ar's Wing, 


Will make him fly or ordinary Pitch, 


Who elſe would ſoar above the view of Men, | 
And keep us all in ſervile Fearſulneſs. Exeunt. 
Enter Cæſar, Autobdy for the Courſe, Calphutnia, Portia, 
Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caſſius, -Cafka; a Mugs" 
_ after them Miurellus and Flavius. 
Cz). Calpharna. ; 
. Cafe, Peace ho, Cefar ſpeaks; 
Ce/. Calphurnia, 1 | 
Calp. Here my Lord. ES, 
Cz/. Stand you directly in Antonis S way, | 


WS. Þ . 


When he doth run his Courſe. ane, * 


Ant. Ceſar my Lord. 
Cz/. Forget not in your ſp 


| ate 


| To touch Caiphurnia; for our Elders ſay, 


The Barren touched in this holy W 


Shake off their ſteril Courſe. i : : 


Ant. I ſhall remember. 


When Cæſar ſays, Do this ; 15 1 1s EO DOTY 


Cæſar. Set on, and denne no pres out. Ju 
Sooth. Cæſar. 2-8 3 4 1 
Cæſ Ha! who calls ? | 
_ Caſe, Bid every Noiſe be till; Peace yet again. [ 
Cæœſ. Who is it in the Preſs that calls on me; 
I hear a Tang, ſhriller than all the Muſick, 
Cry, Cz/ar : Speak; Cz/ar is turn'd to heat. 
| $2oth. Beware the Ides of March. 4 310 
Cæſ. What Man is that? 
Bru. A Sooth- * bids you beware the Ides of March. 


Cz/- 
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N get him before me, let me ſee his Face, 
. Fe ellow; come from the Throng. look upon Cela, 


C. What lav'& thou to me now? eee again. 
HSäaatb. Beware the-Ides of March. 


k WR? He! is a Dreamer, 4 us leave him: Paſs, 


[DE EEE 


” wl rr > ty 


Caf 1 I pray you Fg | do 
Bru. | am not Gameſom ; a 1 do lack "ang 
Of that quick Spirit that is in Antony: 

Let me not hinder, Calſius, your Defires 3 
II- leave you.. 
Ca ſ Brutus, I do «bſerve you now of . 5 
I have not from your Eyes that Gentleneſs 
.\And'fhew: of Love, as I was wont to have; 
Vou bear too ſlubborn, and too ſtrange a Hand 
: Over your Friends, that love von. . 
Bru. Caſſius, \ _ - 
Be not deceiv'd : If I have veil'd my . 
T turn the Trouble of my Countenance 
Meerly upon my ſelf. Vexed I am _ 
Ot late, with Paſſions of ſome Dene, 
Conceptions only proper to my ſelf, | 
Wich give ſome Soil, perhaps, to my Debavioor : 
Bat let not therefore my good Friends be griev d, 
Among which Number Caſſins be you one, 
Nor confirue any further my Neglect, f 
Than that poor Brutus, with himſelf at War, 
Forgets the ſnews of Love to other Men. f 
- _ Ca/. Then Brutus, J have much miſtook your Paſſion, 
By Means whereof; this Breaft of mine hath ien 
Thoughts of great Value, worthy Cagitations. 
Tell me good Brutus, can you fee your Face? | 
- © Bru. No, Caſſius; for the Eye ſees not it ſelf, 
But by Reflection, by ſome other n HEE 
Cay. Nis aft; 52 [66 
And it is very much lamented; a TH! 
That you have no ſuch Mirrors, as will turn 
Vour hidden worthineſs into your Eye, 
That you might fee your Shadow, I have teard.- 
"Whero many of the beſt W in Rome, 


FCC. at 3 a 
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Except 


us, 


i, 


If it be ought toward the g 
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Except immortal Cæſar, ſpeaking of Brutus , 
And groaning underneath this Age's Voak, | 
Have wiſh'd that noble Brutus had his Eyes. * 

Bru. Into what Dangers would you lead me, Caffius ? 
That you would have me ſeek into my ſelf, 

For that which is not in me? 

Caf. Therefore, good Brutus, be LA to hear: 
And fince you know you cannot ſee your ſelf - 
So well as by Reflection; I, your Glaſs, | 
Will modeſtly diſcover to your ſelf _ 

That of your ſelf, which yet you know not ob... 

And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus; 

Were I a common Laugher, or did uſe 


Jo ſtale with ordinary Oaths my Love 


To every new. Proteſtor; if you know _ 
That I do fawn on Men, and hug them hard, 
And after ſcandal them ; or if you know, 
That I profeſs my ſelf in Banqueting _ 
To all the Rout, then hold me dangerous. 
Fhuriſb and $ 8 
Bra. What means this e 1 do wine the e 
Chuſe Cæiſar for their King. 
Ca/. Ay, do you fear it? 1 
Then muſt I think you would not have it ſo. 
Bru. I would not, Ca/fus ; yet 1 love him well: 
But wherefore do you hold me here ſo long? 
What is it, that you would impart to me? 
en Good, 
Set Honour in one Eye, and Death i'th' other, | 
And I will leok on both indifferently: - 
For let the Gods ſo ſpeed me, as I love 
The name of Honour, more than I fear Death, 
Ca/. I know that Virtue to be in you, Brutus. 
As well as-I do know your outward Favour ; 
Well, Honour is the ſubject of my Story : _ 
I cannot tell, what you and other Men 
Think of this Lite ; but for. my e ſelf, 
J had as lief not be, as live to be eq 
In awe of ſuch a Thing as I my ſelf. © 
was born free as Ce/ar, ſo were TO. 
We both have fed as well, and we can both 
Endure the Winter's .cold, as Wes: as he. 


1 7 A 5 
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For once, upon a raw and guſty Day, 1578 . 
The troubled Tyber chafing with his Shores, \ 
C-/ar lays to me, Dar'ſt thou Caius now \ 
Leap in with me into this angry Flood. 8 
And ſwim to yonder Point? Upon the word, | Y 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, | " B 
And bad him follow ; ſo indeed he did. \ 
The Torrent roar'd,” and we did buffet it 1 
With luſty Sinews, throwing i it aſide, T 
And ſtemming it with Hearts of Controverſy. R 
But e er we could arrive the Point propos'd, V 
Cæſar cry'd, Help me Caffizs, or I fink. B 

J, as Eneas, our great Anceſtor, V 
Vid from the Flames of Troy; upon his Shoulder T 
The old Anchiſes bear, fo, from the Waves of ww N 
Did I the tired Cz/er : And this Man * 
Is now become a God, and Caſſius is 1 
A wretched Creature, and muſt bend his Body, | | Ti 

If Cæſar careleſly bu: nod on him, 95 : 


He had a Fever when he was in Spain, | 
And when the fit was on him, I did mark 

How he did ſhake -.'Tis true, this God did ſhake, W 
His coward Lips did from their Colour fly, ; 
And that ſame Eye, whoſe bend doth awe the World,” 11 
Did loſe his Luſtre; I did hear him-groan : 

Ay, and that Tongue of his that bad the Romans 
Mark him, and write his Speeches in their Books 
Alas! it Cry'd nes Give me ſome drink, 777111 . 

As a fick Girl. © Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, Bu 
A Man of ſuch a feeble Temper ſhould © 
So get the Start of the majeflick World, | 

And bear the Palmalone. 2 hs Th 
Bru. Another general Shout? 
I do believe, that theſe Applauſes are 
For ſome new Honours that are heap'd on Cefer. . 
. Caf. Why Man, he doth beſtride the narrow World 1 
| Like a Colofius, and we petty —_— 
Walk under his huge Legs, and peep about 


To find our ſelves, diſhonourable Graves. | x 
Men at ſome times are Maſters of their Fates: | Wi 
The Fault, dear Brutus, is not in our Stars, q 1 , 


But in our ſelves, that we are © Underlings, | 
3 | | Brut 
( 


/ 
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Write them together ; yours is as fair a Name; 
Sound them, it doth become the Mouth as well ; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; Conjure with em. 


Now in the Names of all the Gods at once. 
Upon what Meat doth this our Cæſar feed, 


Rome, thou haſt loſt the breed of noble Bloods. 


But it was fam'd with more than with one Man? 


When could they ſay, til! now, that talk'd of To 


That her wide Walls incompaſt but one Man? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and Room engugh - 

When there is in it but one only Man. 

O ! you and I have heard our Fathers ſay, 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd. 
Th' eternal Devil to keep his State in Rome, 
As eaſily as a King. 

Bru. That you de love me, I am nothing jealons 

What you: would worke to, I have ſome am; 


How I have thought of this, and of theſe times 


* I ſhall recount hereafter : For this preſent, 
4 1 would nat ſo (with Love I might intreat e, 
Be any further mov'd. What you have ſaid, 
I will conſider; what you have to fay, © 
| I will with Patience hear, and find'a time 
But meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high Things. 
Till then, my noble Friend, chew upon __ , 
Brutus had rather be a Villager, 


ih, Than to repute bimſelf a Son of Rene 


1 1 


Brutus and Ce/ar. What ſhould bein that Cæſar 'H 
Why ſhould that Name be ſounded more than yours? 


Brutus will ſtart a Spirit a Spirit as ſoon as 26" 


That he is grown ſo great? Age, thou art By 


When went there by an Age, ſince the great F lood, 


— a 


Under ſueh hard Conditions, as this Time 7, | 


x 


Is like to lay upon us. 
Caſ Lam glad that my weak Word- 


— - "i 
4 -4-4* * 


1d Have Pruck — thus much ſhew of Fire from Brutus. 


Enter Cæſar and his Train. 


Bra The Games are done, and Cæſar is returning. 
Caſ As they pals by, pluck Caſta by the Sleeve, 
And he will, after his ſowre Faſhion, tell aw > 


What hath proceeded worthy Note to day. 
ru. 1 * do ſo: But look you, Cw, 


he 
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The; angry Spot doth glow on Cœſars Brow, 

And all * look fe a 10025 Train; 

Caloburnia s Cheek is pale, and Cicero | 

Looks with ſuch Ferret, and ſuch hery Eyes 

As we have ſeen him in the Capitol, 

Being croſt with Conterence in ſome Senators. 
Ca/. Cale Will tell 0 net, the nee is. 
Cf. Antonia...) |: 
fat. Caſar. ; 

C-/ Let me have Men. Hg me e that are e Fat, 
Sleek headed Men, and ſuch as ſleep a- Nights: 
Yond Caffus has a lean and hungry Look, 
le thinks too much; ſuch Men are dangerous. 

_ £44." Fear him not, Ca/ar, he's not dangerons, | 

He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

Caœſ. Would he were fatter; but I fear bim not: 
Vet if my Name were liable to Fear, 

] do not know the Man I ſhould avoid, 8 1 

So ſoon as that ſpare Cafſivs., He reads much, 

He is a great Obferver, and he looks 

Quite through the Deeds of Men. He Aly no o Play 

As thou. doſt, Antom; he hears no Mufick : 

Seldom he ſmiles, and ſmiles in ſuch a ſort 

As if he mock d himſelf, and feorn'd his Spirit 

That caquid be mov'd to ſmile at any thing. 

Such Men as he be never at Hearts Eaſe, - 

Whilſt the 2 behold a greater than themſelves, 

And therefore are they very dangerous. | 

] rather tell thee w hat is to be fear'd, 62 

Tban What I fear; for always J am Cefar. 

Come on my right Hand, for this Ear is deaf, 

| And ä me "MO what thou think'ſt of him, 

nit | [Zxtunt Cæſar and his Trait, 


| Cack. You pull me ey the Cloak, would you ſpeak 
with me? | 
Bru. Ay "Cake: tel gs what bath dane to Day, 
That Gear looks ſo ſad. ” 
Cask. Why you were with . were you not! 
Bru, 1 ſhould not then ask Casta what had chanc'd. 
Cask. hears there. was a Crown! offer d him; bo " 
$ + 1 11 


— 


4 


— 


18, 


ain. 


time gentler than other ; and at every putting bs mine 
honeſt Neighbours ſhouted. c 


he put it by once; but for all that, to my thinking, he 


then he put it by again; but to my thinking, he was 
very loth to lay his Fingers off it; and then he offe ered it the 


he refus'd it, the Rabblement houted, and clapp'd 
and uttered ſuch a deal of ſtinking Breath, becau 


part, I durſt not laugh, for fear of opening my Lips and 
receiving the bad 7 | 


And honeſt Casta; we have the Falling-Sickneſs. 


ſure Cæſar fell down; if the tag: rag People did not clap 
. hum, and hiſs him, according as he pleaſed, and di- 
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being offered him, he put it by with the back of his 

Hand, thus, and then the Peop'e fell a Sbouting. 
Bru. What was the ſecond Noiſe or? 
Cast. Why, for that too. 
Ca,. They ſhoated thrice : what was the laſt 0 for? 
Cask; Why, for that too. | 
Bru. Was the Crown offer'd him chrice ? 13 
Cast. Ay marry was't, and he put it by thrice, every 


Ca. Who offer'd him the Crown? | 
Cast. Why, Antony. _ | 5-13 437-- 
ru. Tell us the manner of it, Sade Corti, DR 
Cast. I can as well be hang'd as tell the manner of | 
it: It was meer Foolery, I did not mark it. I ſaw Mark 
Antony offer him a Crown, yet 'twas not a Crown nei- 
ther, twas one of theſe Coronets; and, as I tod you, 


would fain have had it. Then he offered it to him again : 


third time; he put it- the third time by; and ſtill as 


their chopt Hands, and threw up their ſweaty Night caps, 

e Cæſar 
retys'd the Crown, that had it almoſt choaked Ce/ar ; 
for he ſwooned, and fell down at it: and for mine own 


Caf. But ſoft I pray you; what did Cæſar ſwoon ? - 
Cast. He fell neon in the Market · place, and foam 'd 
at Mouth, and was ſpeechleſs. | 
Bru. Tis very like, he hath the Falling-Sickneſs. 
Caſ. No, Cæſar hath it not; but you and I, : 


Cast. I know not what you mean by that; but I am 


pleaſed, them as they uſe to do the Players in the Thee- | | 
tre, I am no true Man. 5 
Bru. What laid he, when he came unto himſelf? 

| Cast. 


* Ls 
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© Cask, Mar , before he fell down, when he perceiv'4 
8 common erd was glad he refus'd the Crown, he 
pluckt me o opt his Doublet, and offered them his Throat 


to cut; and J had been a Man of any Oecupation, if! 
would not have taken him at a word, I would I might 
go to Hell among the Rogues; and ſo he fell. When he 
came to himſelf again, he ſaid, If he had done, or ſaid 
any thing amiſs, he deſired their Worſhips to think it 
was his Inf 
ſtood, cryed, Alas, good Soul-----and forgave him wich 
all their. Hearts: But ther es no heed to be taken of them; 
if Cæſar had ſtabb' d their Mothers, they would have 
done no leſs. | 
Bu. And after that, he came, thus lad, away. 

Cask. * 5 
Caf. Did Cicers ſay any thing * 

Cast. Av, he ſpoke Greet. 8 

Caf, To what effect? 

Cast. Nay, and I tell you that, I'll ne i you th 
Face again. But thoſe that underſtood him, ſmil'd at one 


bs. another, and ſhook their Heads; but for mine own part 


je was Greet to me. 1 could tell you more News too 
Murellus and Flavius, for pulling Scarfs of Cæſar's Ima- 
, are put to Silence. Fare you well. There was more 
volery ret, if I could remember it. 
| ill you ſup with- me to Night, Carte? 
| Do No, I am promis'd forth. 
- Caf. Will you dine with me to Morrow 7 


Cask, Ay, if I be alive, and your VO hold, and your 


Dinner be worth the eati 1 5 

Cafe Good, I will expeé you. „ | 
Cask, Do fo : farewel both. Kai 
Bra. What a blunt Fellow is this grown. wo be? 

He was quick Mettle, when he went to School, £ 
Caf. So is he now, in Execution | 

Of any bold or noble Enterprize. 

However he puts on this tarday Form: LIES 

This Rudeneſs is a Sawce to his good Wit, 

Which gives Men ſtomach to digeſt his Words | 


With better Appetites, 
Bru. And fo it is: For this time I will leave you. 


Te morrow, if you Pleaſe to Peak with me, ll 


firmity. Three or four Wenches where 1 


J 1 w EI W FO. 


As if they came from ſeveral Citizens, 
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1 will come home to you; or if you will, 

Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 
Cal. J will do fo: till then think of the World. 

[Ex7t Brutus. 

Well 3 thou art Noble: Vet I ſee 

Thy honourable Mettle may be wrought 

From that tis diſpoſed, therefore tis meet 

That noble Minds keep ever with their likes: 

For who ſo firm, that cannot be ſeduc d? | 

Cæſar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus, 9 

If I were Brutus now, and he were Caſſius, 

He ſhould not humour me. I will this Night, 

In ſeveral Hands, in at his Windows throw, 


Writings, all 1 to the great Opinion 

That Rome ho'ds of his Name: Wherein * 

Caſar's Ambition ſhall be glanced at. 

And after this, let C-z/ar ſeat him ſure, | 

For we will ſhake him, or worſe days endure. Cris. 
Dunder and Lightning. Enter Caska, his Sword 

 draun, and Cicero. 

Cic. Good Even, Casta; brought you Cæſar home? 
Why are you breathleſs, and why ſtare you ſo? 
Cast. Are not you mov'd, when all the ſway of Earth 
Shakes, like a thi ankiny? O Cicero! © _ 

J have ſeen Tempeſts, when the ſcolding Winds 

Have riv'd the knotty Oaks, and I have ſeen 

FT h' ambitious Ocean ſwell, and rage, and foam, 

To be exalted with the threatning Clouds ; 

55 3 till ee e never Kone 3 | 
1 o through a Tempeſt droppin Ire, 

Either cher! is 7 Civil.St rite in Hav K 

Or elſe the World, too ſaucy with the Gods, 
Incenſes them to ſend Deſtruction. 

.  Cic, Why, ſaw you any thing more uh 3 
Cask. A common Slave, you know him well by fights 

Held up his left Hand, which did flame and burn, 
Like twenty Torches join d; ; and yet his Tims 8 

Not ſenſible of Fire, remain d unſcorch'd. 

Befides, 1 ha” not ſince put up my Sword, 

Againſt the Capitol I met a Lion, 

Who glar'd upon * a en furly Fs 


With- 
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Without annoying me. And there were drawn 
Upon a heap, a hundred gaſtly Women, | 
Transformed with their Fear, who ſwore, they ſaw 
Mien, all in fire, walk up and down the Streets. 
And yeſterday, the Bird of Night did ſit, 
Even at Noon- day, upon the Market place. 
Houting and ſhrieking. When theſe badge 
Do ſo conjointly meet, let not Men ſay, | 
Theſe are their Reaſons, they are Natural : 
For I believe, they are portenteus things 

Unto the Climate, that they point upon. 
Cie. Indeed, it is a ſtrange diſpoſed time: 
But Men may conſtrue things after their Faſhion, 
| Clean from the purpole of the things themſelves. 
Comes Cęſar to the Capital tomorrow ?. 
Cas. He doth; For he did bid Antonis 
Fend word to you, "he would be there to morrow. 
8 Good Night t} hen, Caska ; this diſturbed Sky 


$ not to walk in. Ws es. 
- Cas F arewel, — 2 | , Cicero. 
Enter ee ä 
Wbos there? £9 ok 
hi A Roman. 


©, Caſ, Casa, by TRE! (7,25 7 


Cal. Your Ear is good Caf} Mt, 128 Night is this! | 


Ca/. A very ea Night to honeſt Men. 
Cast. Who ever knew the Heav'ns menace fo? 
Caſ. Thoſe that have known the Earth fo full of F aults. 
For my part I have walk d about the Streets, 
Submitting me unto the perillous Night; | 
And thus unbraced. Casta, as you fee, 
Have bar'd my Boſom to the Thunder: ſtone: 
And when the croſs blue Lightning ſcem'd to open . 
The Breaſt of Heav'n, I did preſent my felf, 
Even in the aim and very flaſh of it. 


Caſe. But wherefore did you ſo much tempt bert, us! 7 | 


111 is the part of Men to fear and tremble, 
When the moſt mighty Gods, by tokens, ſend 
Such dreadful Heraids to aſtoniſn us. | 
Caſ. You are dull, Caſta: and thoſe ſparks of TY 
That ſhou'd be in a Roman, you do want, | | 
Or elſe you uſe not; You * Nele, * Swe, 1 , 
' 
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And put on ſear, and caft yourfelf in wonder, 
To ſee the ſtrange impatience of the Heav'ns: 
But if you would conſider the true Cauſe 
Why all theſe Fires, why all theſe gliding Ghoſts, 
Why Birds and Beaſts, from quality and kind, 
Why old Men, Fools, and Children calculate; | 
Why all theſe things change from their Ordinance, 
Their Natures, and pre- formed Faculties, : 
To monſtrous quality ; why, you ſhall find, 
That Heav'n hath-infus'd them with theſe Seine, 
To make them inſtruments of fear and ene 
Unto ſome monſtrous State. 
Now could I, Caſta, name to thee a Man, 
Moſt like this dreadful Night, 
That Thunders, Lightens, opens Graves, a and roars, 
As doth the Lion in the Capitol ;; 5 
A Man no mightier than thy ſelf, or me, 
In perſonal Action; yet prodigiou- grov n, 
And feartul, as theſe ſtrange Eruptions aw" 
Caſe Tis Cæſar that you mean; is it not, Castus "I 
Caſ. Let it be who it is: For Romans now | 
Have Thewes and Limbs like to their Anceſtors 3 
But woe:the while, our Fathers Minds are © 
And we are govern'd with our Mother Spirits, 
7 Yoke and Sufferance ſhew:us womaniſh: 
Caſ. Indeed,” they ſay, the Senators, to morrow | 
Mean to efabliſh Cejfr as a King: 
And he ſhall wear his Crown by Sea, and Land. 
In every Place, ſave here in Italy. . | 
Ca 1 know: where I will were this Dagger then 3 _ 
Caſſius from Bondage will deliver Caius: 5 
Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moſt eng 8 
Therein, ye Gods, you Tyrants do defeat: 
Nor ſtony Tower, nor Walls of beaten Braſs, 
Nor airleſs Dungeon, nor ſtrong Links tef Iron, 
Can be re:entive to the ſtrength of Spirit:t: 
But Life, being weary of the 1 Bars, 
Never lacks Power to diſmiſs it ſelf. 1 
If I know this, know all the World beſides 3 
That part of Ty ranny, that I do bens. n 
can ſhake off at e 


- 


, 


— 


J 
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Cask. So can I. 

So every Bondman i in His own Hand bean 
The Power to cancel his Captivity. . ._ 

Caf. And why ſhould Ceſar be a Tyrant then? 
Peor Man, I know he would not be a Wolf, 
But that he ſees the Romans are but Sheep; 
Uie were no Lion, where not Roman, Hinds. 

Thoſe that with haſte will make a mighty . 
— in it with weak Straws. What traſh is Rome? 

Rubbiſh, and what Offal? when it ſerves 
| te the baſe Matter, to illuminate ? 
So vile a thing as Cz/ar. But, oh Grief! 

Where haſt thou led me? I perhaps ſpeak this 

Before a willing Bondman : Then I know 
My Anſwer muſt be made. But I am arm d, 
And Dan ers are to me indiſſerent. 


Cask. You ſpeak to Cala, and to ſuch a Man, | 


That is no flea:ng Tell tale. Hod, my Hand- 
Be faftious for redreſs of all theſe Griefs, 4 
And I will ſet this Foot of mine as 285 
As who goes fartheſt. 
Cast. There's a Bargain made. | 
Now know you, Caska, I have mov'd | 
Some certain of the nobleſt · minded Romans. 
Te undergo, with me, an Enterprize, 
Of honourable dangerous Conſequence: 
And I & know, by this they ſlay for me 
In Pompey's Porch ; for now this fearful N ht, 1 
There is no ſtir, or walking in the Streets, 
And the Complexion. of the Element 
Is Feav'rous, like the Work we have in hand, 
Moſt bloody, hery, and moſt terrible. 7 
Enter Cinna. 


„en Stand doſe a while, for here "0 one in haſte. 


Ca/., Tis Cinna, I know him by his Gate, 
He is a Friend. Cinna, where haſte you ſo? 


Cin. To find out you: Who's that, Metellus Cimber. 


_ Cof. No, it is Casta, one incorporate | 
To our Attempts. Am TI not ſtaid for, Cinna? _ 


| Cin. I am glad on't. What a fearful Night is this? 
| There' stwo or three of us have ſeen * Sights. | 


Ros Cir. 


her 8 "m I not ſtaid for? tell me. 


% 


Janz c * 


Cin. Ves, you are, 
© Caſſius! If you — Brutus 
To our Party — 

Caſ. Be you content. Good:/Cirne take this Paper, 

And look you lay it in the Prætors Chair, 

Where Brutus may but ſind it; and coo this 

in at his Wind; ſet this up with Wax 
Upon old Brutus Statue: All this done, | | 
Repair to Pompey's Porch, | where you ſhall find us. 

Is Decius Brutus, and re 8 

Cin. All, but Metellus Cimber, and he's gone 
To ſeek you at your Houſe: Well, I will hie, 

And ſo beſtow theſe Papers as you bad me. \ 

Caf. That done, repair to Pompey's Theatre. [ Ex. Cin, 
Come Caska, you and I will, yet e er Day, | 
See Brutus at his Houſe; three parts of him 
Is ours already, and the Men entire, | 
Upon the next Encounter, yields him ours, BY 

Cast. O, he fits high in all the Peoples Hearts: 

And that which would appear Offence 1n us, 
His Countenance, like richeſt Alchymy, 
Will change to Virtue and to Worthineſs. 

Caſ. Him, and his Worth, and our great need of him, 
You: have right well conceited; leg.os %, 
For it is after Midnight, and eber Dar, 
We will 2 ages and 12 ſure of mel Luut. 
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8 nter Brutus. Yo 


HAT Ludust 30 — | 
cannot, by the 0 of hs Stars, 
Give gueſs how near to. Day Lucius, I ſay -/ 
J would it were my fault to ſleep ſo ſoundly, © 
5 When, Lucius, when; awake, I ſay! uM Lucius! 
1 Enter 


1? 


% 
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. Enter Lucius. N G 

Lace: Ha; my Lord? 180 4 855 1 =_ - 
en. Get mea Taper in my Study Luci: 8 Br 
| „ lighted, come and call. me here. $h 
Luc. I will, my Lord. Ex. Bt. 
Bru. It muſt be by his Death : And fas wy part, MW 
J know no perſonal Cauſe; to ſpuin at him, W 
But for the general. He would be crown'd--+ 6 
How that might change his Nature, there's the Queſtion, Sh 
It is the bright Day that brings forth the Adder, M 
And that craves wary, Walking: Crown him — that. > Tt 
And then T grant we put a Sting i in him, $þ: 
That at hi; will- he may do danger with. , Te 
Tb'abuſe of Greatneſs, is, when it diſjoins . If 


Remorſe from Power: and td ſpealè truth of Ca- Th 

I have not known, When his Affections Maped, 

More than his Reaſon. But cis a common Proof, 85 
That Lowlineſs is young Ambition s Ladder, | 


»  -Whereto the Climber upward turns his Face; i din 
But when he once attains the upmoſt Round, Ii 
Hle then unto the Ladder turns his Pack, | Bet 

Looks in the Clouds, ſcorning :the'/baſe: Degrees Ar 
B wich he did ed Sp Ce/ar ea 5:15 * | Lil 
Then, leit he may, ptevent ; and fince the Quanel- Th 
Will bear no colour, ſor the, thing he! iss, AS Ar 
Faſnion it thus ; that what he is: augmented, n 
Would run to theſe, and theſe. Extremities: Th 


And therefore think him as a Serpent's Egg, 
Which hatch d, would, as kind, grow miſchievous, | 5 
And kill him in the Shell. „ W. 
| Lei | 
| . FTbe Taper burneth in your Che 8 N 
Searching the Window for a Flint, I found - | 
This Paper, thus ſeal d' up, and I am ſure, 


It did not lie there, when 1 went to Bed. An 

; 0 [Gives him the Wee Th 
Beru. Get you to Bed again, it is not __— By 
Is not to Morrow, Boy, the firſt of March. © | 
Tuc. know not, Sir. | Th 
Bru. Look in the Kalender, and. bring me KAY Sh 

Luc. 1 will, Sir, SELL S [Exil. ; WI 


Bru. Fhe Exbalations whizzing i in the Air, 8 
Ig : * ive Fo 


„ 


F. 


8 Br atus, "thou fleet) 70 3 1 and fee thyſelf: WAY 


The Genius, and the mortal Inſtruments, Fo 7, 8 f * | 


Who doth deſire to ſee you. 


; 


0 CR 248 


Give o much Highs: that J ee read by them. 
Opens tlie letter and read 5 


Shall Rome,--/pe Artes redrtfor a 4 7 5 oy: 
Brutus thou fleep'/3 x Aae .mib ond i 467% x 
Such Inſtigations have been oflen Arope, Cons abi ot 
Where I have too them up ] wn nt 
$4all Rome. Thus muſt I piece it out. 

Shall Rome ſtand under one Man's awe? What Rome ? 
My Auceſtors did from che Streets of Rone wy. 


The Targainidrive, when.he was call d' a | Ring: 


Sprak, frikes, redre/s:-> Am. I enreared , 3 41 ic 111 | 
To ſpeak, and fiike 7 O Rome, I make 2 ne 
If the redreſs will follow, thou receivſt 7 


Thy full Petition at the Hang of Brutus. 
«11 Enter. Lucius. | 
Luc. Sir, March is waſted fifteen Days. N 
Bru. Lis good. Go to the Gate, ſomebody knocks : 
Since Caſſius firſt did whet me againſt Far F. 


I have not ſlept. 9110 * H 
Between the acting of a dreadful thing, fl a9) 
And the firſt motion, all the Interim lis 


Like a Phantaſma, or a hideous Dream: 


Ate then in Council; and the State of Man, 
Like to a little Kingdom, ſuffers then, 
The nature of an Iaſurrection. | RR 
Enter Lucius. f "ry 
Luc. Sir, tis your Brother . at the Dor 


Bru: Is he alone? 
Luc. No, 5 there are more with Rim 
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Bru. Do Ye know them?? | : 
Luc. No, Sir, their Hats are pluckt about their Ears, 77 

And half their Faces buried in their Cloaths, ö 

That by no means I may diſcover e - 18 ö 
By Dy mark of Favour, 155 2 1 
Bru. Let them enter. - - [Ext Tacice.” | 1 
They are the Factien. O 1 71 piracy ! * 5 ja 
Sham'ſt thou to ſhew thy dang'rous Brow by Night, | ; 
When Evils: are moſt hee Q en Irs iP | 
ö LN Where 9 


8 * 9 5 F 5 * * \# -» $3 -: * 5 . * „ 
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Where wilt hou find a Cavern dark enough, | 
To mask thy monſtrous Viſage ? Seek none, Conſpiracy, 
- Hide it with Smiles and Aﬀability - : 


For if thou path thy native Semblance nad $10 45 


Not Erebus itſelf were dim enough, 
To hide thee from Prevention 
Enter Caſſius, Caska, Decius, cue Metellus and 
Es Trebonius. 
ona [think we are too bold upon your Reſt; | 
Morrow, Brutus, do we trouble you? 
Bra. J have been up this hour, awake all Night: 


_ Know I theſe Men, that come along with-you ? © [Aide 


Caf. Yes, every Man of them; and no Aan here 
But honours you: And every one doth wiſh, - | 
You had but that Opinion of your fel, 
Which every noble Roman bears of you, 

This is Trebonius. 

Bru. He is welcome kither. 

Ca/. This Decius Brutus. 

Bru. He is welcome too. 

Ca/. This, Caſta; this, Cinna 
And this Metellus Cimber. 

Bru. They are all welcome. 

What watchful Cares do interpoſe themletves,” 
Betwixt your Eyes and Night? 7 

Caſ. Shall I intreat a word? [They tubifter. 

Dec. Here lies the Eaſt: Doth not the Day break here | ; 

"Cat. No. . ** | 
Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey Lines, 

That fret the Clouds, are Meſſengers De” 

Cafe. You ſhall confeſs that you are both deceiv' a. 
Here as I point my Sword, the Sun ariſes, "1 
Which is a great way growing on the South, 

. Weighing the youthful Seafon of the Year. | 
Some two Months hence, u Ba. higher toward the North 
He firſt preſents his fire, the bigh Eaſt 
Stands as the Capitol, directly here. | 

© Bru. Give me your Hands all over, one by one. 

Caſ And let us ſwear our Reſolution, 

_ Bru. No, not an Oath : If not the Face of Men, 
The Sufferance of our Souls, the Time's abuſe, 

If theſe be Motives weak, break off betimes, 1 
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And ev'ry Man hence, to his idle bea: 
So let high - fi 155 hted Tyranny range on, 
Till each Man drop by Lottery. But if theſe, 
As I am ſure they do, bear Fire enough 
to kindle Cowards, and to ſteel with Valour 
The melting Spirits of Women; then, Countrymen, 
What need we any ſpur, but our own Cauſe 
To prick us to redreſs? What other Bond, 
Than ſecret Romans, that have ſpoke the word, 
And will not palter? And what other Oath, 
Than Honeſty to Honeſty engag d. 
. That this ſhall be, or we will fall for it. 
e Swear Prieſts, and Cowards, and Men cau telows, 
Old feeble Carrions, and fach ſuffering Souls 
That welcome wrongs: Unto bad Cauſes, ſwear 
duch Creatures as Men doubt; but * not ſtain 
The even Virtue of our Ente ä 
Nor th' inſuppreſſive Mettle of our e, | all 
To think, that or our Cauſe; or our — 7 . 
Did need an Oath, when every drop of Blood "HA 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 5 0 | 1 
Is guilty of a ſeveral Baſtardy, Oh "al 
If he doth break the ſmalleſt Particle . N 
Of any promiſe, that hath paſt from him. 2 = 
Ca/. But what of Cicero? ſhall we ſound kim! ? 1 
er I think he will ſtand very ſtrong with us. Cr. 
e! Cask. Let us not leave him out. * —_—_ 
Cin. No, by no means. | þ jt | 
* = us have him, for his Silver Hairs _ 
1 eusa Opinion, | | 111 
And a Mens bo, oy to 6.260 our Deeds: | 
ſt ſhall be faid, his Judgment rul'd our Hands; 
Our Youths, and Wildneſs, ſhall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in his Gravity, 
rth. Bru. O name him not : let us not break with him, #4 
For he will neyer follow any thing: | | | j 
That other Men begin. Wo 
Caſ. Then leave him out. | {1 
Cask. Indeed he is not fit. 
Dec. Shall no Man elſe be touched, but only Cojer? 
1. e rg d; 45 8 it is not meet, 
dntony, W -beloy* ſar, : 
Should 
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And for Mark Antony. think not of hmm 


| For in the ingraked Love he Perg 10 Man +: —— 5 * 


_- — 


os 
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Should lle Cæſar we ſhall find of him 

A ſhrewd Contriver. And you know, his means, 
If he improve them. may: well iſtreteh ſo as 15:5 
As to annoy us alhsenchich to prevent, r 


Let Antony and Cu. fall together. 


Bru. Our Courſe will ſeem too bloody, ; 8 Caf ks 


Jo cutthe Head off, and then hack the Limbs; 
_ Like wrath in Death, and envy afcerwards : N 5 
For Antony is but a Limb 0ͤT— nord 
Let's be Sacrificers, but not Butchers; Sue Wo 
We all ſtand up againſt the Spirit of Cæ r. 4 | 


And in the Spirit of Men, there is no Wel 1 
O that we then could come by. Cæſar s-Spirits, 
And nat diſmember. Ce/ar ; Rat las b ieee 
C-/ar muſt bleed for it. And, gentle F eee 
Let't kill him bo'dly, but not wiathfully-; : 
Let's carve him, as a. Piſh ſit for the Gods, ere 
Not hew him as 4 Car kaſs fit for Hounds; CA e 
And let our Hearts, as ſubtię Malers do. | 
Stir up their Servants to an act of Rage? _ Dn 
And ther ſeem to chide them. This Wal makes. 18101 
Our purpoſe neceſſary, and: not envidus: 1.5 N 
Which io appearing to the commen E. oo IH £9b © 
We ſhall be call'd Purgers, not Murdeters. 
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For he can-do no-more than Gefors Brow Him il ii | 
When Cz/ar's Head is off. T5 tt 331.4163 , 
Caſ. Vet I fear him; ad. 1 1 5 


Bru. Alas, good Caffius, do not think of: him : . 
If he love Ces, all that he can do ad +! Eu 
Ts to himſelf, take thought, and die for Char. Wed Le, 7 W. 


And that were much he ſhould ; for he is givn | An 


To Sports, to Wildneſs, and much Company. 1 5 

. (Trebi/T heres no ſear in him; let him not die. 

For he will live, and laugh at this hereatics, tei, ? 
Bru. Peace, count the Clock. a 79670 12411 
Ca/. The Clock: hath ſtrichzen pe ATE N 


Treb. Tis time to part. c 1 1 $55, 
Bai ndoubiful-ypct, + ont) on 17 Dh 
Whether, Car will come ſorth to Pay, ox no- 


: 0 bo bois % ot « drk 0 
bluod2 . 


It may be, theſe apparent Prodigies, | g 
And the perſuafion of his Augurers ; | : | | 9 


For I can give his Humour the true bent; 


And Friends diſperſe yourſeives ; bur all :emember, 


entlemen, look freſh and merrily, | 
Let not- our Looks put on our Purpoſes, N | 
Put bear it as our Roman Actors do; 1 
With untir'd Spizits, and formal Conſtancy; : 
And fo good Morrow to you every one. Exeunt, 


Jorrus CASAR. 
For he is ſuperſtitious pon of F 
Quite from the main Opinion he held once,  _- 
Ot Phantaſie, of Dreams, and Ceremonies :  - | ry 


The unaccuſtom'd terror of this Night, 


May hold him from. the Capitol to Day. 4; 
Dec. Never fear that; if he be ſo reſolv u, 2 

I can oer - ſway him; for he loves to hear, | 

That Unicorns mav be betray'd by Trees, 

And Bears with Glaſſes, Elephants with Holes, 

Lions with Toils, and Men with 'Flatterers.' 

But when I tell him, he hates Flatterers, 

He fays, he does, being then moſt flatter'd. 

Let me work: F 


4 ” 


And I wi'l bring him to the Capitol. 

Ca/. Nay; we will all of us there to fetch him. 

Bru. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermoſt ? 

Cin. Be that the attermoſt, and fail not then. 

Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Cæſar hatred, 

Who rated him for ſpeaking well of Pompe, 
I wonder none of you have thought on him. 

Bra. Now good Metellus go along by him: 
He loves me well; and I have given him Reaſons, _ * 
Send him but hither, and P11 faſhion him. | 
Ca. The Morning comes upon's ; well leave you Brutus, 


What you have faid, and ſhew yourſewes true Romans. 
Bru. Good Gentlemen, 


Mlanent Brutus. 
Boy Lucius of alt aſleep? It is no matter, 
Enjoy they Honey- heavy dew of Slumber; 
Thou haſt no Figures, nor Phantafies, | | 
Which buſie Care draws in the Brains of Men; 
Therefore thou ſleep'ſt ſo found. FE 


En. 


N 
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Stole from my Bed: And yeſternight at 


26 Ju raus SAR. | 
Enter Portia. | 
Por. 8 my Lord 


Bru. Portia, what mean you ? Wherefore tile you n now? 
Tt is not for your Health thus to commit 


Your weak Condition to the raw cold Morning. 


Por. Nor for yours neither. Vou've u ops Brutus, | 


u 
You ſuddenly aroſe, and walk'd about, 2 


Muſing, and fighing, with your Arms a- croſs: 


And when I aſk'd you what the matter was, 
You ftar'd upon me with ungentle Looks. 


NG urg'd you. further, then you ſcratch'd your Head, 


And too impatiently  ſtamp'd with your Foot; . 


Yet I inſiſted, yet you anſwer'd not, 


But with an angry wafture of your Hand, 


Gave ſign for me to leave you : So I did, 
Fearing to ſtrengthen that Impatience, | 
Which ſeem'd too much inkindled ; and wichal,, 
Hoping it was but an effect of Humour, 
Which ſometime hath his Hour with every Man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor ſleep : 


And could it work ſo much upon your Shape, 


As it hath much prevail'd on your Condition, 
I ſhould not know you, Brutus. Dear, my Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cauſe of rief, 
Brau. T am not well in Health, and that is all. 
Por. Brutus is wiſe, and were he not in Health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 
Brau. Why ſo I do: Good Portia, go to Bed. 
Por. Is Brutus fick? And 1s it Phyſical 
To walk unbraced, and ſuck up the Humours 
Of the damp Morning! ? What is Brutus ſick? 
And will he ſteal out of his wholſom Bed, 


To dare the vile Contagion of the Night? 


And tempt the Rheumy and unpurged Air, 


To add unto his Sickneſs? No, my Brutus, 


You have ſome ſick Offence within vour Mind, 


Which, by the Right and Virtue of my Place, 


I ought to know of: and upon my Knees, 


I charm you, by my once commended Beauty, 


By all your Vows of Love, and that great Vouw, * 


-— 14 7hich did bee and make us one, 


hat 


hat 


An 
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Have 
Some ſix or ſeven, who ay { Bet their Fa 


J have made firong proof of my Conſtancy, 


Jorrus Cigar. by 


That you” unfold to me; yourſelf, r 
Why you are heavy, an aud what Men, Ro 
lad reſort to vou; for here Have teen” 
Even from darkneſs, ' 91 19A jd yas, oY 
- Bru. Kel not, Nene Pbroch: {1 248 FG 


Por. I ſhog d pot need, if you” ere gentle neg 
Within the Bond'6f Marris „tell me, Brutus, Wy 
Is it excepted, I ſhould” * he Sccrets 
That appertain to you? Am 1 . 
But as it were m fort,” or Limita tin? 


To yp with you at Meats, Comfort 125 bel 


Ot your good Pleaſure? If it be no more, 

Portia is Brutus Hatlot, not his Wife e þ 
Brz. You' are my true and honourable wie, 3. 

As dear to me, as are the ruddy ous” | 


That viſit my fad Heart. 


Por. Tf this were true, then mould 1 know this Secret, 
I grant I am a Woman; but withal, 
A Woman that Lord Bratus took to Wie. TY 
I grant I am a Wdfnan, but withal, 2 


A Woman well feputed: Catv's Danghtr” abe, ba A 
Think you, T am no ſtronger tha my Sex, | 


talk to you ſorfietimes? Dwell J but in te vr | 


Being ſo father'd, and c 2h] red D 


Tell me your Councils, I will not_ diſcloſe them: 
Giving myſelf a voluntary Wound i 
Here, in the Thigh; can I bear that wich patience, 
And not my Husband's Secrets? e 

Bru. O ye Gods! | 
Render me worthy of this volle Wife. IRA. 
Hark, hark, one knocks: Portia go in 2 white, | 
And, by and by, thy Boſom ſhall pertake 


The Secrets of my Heart. i 


All my Engagements I will conſtrue to thee, 


All the Charactery of my lad Bows: my 


Leave me with haſte. { Ex, Potts, 
Euter Lucius and Ligarivs On 


2 who's that knocks ? | „ 


Luc. Here is a dick Man 3 would ſpeak with 1 you, 
1 9 k + B-. 1 


"i 


* 


. 23 1 1 CA SAR. 


Bru. Cams: Ligarius, that Metellus 3 
Boy, ſtand * Caius. Ligarius | ak of, 1 | 
Cai. Vouchfafe good Morrow from a feeble 33 

Bru. O what a time haye you choſe out, brave voor] | 
To wear a Kerchief; Would you were not „ 

Cai. I am not ſick, if:Brutus haue ig and 

Exploit wor I, 155 name of. Honc N 

. 74. Such an Exploit have. I in hand e i 
þ Had you an healthful Ear to ny oh i | 
ij} Cai. By all the Gods the "Romans Kea bates. 
I here diſcard my Sickneſs. Soul of . ch | 
Brave Son, deriv'd from honourable Jens. 9 7 
i Thou like an Exorciſt, ath conjuxd. up eas 
My mortified Spirit. J 
And F will ſtrive with.ching5impotible, >: e. wo 
Yet get the better of them. What's 10 a0 *. +” 

| Bru. A piece ↄf work, that will make fick Mer bole. 

Caz. But are not ſome whole that we muſt make . D 

Bru, That muſt we alſo. What it is, my Cain 


| I ſhall unfold to thee, as we are ene. 1 1 | 
ES. - * . 

To whom it muſt be done. e 
Cai. Set on your Foot, SY 


And with a Heart new ſir d. IT 1 vou, 8 
To do I know not What c . 24 . Ie 
That Brutus leads me on. Wu 5 1 7 —— = 

* n me chen. e e 8 Exeunt. 


' 5 cE NE, 11. Caeſar's Palace. T- 
85 Thunder 450 — AAS e aan Cothar 5 in his Nighe 
| 10. | 


| Ces. Nor Heav'n, u Earth, have been at Peace 0 
Night; 3 


Thrice hath dab in ber Sleep cry d out? 
Help, ho; they murder Cæſar. Who's within? | 


Enter a Servant. „e 
Ser. My. 3 
- Cet. Go, bid the Prieſts do projen Sec ce 
= And bring me their Opinions at of Succels. „ 
Seer. I will my Lord. M 7 [Extt. 
1 Enter N | 
Cal. What mean . Ras Think you al. forth · 


Lou 


— 


( 
J 
DP 
1 
* 


* 
— 


ur r e ent . 

Voq mal not ſlir out of ur TiSu® to Day. by 
C25. Ce/ar ſhall forth; the things that amel me, 

Ne'er lookt but en my Back.: When they mall ſee 

The Face of Cm the ate vaniſhed. . 

Cal. Ceſar, I never ted on -Cetemotiies;- * 

Vet now they fright ine: There 3s one within, 

Beſides the, things that we have heard and ſeen, 

Recounts moſt horrid fights ſeen by the Warch. 

A Lioneſs hath whelped in the Streets, 4 

And Graves hate yabn'd and yielded bp their dead ; 

Fierce fiery. Warriors fight upon the Clouds, 

In Ranks and Squadrons, and right. form of War, 

Which drizzied Bled upon the Capitol R 

Fhe noiſe of Battle hurried in the Air, N 3 

Horſes did geigbyhnd dying Mien did groan, FL 

And Ghotls did ſhrielæ and ſqueal about the Suse, 

O Ce/ar / theſe things Ret al ule,” 50 0 K 


And I do fear TE: 52 3 558 

ww What can be avoided; we ho | 408 A 

Whoſe end is the 90. Go * 1 — 
Vet Cæſar . For the "Preiftions | 8 
Are to the World in general as'to 4 4 


Cal. When rs die, there are! ings OO: 
The Heav'ns themfelves blaze forth the death f Pirmces, * 
Ces. Coward die many times before their Deaths, + 
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The Valiant never taſte of Death bar once: . fo 
Of all the Wonders that I yet Have heard. 4 
It ſeems to me moſt ſtrauge chat er ound fear,” 1 
Seeing that Death, à neceſſary end, 11 
Will come, when! it will come 1 9 = 200 
2 Fnter 4 Kae, . Y 18 > * i bo | 1} 

What ſay the Augurew : » . nn 
Ser. They woald not — vou to dur erh to Day; _ 
Plucking the Entrails of an Offering forth, | 
They could not find à Heart within the Beaſt; > | Is 
Cas. The Gods do this in ſhame of Comardie - l Th 
Cafar. ſhould be à Beaſt without 4 Heart. 19 
If he ſhould ſtay at hometto Day fbr fear: x Dae . 
No, Cæ ſar ifiall notꝭ Danger knows full . * {4 
That Cæſar i bee Bone dangerous than he 4 
We W 0 tw om on one 92525 n 264, 3s . 
1 19 

2 


nn 


$0 


And Gees; MALES 
Cal. 1 
Your WI 


Do not 20 forth 


| Jaws 2 "OL. 
And 1 the ee gd mrs tens 4755 


1 os 


dom 1s ed in Confidence, 1 60 0 5 "PE 
| to. Day; call it my Fear, KJ ind 
hat keeps you in the Hoſe, and not your:own. * 


We'll ſen Mark Antony to the Senate Houſe, al! 

And he wall ſay you, are not, well to: ic it 

Let me upon my- Knee, prevailin this. 
{Mark Antony ſhall: ſay I am not — 


And 
- Enter. Decius. N 


1 
* 


1 


or thy Humour, I will ſtay at home, 


De 74 "4 
13 
Sf «cs ** . 


Here $ . Brut „ he ſhall tell An 8 


To bear my y, Greeting, to the 


And tell them that I will not come to Day: 
Cannot is falſe, and that I dare nat, falſe: 73 
J will not come to Day; tell 3 Decius, - 
Hat E 


Cal. San 0 i i 2% 405 
Ce). Sh 


all Gaar fond a Lie? ai P10 
Have I in Cenqueſt ſtreteht mine Arm 


Dec. Cæſar, all hail! Good - Morrow, e cas, 
I come to fetch you to the Senate: Houſe. 

Cæſ. And you are come in very happy time, bn 

Senat ars, | 


. * Ing 


x} Als 61 1 


ſo far, 


To be afraid. to tell Grey-beards the Truth)? 


9 


ill 
T3 EO 


| Left I be laugh d af when I tell them ſo.\// 


Ca The Cauſe is in my Will, I will oe cone, 
That 1s enough :o ſatisſie the- Senate. 


But for your private Satisfaction. 


14 


"7: 6 


7 1 


12 ans "TELL 


Becauſe I love you, I. will let you know. 


She: dreamt laſt Night ſhe ſaw :my' Statue, 


Did run pure Blood; and many luſty Romans 


Came ſmiling, and did bathe their Hands in it: 
And theſe does ſhe apply, ſor Warnings and Poreents, . | 


And Evils minen and on her Knee 
Hath begg'd that I Will ſtay at home to Day. 
Dec. This Dream is all amiſs . ** 


It was a Viſiqn fair and fortunate 


. 


l 999. 


Me Statue ſpouting Blood in many rer 


E Which like à Fountain, with an hundred Spouts, © 


Gy 


3 

: 
g - 
* 


TT, 


Calphurnia here, my Wife ſtays me at homer: | rar 't 


— 


- 
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iin AA 2 
In which ſo many ſmiling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies that from you great Rome ſhall ſuck 
Reviving Blood, and that great Men ſhall preis 
For Tinctures, Stains, Relicks, and Cogniſance. 
This, by Calphurnias Dream is ſigniſied. 
Cæſ. And this way have you well expounded it. 
Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can ſay ; 
And know it now, the Senate have concluded 
To give this Day a Crown to mighty Cæ ar. 
If you ſhall ſend them Word you will not come, 
Their minds may change. Beſides it were a mock 
Apt to be rendered, for ſome one to ſay, 
Break up the Senate till another time, 
When Ca ſar's Wife ſhall meet with better Dreams: 
If Ce/er hide himſelf, ſhall they not whiſper, 
Le, Ce/ar is afraid! 
Pardon me, Cæſar, for my dear dear Love, | 
Jo your Proceeding, bids me. tell you this: 
And Reaſon to my Love is liable. 
Can. How fooli fh. do your Fears ſeem now Capharii 7 
I am'aſhamed I did yield to them. | = 
Give me my Robe, for I will go. 
Enter Brutus, Ligarins, Metellus, Caalta, Trebonius, 
inna, and Publius. — 
And look were Publius is come to . me. 
Pub. Good-morrow, Ceſar. $ 
Cel. Welcome, Publius. | 
What Brutus, are you ſtirr 'd fo early te too? ? 
Good-morrow, Caſta: Cains Ligarius, 
Cz/ar was ne er ſo much your Enemy, 
As that ſame Ague which hath made you lean, 
What is't a Clock? | | 
Bru. Ceſar, tis ſtrucken eight. 
Caſ. I thank you for your Pains and Court ies 
Enter Antony. ; N 
dee Antony, that revels long a nights, 
Is notwithſtanding up. Good morrow, N 
2 So to moſt noble Czar, ” 
Cef. Bid them prepare within: 
1 am to blame to Be thus waited for. TE 
Now Cinna; now Metellus ; what, Trebonius ? 
I have an Hour's talk in ſtore for you 
| B 4 5 


* 


- 


. 


id 
» 


rien . 
Kemember that you call on me to Day, 
Be near me that I may remember you. | 
Treb. Cæſar, I will; and 982 Will T be, Cee. 
That your beſt Friends ſhall. wiſh I had been further. 
Ca/ Good Friends go in and taſte ſome Wine with me, 
And we, like Friends, will ſtraightway go together. 
Bru. T tat every like is not the ſame, 117 5 TY 
The Heart of Brutus earns to think upon. -[Exennt, 
4 | s SCENE BI. The Street. 
| 5 . Haw Artemidorus n a Paper. 
| Cæſar, beware of Brutus, tale heed of Cubus, come 
. Caſka. have an Exe to Cinna, truſt not Treboni- 
us, mark wel! Metellus Cimber, Decius Brutus loves 


one Mind in ali th? Men, and it is bent againſt Cæſar. 

of thou beeft not immortal, lock about thee: Security gives 
| Way #o e The mighty Gods defend thee. 
Thy Lover Artemidorat. 


Hem will 1 land, ill Co- paſs along, 

And as a Suitor will J give him this 
| My Hean laments, that. Virtue cannot live | 
Out of the Teeth of Emulation. 

If thou read this, O Cæſar, thou may'ſt ow ; 


Enter Portia and Lucius. 
N 1 J prithee, Boy, run to the Senate- hcuſe, 

Stay not to anſwer me, but get thee gone,” | 
Why. doſt thou ſlay ? 

Luc. To know iy Errand, Madam. * 

Nor. I would have told tee: there, and here again, 
Ere I can tell th:e. what thou ſhouldſt do there — 
O Conftancy, be ſtrong upon my Side, 

Set a huge Mountain teen my Heart and ane: 
J have a Man' s Mind, but a Woman's Might: 
How hard it is for Women to keep Councel ! 

Art thou here yet? | 

Luc. Madam, what ſhould I 0 2 | 
N che Capitol, and n elſe ! | 3 

. Al 


' thee not; thou haſt <crong'd Caius Ligarius. There is but 


If not, the Nn with 2 raitors do contrive. 2 an | 
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And fo return to you, and nothing elſe ? _ 
Por. Ves, bring me word, Boy, if thy Lord look welt... | 
For he went ele ly fofth: and take note, 
What Cæſar doth, what Suitors preſs on him. 
Hark Boy! what Note is that? © © © 
We Luc. I hear none, Madam. | | 
Por. -Prithge liſten wel! 
heard a bluſtring Rumour like a Fray, 
And the Wind brings it from the Capitol. 
5 Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing. 


Euter Animidorus. 


1 For. Cinio/ hither Fellow, which way baſtthov been) 25 
- BB At. At my own Houſe, good Fe : 
s Por. What ista Clock? | 
* Art. About tlie ninth Hour, Lady. 
. Por. 1s C far yet gone to the Ca ner nnd 
4 Art. Madam, not yer, I go to make my tand, 

. To ſee him paſs on do the Capitol. . 
7 Por. Thou haſt ſome Suit to Cæſar, haſt hit not! 


Art. That I have, Lady, if it will pleaſe nnd 
To be fo good to Cæſas, as to hear me: gy 
F ſhall beſeech him to defend himſelf. 
Por. Why know'ſt thou any harm's Gen towards 
Art. None that T know willbe, © | (him? 5 
Much that I fear may chance. 
bo Good-Morrow to you. Here the Street i is narrow; 
The Thrang that follows Cæſar at the Heels 
Of Senators; of Pranors, common Suitors, 
Will crowd a feeble Man almoſt to Death: 
I'll get me to a Place more void, and there 
Speak to great Car as he comes along. [Zt. 
Por. I muſt go in — Aye me! how weak a thing? 
The Heart of Woman is! O Brutus ! | 
The Hew'ns ſpeed thee in thy Enterprize. 
Sure the Boy heard me : By utus hath a Suit | 
That Cofar will not grant. O, I grow fai: ' 
Run Lucius, and commend me to my Lord, 
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Say I am merry; come to me again, | - - 
ag * me word what he doth lay to thee bene, 4 
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8 CENE. The” Capitol. | 


"3:71 il "1135 RÞ f 


n | Enter: Cate, Brutus; Calkins; Cask, re 


Metellus, Trebonius, inna, Antony, Lepidus, Artemi. 
dorus, Popilius, and the Sooth-/a rs, 5 


. — 2 of March are come. 
1 Cæſar, but not gone. 
. 5 Fee * this Sche _ 1 77 3 
Dec. Trebonius doth defire you. to o'er-read, | 4 75 8 
At your beſt leiſure, this His humble Suit, As 
Art, O Cæſar, read mine firſt ;, for mine's Bak 


That toaches Cæſar nearer. e it, great Cæſar. 


— 


For look he ſmiles, and Ca/er doth not change. 


Cæſ. What touches us our ſelf, ſhall be Ns d. 


Art. Delay not, Cz/ar, read it 5 

Cæl. What rh the Fellow mad ee EL . 

Pub. Sitrak, give place. P th un £ 

Caf. What urge you Four in e treet : 7 
Come to the Capitol. a 


0%. I wiſh your Enterprize to N73 may thrive. | | 
| Caf. What Enterprize, Popilius *. 


Pop. Fare you well. 
Bru. What faid Popilius Lena 2 


Caſ. He wiſh'd to Day our ere might th thrive & 


I fear our Purpoſe is diſcovered. 5 
* Bru. Look how he makes to. ns 4 mark bim. BY 
Ca Caſta, be ſudden; for we fear prevention. 

Bratas, what ſhall be done? If this be r 

Caſſius or Cæſar never ſhall turn deck. 

For I will ſlay my ſelf. 

Bru. Caſſius be conſiant': 14 | DO he 
Popilius Lena ſpeaks vot of our . r 
Caſ. Trebonizs knows his time; for look you, Bill, 

He draws Mark Antomy out of. the Way. f 7 

Dec, Where is Metellus Cimber & Let him.go,. 


dipzeſently prefer his Suit to Cæſar. 
. He bel ; . near, oats ſecond. him. 


* 


” 
— 
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Cin. Caſta. you are the firlt that rears your Hand. 
Cæſ. Are we all ready? What is now amiſs, 
That Cæ jar and his Senate muſt redreſs ?- | 
Met. Moſt high, moſt mighty, and moſt 1 Cœſar, 
Metellus Cimber throws be ore thy Seat Lali, | 
An humble Heart. | 
Ca | mult prevent e Cinber: 
Theſe Couchings, and theſe lowly Curteſies 
Might fire the aa of ordinary Men, 
And turn Pre-Q7dinance, and firſt Decree, 
Into the lane of Children. Be not fond. 
To te ink, that Cz/ar bears ſuch Rebel Bloed, 
That will be thaw'd from the true Quality, 
With that which melteth Fools; I mean ſweet Words,. 
T.ow-crooked-curifies, and baſe Spaniel Fawning, 
Fhy Brother by Decree is baniſhed:; 
Tf thou doſt bend, and. pray, and fawn for him, 
T ſpurn thee like a Cur out of my way. 
Know, Cæſar doth not wrong, nor without Cauſe 


Will hebe ſatisfied. . + | 
Met. Is. there no Voice more worthy than my owns, | 


' To ſound more ſweetly in great Cz/ar's Ear, 


For the repealing-of my baniſh'd Brother ?- ö 
Bru. I kiſs thy Hand, but not in Hattery, chars | 
_ Deſiring thee, that Pablins Ciber may + e © 
Have an immediate Freedom of Repeal. | : 5 
Cæſ. What Brutus | —— - NE AG 
Ca. Pardon, Czar, Cx/ar, Pardon; „ 
As low as to thy Foot doth Cats fall. 
0 beg Enfranchiſement for Publius Cinber. 5 
Ce. I could be well mov'd, if I were as you;: 
It. I. could pray to move, Prayers would move me- 
But Jam conſtant as the Northern Star, 5 
Of whole true, fixt, and reſting Quality, 
There is no fellow in the Firmament: 
The Skies are painted with unfumbred ſparks; 
They are all Fire, and every one doth ſhine, - 
But there's but one in all doth: hold his place. 
So, in the World, tis furniſh'd well with Men. 
And fen are l leſh and "Food. and - 1 
Yet in the number; I do know! nere 
1hai unaſfailuble holds on his Rank. «4 
1 Or N 0 _ Unthak'd3 


1 Bat we the Doers. 


* MW v — 


$0 Jurtus. CAS AR.. 
Unſhak'd of Motion: and that Iam he, 
Let me a little ſhew it, even in this 
That I was conſtant Ciaber ſhould be baniſh'd, 
And conſtant do remãĩn to keep him fo. 
Lim. O Cæ a. 
Ce/. Hence! wilt chou lift P Opus 2 
Dec. Great Cæſar e. 
Ce, Do not Brutus, bootles kneel. | 
Ca. Speak Hands for me. 1 hey Stab Czar 
Ca Etiu Brute —— Then fall Ceſar. | h 
Cin Liberty! Freedom! Tyranny is dead 
Run hence; proclaim, cry it about the Street DK 
1 Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out, 5 
Liberty, Freedom, and Enfranchiſement. | 
Bru. People and Senators, be not affirighted. ; 3 
Puy not, fland itill, Ambition's Debt is paid. 
Caſe. Go tothe Puipit, Brutus. 
Dec. And Cactus tod. 7 
Bru. Where's Publius? 2 
Qs. Here. qui. e confounded Nin dies, 
Met. Stand fa t together, leſt ſome Friend of R 
Should chance | 2 
Bry, Tak nat of ft ding. Publius, good Cheer, 
There is no harm intended (o your Perſian, | 
Nor to no Romaneke; ſo tell them Publius, 
Caf. And leave as, Pablius, leſt that the People 
Ruſhing on us, ſhould do yoar Age ſome Miſchief. 
Bru. Do fo, and let no Man abide this Deed,” 


Enter e 
Sa Where is Arn; o 
Trieb. Fled to his Houle amaad, | 
Men, Wives, and Childien, are, cry out, and run, 
As it were Dooms day. 
Bx. Fates, we will know your Pleaſures ; 
That we ſhall die, we know ;-'tis but the Time 
And drawing Days out, that Men ſtand upon. 
Caſt. Why he that cuts off twenty Years of Life, 
Cuts off ſo many Yearsof fearing Death. ; | 
Bru, Grant that, and then is Death a Benefit, - 
So are we Cæſars Friends, that have abridg d 
His Time of ON . $.09P Romans, * 


And 


„ Juxrv's CESAR. 3 
And let us bathe our Hands in C2/ar's Blood. * 
Up to the Elbows, and beſmear our Swords: 

Then walk we forth even to the Market-place, | 
And waving our red Weapons o'er our Heads 
Let's all cry Peace! Freedom! and Liberty. 

Cas. Stoop then, and waſh om many Ages hence 

[Dipping their Sword) in Cæſar : Bloods 
Shall this our lofty” Scene be ated. over, 
In States unborn, and Accents, yet unknown 
- Bru, How many times ſhall Cæſar bleed hs. 
+ That now on Pompey's Baſies lies along, | 
No worthier than the Duſt ? | 

Caſ. So oft as that ſhall be, | | =_ 
. "Rf 
The Men that give their try — 

* Whas, wha, ſhall- we forth? 

Caf. Ay, Man awa 4x4 
Brutus Mall Na and we will, his Heels 
With the moſt bold, and the beſt Hearts of * | 

| Enter a Servant. © 

Bru. Soft, who comes here? a Frind of 

Fer. Thus, Brutus, did my Maſter bid me 2 | 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down, [Kneeling 
And being proſtrate, thus he bad me fay, | | 
Brutus is Noble, Wiſe, Valiant and Honeſt ; 

_ Cz/ar was Mighty, Bold, Royal and Loving; 
Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him; awe : 
Say. I fear'd Cæſar, honour him, and lov'd him, 
If Brutus will vouchſafe, that Antony 
May ſafely come to him, and be — 
How. Cæſar hath deſerv'd to lie in Death, 
Mark Antony ſhall not love Cæſar dead . 
So well as Brutus hving ;- but will follow . 
The Fortunes and Affairs of noble Braun,, 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod State, N _— 
With all true Faith. So ſays my Maſter Antony: [Wk 
Bru. Thy Maſter is a wiſeand valiant Romans | | | 


I never thought him worſe. 

- Tell him, fo pleaſe him come unto this place, 

He ſhall be l by my Honour 

1. art untouch'd. ö 1 
Ser. * fetch him been, [ Exit. Servant. 


| o Bru. 


— —— K wo fo a6 wit. 20 „ 2b. 2 r 


38 " Jourvs 


Bra. I know that we ſhall have him well to Friend: 


A 


Are all thy 


2s here by Cr, and by 


— 


CEA = 


Ca/. I wiſh he may ; but yet have Ia mind 


That fears him moch; and my miſgiyi ſill 
Falls ſhrewdly” to the purpoſe. * 8 


Euter Antony. 

r. But here: comes ere e 
Welcome Mari Antony ; } 

Ant. O mighty: Gr; doſt thou lie b low ? 

Glories, Triumphs, <>" | 
Shrunle to'thislile-Neaſure ? — Fare thee well! 
J know not Gentlemen, What you intend, 
Who elſe muſt be let blood, who * is rank 
If I my ſelf, there is no Hourfo ft 
As Cæſar's Deaths Hour; nor no - II 8 
Or half that worth; as thoſe yeur Swords, made uch 
With the moſt noble Blood of all this World. 
] do beſeech ye, if you bear me hard, 
Now, whilit your purpled Hands doteelc and cmoak, 
Fulfil — Live a thowfand Years, 
J ſhall not find my ſelf ſo apt to die: 
No place will pleaſe me ſo, no mean of Death, 
you cut off, 

The Choice and Maſter Bite of this Age. 

Bru. O Antony! Beg not your Death of us: 


Though now we muſt appear bloody and eruel, 
As, by our Hands, and thjs-our 4 


preſent Act, 

You ſee we do; yet ſee you bat our Hands, 4 
And this, the bleeding Buſineſs they have done. . 
Our Hearts you ſee not, they are pitifull 
And pity to the general wrong of eme, 


As Fire drives. cut Fire, ſo Pity, Pity, 


Hath done this deed on Cæſar. For your Part, 


Id you, our Swords have leaden Points, Mar Aitony, 


Our Arms in ſtrength of Malice, and our Hearts: 


Of Brothers temper, do receive you in, 


With all ind Love, good Thoughts and Reverdhce, 
Caf." Your. Voice ſhall be as ſtrong as any Man's. 


In che diſpoſing of new Dignities, 


' Rru. Only be patient till we have appr x 
The Multitude, beſide tbhemſelves with fear, 
Bag then u we will deliver n aner 

/ 51 „3 4 
* A 
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Why I, that did love fr wan: ſtrook <A 
Have thus proceeded. 1 91957 7 
Ant: I doubt not of your Wiſdom. L538 £47 
Let each Man render me his bloody Hand 
Firſt, Marcus Brutus, will I ſhake with . Fry 
Next, Caius Caſſius do I take your Hand; 
Now Decius Brutus, yours; now yours, Metelluss 
Yours, Cinna; and my valiant Casta, yours 3 | 2 
Though laſt, not leaſt in love, yours, good Trebonius 8 8: + 
Gentlemen all——alas, what ſhall I ſay,” '- - | 
My Credit now ſtands. on ſuch flippery Ground, 
That one or two bad ways you muſt conceit me, 
Either a Coward, or a Flattere. 
That I did love thee, Ceſar, O tis true: 
If then thy Spirit look: upon us now, 
Shall it not gieve thee dearer than thy Death, 
To ſee thy Antony making his Peace, 
Shaking the bloody Fingers of thy Foes, 
Moſt Noble! in the preſence of thy Coarſe? 
Had 1 as many Eyes, as thou haſt Wounds, 5d 
Weeping as faſt as they ſtream forth thy Blood, 3 
KE become me better, than to cloſfſe 
I, terms of Friendſhip with thine Enemies. | 
Pardon me, Fulius— here waſt thou bay d, brave Hart, 
Here didſt thou fall, and here thy Hunters fland 
Sign'd in thy ſpoil, and crimſon d in thy Letbe. 
O World thou waſt the Foreſt to this Hart, 
And this indeed, O World, the Hart of thee. 
How like a Deer, Pricken. of 6: . Ne 
Doſt thou here lye? ; 
Caſ. Mark Antony — ran 
Ant. Pardon me, . Caſſius N 
The Enemies of Cz/ar ſhall ſay this“: | * 
Then in a Friend, it is cold Modeſty. . 
Ca/. I blame you not for prailing Cz/ar ſo, 
But what compact mean you to have with us? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our Friends, 
Or ſhall we on; and not depend on you? d 
Ant. Therefore I took your Hands, but was indeed 
Sway d from the Point, by looleſng down on Cenlar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all, | 
Pp this 2 that you ſhall give me Helene s 
RF. 


a  Jvravs: ear. 1 


Why, and wherein Caſar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or elſe 8 a ſavage 8 b 
Our Reaſon are fo full of good reg £5 Sa 
That were you Autony the 0 Len, N n 
You ſhall be ſatisfied. wes N 
Ant. That's all I ſeek ; 11 1 ie VE Sg 
And am moreover Suitor, TR 1 may N 
Produce his Body to the Market Place,. 3 | 
And in the Pulpit as become a Friend. 

in the Order of his Funeral. 

Bru. You ſhall, Mark Antony. 

Cas. Brutus, a word with ou 
You know not what you do, do not conſent. b. 5 
That Antony ſpeak in his Funeral: 125 
Know you how much the People may be mord | 


= f . By that which he will utter? 


_ Bra. By your Pardon; LT 

T will my ſelf into the Pulpit firſt, 22 

And ſhew the Reaſon of our C/ar”s Deathi 

What Antony ſhall ſpeak, I will proteſt. 

He ſpeaks by leave, and by. permiſſion 3 

And that we are contented Ceſar ſhall - 

Have all true Rites, and lawful 3 75 

It ſhall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Caf. I know not what may fall, L like it „ 

Bra. Mark Antony, here talae your Cæſar's . 5: 


„ 1 Funeral Speech blame us, 


But ſpeak all good you can deviſe of RIG: 
And fay you do't by — : Fe ad wo 
Elſe you ſhall not have any hand at al! 
About his Funeral. And you ſhall - ng 
In tlie fame Pulpit yhereto I am being. 
After my Speech is. ended. 
Art. Be it ſo;- ; | 
I do deſire ro more. 

Br. Prepare the Body then, and follow x us. [Bxe xeunt: 

Manet Antony. | 

An 8 pardon me, thou bleeding piece of Earth, 
That 1 am meek and 8 137% with thele Butchers. 8 
Thou art the Ruins of the nobleſt Man 
That ever lived in the Tide of Times. i che: 
Was tothe Hand that ſhed this coſtiy Blood! 75 FD 
bd. Son ö 6 
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Over a Wounds, now do 1 profhety, 5 | 
(Which like dumb Mouths, their ruby Lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my Tongue) 
A Curſe ſhall light ad f che. Limbs of Men; 
Domeſtick Fury, fierce civil Strife, | 
Shall cumber all the parts of tay; -[ 
Blood and Deſtruction ba hall beſo in ale,” 555 
And dreadful Objects fo familiar, 7 
That Mothers ſhall but ſmile, when e r 
Their Infants quartered with the Hands of War: 
All Pity choak'd. with Cuſtom of fell Deeds, 
And Cz/ar's Spicit ranging for Revenge, 
With Are by his fide, come hot from Hell, 
Shall in theſe Confines, with a Monarch's Voice, 
Cry havock, and let flip the Dogs of War, 
That this foul Deed ſhall ſmell above the Earth Earth. 
With Carrion Men, groaning for burial. 
Enter Octavius ' Serwant. 
You ſerve Odauius Cæſar, do you not? . 
Ser. I do, Mark Antony. | 
Ant, Caſar did write for him to come to Rome. 
Ser. He did receive his Letters, and is coming, 
And bid me ſay to you by word of Mouth=— . 
O Ce/art : cim the BY 
Aut, Thy Heart is big. get thee OPT 
Paſſion I ſee is catching, for mine Eyes, 
Seeing thoſe Beads of Sorrow fland in thine, 
Began to water. Is thy Maſter coming? | 
er. He lies to Night within ſeven: Leagues of N 
Ant, Poſt back with ſpeed, and tell him what hath 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, e : 
No Rome of Safety for Octaùius yet 
Hie hence, and tell him ſo. . Yet ſtay a while,:: 
Thou ſhalt not back, till I have _ this Coarſe. 
Into the Market-place : There fall I 400 
In my Oration, how the People take 
The * iſſue of theſe bloody Men: 
According to the which, thou ſhalt diſcqueie.. 
To young Ocdawms of the ſtate of things. 
Lend me 3 Herde e 4 eg cæar 's Ba; 
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N 

b 

| 


the 


Pleb. We will be laiched; wy us be atisßed. 


 Caffus. go you into the other eder. 
And part the Numbers: 


Thoſe that will follow Ca H go with him, 
And publick Reaſons ſhall be rendred 5 
Of Cæſgar's Death. 

1 Pleb. I will hear n ſpeak 


When ſeverally .we hear them 
[Exennt Caſſius, u ome of the Plebeians, 
3 Pleb. The Noble Brutuf is aſcended : Silence. ; 
. Bru. Be Patient till py | 
Romans, Country- Men; and Lovers, hear me for my 


_ Cauſe, and be ſilent, that you may hear. Believe me for 


mine Honour, and have reſpect to mine Honour, that you 
may believe. Cenſure me in your Wiſdom, and awake 
your. Senſes, that you'may'the better judge. If there be 
any in the Aſſembly, any dear Friend of Caſar's to them 
I ſay, that Brutus love to Cafar was no leſs than his. If 
then, that Friend demand, why Brutus roſe againſt Car, 


A lord Rome more. Had you rather Ceſar were oy 
and die all Slaves; than that C&fer were dead, to live 
Free-men ? As Cayar low d me, I weep for him; as he was 
Fortunate, I rejoice at it; - as he was Valiant, I honour 
him; but as he was Ambitious, I ſlew him, There is 
Tears for his Love, Jo Joy for his Fortune, Honour for his 
Valour, and Death for his Ambition. Who is here ſo 


baſe that would be a Bond-man ? If any, ſpeak; for him 
have I offended. Who is here ſo rude, ti at would not be 
a Roman ? If any, ſpeale; for him have I offended. Who _ 
ds lere vile that will not love hisCountry ? If any, ſpeak; 

_ forhim have J offended, ] pauſe for a * —— 


B,. 


AI. 85 Brutus, none. 


3 "oh 1 ah: he 22 Puhiti and "Caſſius _ R 


Bru, Then follow me, and give me Audience, Friends, _ 


Thoſe that will-hear me ſpeak, let 'em lay bi . 


2 Pleb. Iwill hear Caſſtus, 2 ad compar th their Reaſons | 


this is my Anfwer : Not that I lov'd Cœſar leſs, but that 


He 


* 
N 
3 
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Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no more 
to Cæſar than you ſhall do to Brutus. The Queſtion of 
his Death is inrolbd in che Capitol; his Glory not extenu- 
ated, wherein he was worthy; nor his DO enforc' * 

for which he ſuffered Death. - 
Enter Mark Antony arb OH- s Body. 
Here comes bis Body, mourn'd by Mart Antony"! wks 


tho? he had no hand in his Death, ſhall receive the Be- 


nefit of his dying, a Place in the Commonwealth; | 
which of you ſhall not? With chis 1 depart, That as 
ſlew my beſt Lover for the 
ſame Dagger for my ſelf, When it mal! N my 
Country to need my Death. 
"ie Live, Beads h ve, + eve 
1 Pleb. Bring him with T Triumph We uxtobiHoue, 
2 Pleb. Givehitn/a/Statate with ö er 
3 Pleb. Let him ha | Loh 
4 Pleb. Cæſar's better A 
Shall be crown'd in BTA. 
1 Pleb. We'll bring him o his EY 
With Shouts and Clamer. 5 
Bra: My Coumiyrten <= * Fab 0 1 ern | 
2 Pleb. Peace Silence! des, | 
1 Pleb. Peace, Ho. wo - . 
Bru. Good-Countrymen, * 1 
And for my ſake, ſtay here w Ih Ab; AAP 
Do grace to C/ar's Corps, and: grace his Speech Op 
Tending to Cæſar's Glories, "which - "Mark Antony, | 
By our a gear is albw'd to wake.” wb 
I do intreft you, not a Man depart; 
Save I alone, till Aram have — 
1 Pleb. Stay, Ho and let us —— B 
3 Pleb. Let him go —— into the publick Chair, 


wen hear him: Noble Antony, fo . 

Ant. For Brutus s fake Tam 30429 to you: : 

4 Pleb. What does he ſay of Brutus mr OS | 

4 Pl:b. He ſays, for Brutzs's fake © 1 ee 
He finds himſelf beholden to us all. p 

I Plil. Twere beſt he enk 6s bam of Brat here 

. 1 Pleb. This Ceſar was a ane 

3 Plib. Nay, that's certain: | * 
We rg that Rome isrid of Him, 8255 


f * 


Ces. 


of Nome; I have the 
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44 Jorzvs CESAR. 
2 Pleb. Peace, let us e * 
Ant. You gentle Romanr— 
All. Peace, Ho, let us hear him. | 
Ast. Friends, Romans, ads lend me e yourEar, 
L come to bury Ceſar, not to praiſe him: | 
The evil that Men do lives after tbhemſmʒ 
The Good is oft interred with their Bs: . 

So let it be with Cæſar. The noble 1 1 | 
Hath told vou, Cæſar was ambitious z | 
It it were ſo, it was a grievous Fault, F 49 id 
And grievouſly hath Caſar anſwer' d 8 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reſt, 

(For Brutus is an honourale Mann 
go are they all, all honourable Men) 
Come I to ſpealc i in Caſar's Funetal- Fae 'K 
He was my Friend, faithful and auen we ** 
But Bratus ſays, He was ambitiongss n 
And Brutus is an honourable Man . 
Hie hath brought many Captives — to Rome, 
Whoſe Ranſoms did the general Colfers fills”. 
Did this in Ceſar ſeem ambitious? 
When Mac the Poor have = Sele hath ver ] 


Ambition ſhould be made of ſterner Stuff- 
Vet Brutus fays,. He was ambitiousͥ 

And Brutus is an honourable Man. e e 

You all did ſee that on thẽ Lupercal,' n rot : 
1 thrice Presented him 2 Kingly'Crown, 125 1. 

Which he did twice reſuſe. Was this Ambition ? 2 wn 
Vet Brutus ſays, He Was ee 1 18 hy 

And ſure he is an honourable N : 5 
I. ſpeak not to diſprove what Brutus be. by. * 
But here I am to ſpeak what I do: k⁰œ̃. w. 5 5 = 


You all did love him once, not without cauſe, 
What cauſe with-holds yon then to mourn for him: 2 y 
O Judgment! thou art fed to -brutiſh Beaſts, 
And Men have loſt their Reaſon - Bear with me, 5 | 
My Heart is in the Coffin there with Cæſar, Wa 
7 And. I muſt pauſe 'all it, come back to me. 2 
A” Methinksthere: is: much ane hisSaying: £ 
it =o conſider rightly. of the Matter, Lad? 
Cæſar has had great wrong (nome in his place. 
90 2 Has he, Maſtes f. 1 fear there will a Pad. 
+. lk 
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4 Pleb. Mark'd ye his words? He would not take the 
Therefore tis certain, he was. not ambitious. - (Crown. 
1 Pleb. H it be found ſoxſorje will dear abide it. | 
2 Pleb. Poor Sould hisEyes are red as Fire with weeping. 
3 Pleb. There's not a nobler Man in Rome than Antony. 
4 Pleb. Now mark him, he begins again to ſpeak, 
Axt. But yeſterday: the word of Cæſar might 
Have ſtood . againſt-the World; now lies he there, 
And none ſo A ek to do him Rererence. | 
O Matters ! were diſpos'd to ſtir: re 
Your Hearts Ba Minds to Mutiny' aud Rage, 
I ſhould do Brutus wrong, and Cafiius wrong; 
Who, you all know, are honourable Men. 
Iwill not do them wrong: I rather chuſe 
To wrong the Dead, to wrong myſelf and you, 
Than 1 will wrong ſuch Honourable Men. 
But here's a Parchment, with the Seal ol 228 ; 
I found it in his Cloſet, tis his Will, 15 * 
Let but the Commons hear this Teſtament,” 4-4 
Which, pardon me, I do nor mean 16 Read, n 
And they would go and kiſs dead Cz/ar's Wounds, | 
And dip their Napkins in his facred Blood; 
Yea, beg a Hair of him for Memory, 
And dying, mention it within their e, 
Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy 
Unto their Iſſue. + x61 
4 Pleb. We'll hear the Will, N it Mark Antony. 
All. The Will, the Will z we will hear ava rs, 
Ant. Have Patience, gentle Friends, I muſt not 
It is not meet you knaw how. Cæ/ar lov'd you. 
You are not Wood, you! are not Stones, but Men: 
and being Men, hearing the Wil of Cæſar, Lo 
It will inflame you; it will make you Mad; m1 
"Tis good you know not that you are his Heirs, - 
For if you ſhould---O what would come of it? 
4 Pleb. Read the Will; we'll hear it. Antony : 
You ſhall read us the Will, Cæſar's Will. — 
Ant. Will you be patient? will you ſtay awhile, þ „ 
I have o'er-ſhot myſelf to tell you of it. | 
fear I wrong the honourable Men, . 1 
| Whole "REL have tabb'd ana -I do Gwe, it. 5 1 
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4 Pleb, They were Traytors--- Honourable Men ! 1 
Al. The Will! the Teftament |, 

2 Pleb. Aber were Men, Murderers; the Will 
read the Will! 

Ant. You will cont me hos to read the Wilt: 
Then make a Ring about the Corps of Cæ tar, 
And let me ſhew' you him that made the Will. 
Shall I deſcend; and will you grve me leave? 

All. Come down. & x He comes doen * "we Tape 
2 Pleb. Deſcend. 


3 Pleb. You ſhall have leave: af bo : oF 
4 Pleb. A * Fn round* / £ N 
1 Pleb. Stand the Hearſe, ſtand alan the at 


2 Pleb. Rooms for Antony =<wioft noble Hntony ! 4A 
Ant. Nay preſs not ſo upon me, ſtand far olf. 

All. Stand Nach res A beer bac ge 

Ant. If you habe Tears, prepare to ſhed them now 
You all do know this Mantle, I remember 
The firſt time ever Cesar put it on, 

'T was on a Summers Evening in his Tent. 

That Day he overcame the Nerwii---, 

Look ! in this Place, ran Caſſius's er Gen 
See what a Rent the envious Casta made - 
Through this, the well beloved Brutus ſtabbꝰ d, 

And as he pluck'd his curſed Steel away, 
Mark how the Blood of Cesar follow'd 4" WR 

As ee out of Doors, to be reſobv'd, 

If Prutus ſo unkindly knock d, or no. 

For Brutus, as you know, was Cœsar's Angel, | 
Judge, O you Gods! how-dearly C527 lov'd him! 5 
This was the moſt unlcindeſt Cut off all; 

For when the noble Czar ſaw him ſtab, 
Ingratitude, more ſtrong than Traitors Dies . 
Quite vanquiſh'd him ; then burſt his mighty Heart: 
And in his Mantle muffling up his Face, 

Even at the Baſe of Pompey s Statue, 

Which all the while ran Blood, great Ca- fell. 
O what a Fall was there, my Countrymen! 
Then I, and you; and all of us fell down, — 
Whilſt bloody Treaſon Houriſhed over us. 

DQ, now you weep, and I perceive you feel 
The _ of 225 5 thei are gracious drops, 


Kind 


F IJ 
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Kind Souls! what weep you, when you but behold 
Our Cæſar's Veſture wovnded ? Look you here, 
Here is himſelf, marr'd as you fee with Traitors. 
1 Pleb. O piteous SpeRacle/ | 
2 Pleb. O noble Ceſar! 
3 Pleb. O woful Day! 
4 Pleb. O Traitors, Villains / 
1 I Pleb. O moſt bloody ſight! 
pi, 2 Pleb. We will be reveng d: Revenge: 
| About ſeek burn fire hall ——flay ! 
: Let not a Traitor live. 
: Ant. Stay Countrymen---- . 
dy. 1 Pleb. Peace there, hear the ackle: Antony ny. 


oh 


Ul! 


with him | 
Ki A Friends, ſweet F riends, let me not ſtir 


EY Fa 7 1 AR Flood of Mutiny : 
They that have done this Deed, axe Honourable ; 
What private Griefs they have, alas, I know not, 
That made them doit; they are wiſe and honourable ; 3 
ws And will no doubt with Reaſons anſwer you. 
| I come not, Friends, to ſteal away your Hearts? 
I am no Orator, as Brutus is; *.. 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt Man, 
That Iove my Friend, and that they know full well, 
That give me publick leave to ſpeak of him: 
For 1 have neither Wit, nor Words, nor Worth, 
Action nor Utterance, nor the Power of Speech, 
To ftir Mens Blood ; I only ſpeak right on. 
I tell you that, which yon yourſelves do know, 


Shew you ſweet Ceſar*s Wounds, poor, poor dumbMouths, 


And bid them ſpeak for me; but were I Brutus, 

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your Spirits, and put a Tongue 
In every Wound of Ceſar, that ſhould move 

The Stones of Rome to riſe and mutiny. | 

Al. We'll, mutiny--- 

1 Pleb, We'll burn the Houſe of Brutus. 
2 Pleb. Away then, come, ſeek the Conſpirators. 
_ - Ant. Yet hear me, Countrymen, yet hear me ſpeak. 
" | Al. Peace ho, here Antony, molt noble Antony. 


= 


Ant. 


2 Plb, Well hear him, we'll follow him, We'll ye | ." 
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mat. Why, Friends, you go to do you know not what. 
Wherein hath Char thus deſerved your Loves? . 

Alas you know not: I muſt; tell you then 

You have forgot the Will T told you'of.” [Will. 

All. Moſt true — the Will let's ſtay and hear che 

Ant. Here is the Will, and under (aro te | 

To every Roman Citizen he gives, 

To every ſeveral Man, ſeventy five Drachma 8. | 
2 Pltb. Moſt noble Cæſar ! we'll revenge his Death, 
3 Pleb. O RoyaF Cofar 1 te ms, 

Ant. Hear me with Patience. wy Is 
All. Peace hol! 
Ant. Moreover, he hath left you alt his Walks, 
His private Arbers, and new-planted Orchards, 
On this ſide Tiber © he hath lef them you, f 


And to your Heirs for ever; cammon Pleaſures, 


To- walk abroad, and reereate Y our ſelves. © 
Here was a Ce/ar, when comes loch another ? 
I 1 Pleb. Never, never; come away, away ; © 
We'll burn his Bod in the holy Place, 3 
And with the Brands fre all the þ hom ani » Houſer, 
Take up the Body.! | 

2 PlebGo fetch fire! ö 2 5 5 | 

3 Pleb: Pluck down Benches. ENS 

4 Plib. Pluck: down Forms; Windwes, any ng 


Freue Plebeians with the Bech. 


"Dio: Now let it work ; Miſchief thou art | afoot, | 
Take thou what Courſe oy wer 10 5 
How n . l 2 2 8. 
00 * 2 ner S vort. 

[A Sir, Gr is dend come to bene, 

Ant. Where "5 hee | 

Ser He and Lepidus are at Caſar's $ Houſe: | 

Ant. And thither will I ſtraight, | to viſit him; ; 
He comes upon a wifi. Fortune is merry, | 
And in this Mood will give us any thing. 

Ser. I heard him ſay, Brutus and Caffrus- 
Are rid, like Madmen, through'the Gates of Pome. 

Ant. Belike they had ſome notice of the People, 


How I had mov'd them. Bring me to Oawins [ Fx = 
* | nter 


18 
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Enter Cinna the Pact, and after him the Plebeians. - 
Gn. I dreamt to Night chat I did feaſt with Czar, 
And — unluckily charge my fantaſy, 
[ have po will ts wander of doo doors, 4 
yet ſumethi | leads me forth, -. 

1 Pleb, What is your Name? 

2 Pleb, Whithet are you going? 8 

2 Plebe, Where you dwell? | 

4 Pleb. Are you a married Man, or a Habeler 

2 Pleb, Anſwer every Man direaly. . 

1 Pleb. Ay, and briefly. 5 5 4 135 

4 Pleb. Ay, and wilelye : 

3 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you wee bell, 

Cit. What is my Name? Mhither am I g going ? Wbere 
do I dwell ? Am 12 married Man, or 3 ? Then 
to anſwer every Man directly and . witely and tru- 
ly; wilely, I aj I am'a Batchello 

2 Pleb. Thar' 8 as mach as to fy, U are fools that 
arty s 3 you'll bear me 3 bang fe or chat, fear: Proceed 

irectly. 

Gn, Directly 1 am going ta C afar” 5 Funeral. 

1 Pleb. As Friend, ot ah-Enemy? ?? | 

cin. As a Friend. , 
2 2 e, eee 1 anrored. E 2 | 

47 our, ane CY » 89 4 172 

in. Priel ww dwell b A the Sagi. 
2 Pfeh. Mauls Nate, Sir, — 

(in. Truly my Name is Cinna. 

1 Pleb. Tear him to Pieces, he's a e | 

An. I Test ki for ble! am Cinne the Poet. 

4 Pleb, Tear him for his bad Veripa, um for . 
bad Verſes. 
cin. I am not Cizne the Coocpirator. 

4 Pleb. It is no matter, bis Name's cima, et br 

is Name out of his Heart, and turn him going. 

3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him; come brands ho, F irebrands: 

10 Brutus, to Caſſues, burn all. Some to Deczus's Houſe, 

ind ſome to 1 ol "_ to Eigarius: Away, go. | 
IO all the Plebeians. 
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CT . SCENE 1 
SCENE Rome. 211 


Enter Antony, Octav ius, and Lepidus. 


Ant. 77 Heſe many then ſhall die;theirNames are prickt. 
O. YoutBrother too muſt die; conſent you, 
ep. E do conſent. 905 4 
08. Prick him down, Antony, © | 
Lep. Upon Condition Publius ſhall not ive Ak 
* Who is your Siſter's Son, "Mark Antony.”  - 
Ant. He ſhall not live; look, with a Spot, I damn him, 
But Tepidus go you to Ceſar s Houle; ' 
Fetch the Will hither, and we ſhall determine 
_ How to cut off ſome Charge in Legacies, F of) 
Tep. What ? ſhall I find you here? 
Od. Or here or.at the Capitol. Exit Lepins 
Ant. This is a light unmeritable Man, 
Meet to be nt on Errands: Is it fit; 
The three-fold World divided, he mm Qtand - 
One of the three to ſhare it? 3 
Oct. So you thought wing 5 | 
And took his Voice; who ould be . to de, 
In our black Sentenee and Proſeriptin. 
Ant. Oftavius, I have ſeen more Days than you; ; 
| And though we lay theſe Honours on this man, 
Io caſe vurſelyes of divers ſland rous Loads, A 
He ſhall-but bear them, as the Aſs bears 5 
| To groanand ſweat under the Buſineſs,” | 
Either led or driven, as we print the way, ure: 
And having brought our Treaſure, where we will, T 
Fhen take we down his Load, and turn . 


JT ¼ ̃Ä ! t. ̃ĩ˙Lu LETT 


o& „„ . ps 


ky 


Like to the empty Aſs, to ſhake In mae” 0 1 
And graze in Commons. 759 = 
' « Oh, You may de your. Will; axis "Bs A | 
But he's a try d and r r I : 
Ant. So is my Horſe, QMlavius, and Ta thats Bi 

I do appoint him ſtore of Provender. 5 5 
Gene enn 1 tegel to — 1 u 


| It is a 


To 


m. 


Us. 


To 


E Jo 8 CAA Re 7 | 51 


10 a. to ſtop, to run directiy 1 
His corporal M ion, govern'd. by my, bie gee 401 
And in ſome taſte, is Zep:dus but ſo; þ | e ee 

He muſt be 2 and train d, and bid go bas. 

A barren ſpirited Fellow, one that feeds 
On Objects, Arts, and Imitations, f 
Which out of uſe, and ſtal'd by other Men; 3 A 
Begin his faſhion.. . Do not talk of: him, "A r = 
But as a Property. And now, Ofaviu, 7 as 
Liſten great things — Brutus and Caſſut {#6 
Are levying Powers; we muſt ſtraight. make Head. 1 
Therefore let our Alliance. be combin'd, 
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3 
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Our beſt Friends made, and our beſt means 0 


”” Ia 

And let us "preſently go, ſit in Council, 1 
How covert Matters may be beſt dilcles'd, . Ts vad . 
And open Perils ſureſt anſwered. N Ht 
Od. Let us do ſo; for we are at the ſtake, po” "ge 


And bayed about with many Enemies, 

And {ome that ſmile have in ves ae 1 FER 
Millions of Miſchiets. _ I, nt bY 
SCE N E 22 Before Brutus; Tent, in , the r: 


near Sardis, LI 


3 


/ Om Enter Biilkds: Lucifh jus, and Soldiers: Tn inius 


and Pindarus ; met ting them. 


Bra. Stand, ho! 7 12 7 5 5 | 5 * Li 5 
Tuc. Give che word, ho! and mand! eee i; 
Bru. What now, Lacilius? is Caſſuzs near? 3 


Tuc. He is at hand, and Pindarus is come 
To do you Salutation from his Maſter, 

Bru, He greets me well. Your Maſter, Pinder 
In his own change, or by ill Officers, _ 
Hath given me ſonie worthy cauſe to wii 1 
Things done, undone; but if he be at hand, 
I ſhall be ſatisfied. - 

Pin. I do not doubt 


* 


But that my noble Maſter ar: appear _ 


Such as he is, full of Regard, and Honour. 


— by 


532 11 U1 T 


\ - 
IF 


Bra. He i is not doubted, A word Luritius wy | 
How he receiv*d” you, let me be reſolßyT TTC. 
. Zac, With courtely, aud with reſpe@ enough, 
But not with fuck familiar Inffances, 


Nor with ſuch fire and friendly Conference 5 
As he hath us'd, of old. | 11 7 


Bru. Thoù Hast deferib'd © 43 


A hot Friend, obblir ; ever note, cartel; 2. 


When Love begins xb Hekef and decay, 
It uſeth an enfot&d Ceremony. 


There are no Trick in plain and ſimple Faik: 
But hollow Men, like MS bot at hand, 
Make Silk 


Lake thew, and promiſe of their Mette. 
Bur when they ffivuta endure the loody. E Ty 
They fall theſt* "Creft, and Tike deceitful Ja 
Sink in the Trial. Comes his Army on?? y 


Tuc. They nean this RY in Sardis to be garter; | 


The greater, o Part the Horle in general, 
Enter Caſſius and, Soldiers. 8 
Br. Hark, he is arriy'd ; : Lin; 

Maren genfly ob ro mect Him. 

Caſe Stand, ho? 

Bru. Stand, bo r the word along. | 
"Within. Stand 
Within, Stand! 
Within, Stand! 
Caſ. Moſt noble Brather ! Hark * done me wrong. 
Bru, Judge me, you Gods! wrong I mine Enemies? 


7 


And if got to, Net Mould I Wrong 2 Brother? 


Caſ. Brutus, this ſober Form of. 18 hides CE. 
And when you do them. 

Bru. Caſſrus, 5 be content, 
Speak 1 Griefs foftly, I do klo# 2 wen. | 
Before the Eyes of bot "our Armies here, 5 
(Which ſhouſd pereeive nothing but Love from us) 
Let us not wranglo. Bid them move away 
Then in my Tent Caſſus enlarge your Grick, 


And 1 will give you Audiehcr. 


Caf, P indaris 5 
Bid our Commannders lead their Charges of. 


k A little 


Low March wit hin, 


en 22 : 


20585 


A little ſrom this Ground. 
ru. Lucilias, do you the like, and let n "Man L. 
Come to our Tent, till we have done our Conference. 


Let Lutius and Titinius guard the Door. Excunt. | 


Manent Brutus and Caſſius. 


cg That you have wrong d me, dotb appear inghis, 


You have condemn'd, and noted Lucius Pe 

For taking Bribes here of the Sardrans; 

| Where, Letter praying on his Side, 

Becauſe ew the Man, was lighted of. 

_ ' Bru. You. wrong d yourſelf ro-write in ſuch a Caſe. 
Cui. In ſuch a time as this, it is not meet, 

That every nice Offence ſhould bear bis Comment. 

Bra. Let me tell Fous Caſpus, you yaurielt” 

Are much condemn'd to have an itelling „ 

— ſell⸗ and mart your: 2 far 

| Undefervers., | 


9 zf. I an itching Palm ? © 5 1b y 
You know that you are Brutus RA Rel dls; 5 
Or by the Gods, this Speech ere elſe your laſt. 

Bru. The name of Callas bonours this Sara, 
And:Chaliſamant doth thereforerbide His Head. 

Caſ, Chaſtiſement!-— 

Dns. Remember Adam, die lden of Ab a; 
| Did not great Tels blecd for Juſtice ſake ? 
What Villain touch'd his Body, that dit} ſtab, hs 
Aud not for Juſtice? What, all one of Us, 
| That farutk che faremaſt Man of all this World, 
But ſot ſupponting Rabbers, ſhall we:now 
Contaminate our Fingers with baſe Bribes 7 
And ſell the mig 9 cat of our large Honours 
For fo much Traſh, as may he graiped rhnis << | 
I had rather bea Dog, and e K 1 
Than ſuch a Roman. a 
Caf. Brutus, bait not me, 

I'll not -endurt it; you forget younlelf, 
Io hedge me in, I am a Soldier, I 

Older in Practice, abler than ann 
To make Conditions. 

Bru. Go to; you are not Caſſius. 

Caf. Lam. | » 177 79” 

Brau. I ſay, you are not. | 21. 


te, Ca sax. 243) 


* — vos * 
— : 
88 F. 


F N Em nn Ls 


— — — e 2 — 
1 omg CERT E 
- | 


OT 


if 4194. Fur fol Cl 9 Os 
| ' Caf. Ur e me no more, I ſhall forget 'myſelf — | 
Have mind upon your Health W N me no farther, 
Br. Away, ſlight Man. Ms | 
Caſ. Ist poſſible? — 
Bru. Hear me, for I will ſp "EP 
Mut F'giye way and room to Honk raſh EY 
Shall I be ige when à Madman ſtates ? 
_ Caf. O ye Gods! ye Gods! muſt L endure all this? 
Brau- All this! Ay more. Fret till your * 
e, 
Go: new your gaves bow Chole gen vou i, 1 
And make your Bond men tremble. Muſt T budge? 
Muſt I obſerve you? Muſt I ſtand and erouen 
Under your teſty Humour? By the Gods 
Tou ſhall digeſt the Venom of your Spleen, 
Tho' it do ſplit you. For from this Day Erb, 
Fil uſe you for niy Mirth, yea for 1 e 
When you are waſpiſh. | 
Cafe. Is it come to this? — 3 
Bru. Lou ſay, you are a better Soldier; . 
Let i it appear ſo; make N yaunting truc, 
And it ſhall pleaſe me well.® For mine own party. 
1 ſhall be glad to learn of noble Men. 


. »'Caſc; You wrong me every way'—you wrongme Fr | 
- ſaid, an Elder Soldier, oy a' OE. 7 ? Leer; 


Did I ſay Better = - | 
_ Bra. If you did, I care net. 200 me 
Caſ. When Ceſar livd; he durſt not * have mud 


Pru, Peace, peace, you Gueſt not ne nene bin. 


4. 1 Aurſt nat 4. * * 

Case b? durſt not er A er 
Bru. For your Life you durſt e 

Caſ. Do not preſume too much upon my Love, 
I may do that I ſhall be ſorry for. 

4 Vou have done that you ſhould be ſorry for, 
There is no Terror; Caſſius,” in your r 5 
For I am arm'difo ſtrong in honeſt /, 
That they paſs by me, as the idle Wind, 

Which I reſpe& not. I did ſend to yu 
For certain ſums of Gold, which you Aide; 
For I can raiſe no Money by vile means. 


_— 


. | By 


Bos! ME Oat DhHAOATHISD > 


By Heav' n, 1 had rather coin my Heart, ; 


Jorrvs CxSARK 


And drop my *Blood for Drachma's, than to wring 
From the hard Hands of Peaſants, their vile Traſh 
By any IndireQion. I did ſend 
To you for Gold to pay my Legions, 
Which you deny d me; was that done like cle 
Should I have anſwered Caius Caſſius ſo? 
When Marcus Brutus grows ſo coyetous, _ 
To lock fuch Raſcal Counters from his Felendy, 
Be ready Gods with all your Thunderbolts, 4 
Daſh him to pieces, | £ 

Caf. I deny'd you not. | 

Bru, You did. 

Caſe I did not 3 was but a Tok: 


That brought my anſwer back- Brutus hath my my Heart. 


A Friend ſhould bear 'a Friend's Infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru, I do not till you practiſe them on me. 
Caſ. You love me not. . 
Bru. I do nat like your Faults. 3 
Caſ. A friendly Eye could never ſee fach Faults. - 
Bru, A Flatterer'swould'not,: tho they do __ 
As huge as high Olympuse.! . + 
Caſ. Come Antony and young Odi come, | 
Revenge yourſelves alone on Caſſius, 


For Caſſius is a weary of the World; 


Hated by one he loves, brav'd by his Brother, 


| Cheek'd like a Bondman, all his Faults obiery'd,. 
Set ina Note- Book, learn'd and conn d by rote, 


To caſt into m T eeth. O I could weep 


My Spirit from mine Eyes! There is my Daggers * 
And here my naked Breaſt. Within eu, i 


Dearer than Pluto's Mine, richer than Gold; 

If that thou be'eſt a Roman take it forth. » 

I that deny'd thee Gold, will give my Heart; 
Strike as thou didſt at Ceſar, tor. I knows» - 4 


When thou didſt hate him worſt, thou mag him e | ; 


Than ever thou lov'dſt Caſſius. 2 03 412% al 
Bru. Sheath your Dagger; Sis "aq * 

Be angry when you will, it ſhall 0 ſcope, | | 

Do what you will, Diſhonour ſhall be humour. 

O, Caf las, 708. are yoked with a Lamb,  _ 

C4 That: 


46 * FR © 105. Cx5AR. 
That carries Anger as the Flint bears Fire, 


Who much inforeed; — Ada haſty Spark, 
And drags is cold | 


ath Caſſius liv od. | 
To 50 but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutus, 
When Grief and Blood ill-temper d vexeth him? 

Brix. When I ſpoke that, I was ill- temper d too. 
-- Caf. Do you confels ſo much? ak me your Hand. 

Bru. And my Heart to. 1 L Erbracing 

Caf. O Brutus) ; | 

| Bru. What's the Matter? 

Caſ. Have not you Love enough to bear with me, 
When that raſh Humour which my Mother gaye me 
Makes me forgetſul? 

Fra. Ves, Caſſeas, and from henceforth 
When you arg oyer-carneſt with your Brutus, 
He'll 9 your Mother chides, and leave EG. 
er Lucius and Litinus and a Peet. 
| Peet, Let me go in to ſee the Generals, 
There is ſome grucge between N tis rot meer 

They be alone. 

Luc. Nou Aan not eamatothem, - E 

3 Nothing but Death ſhall ſtay me. 

Caſ. ew now 2 What's the matter? . 

Poet. For ſhame you Generals; what do you mean? 
Love, and be Friends, as two ſuch Men ſhould be, 
For J have ſeen more Years Fm fure than ye. 

Caſe. Ha ha -how vilely Goth this Cynick rhime! 


Fra. Get you hence, _— _ Fellow, bens. 


Caſ. Bear with him, Brus s, tis his Faſhion. 


Bras ll know his Humour, eb. 12 knows his Time; 


What ſhould the Wars do with theſe j Paging Fools?- 
Companion, hence. - 
Caf. Away, away, be gone. [Exi. Poet. 
| Brau. Zucilius and Titintut, bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies to Night” 
C. And come yourſelves, and bring Meſſala with Fe ou 
Immediately to us. [ Exewnt Lueilius and Tieinius. 
Bru. Lucius, a Bowl of Wine. 
Caſ. 1 did not think —. could have been fo angry, 
Bru, O Cubus 1 am ſiek ef many Gries. | 
Cafe or your „ you male no "uſe 


If 


. 


— 


2 


H 


Have made thetnlelyes ſo ſtro For with her e 


4 a O ye Hantiital Gods: r | 


In Ahle r ury all unkindneſs, 


Bend ing their e 


Bru. our. x 
| Mine ſpeak of Teventy enators, that 'Uy'< 


Had gs your Letters from * Wife * * 


Nas Cir 37 


I? you, give place to accidental Evils. 
ru. iv Yan bears Sorry * — n edlen. 
Caſe 1 4 22 1— 
. Bru. She is dea 
" Caf. How ſeap d 1 Fw FO A ol way > 
0 inſupportable and to ag! 'Lols 
Upon what Sickneſs? . 
Bru. Impatient of my abſence 
And Grief, that young Otavits Jr Mat 1 0 


— — — — — — 
— —— — 
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That tydings came. With this © fel diſtract, _ 
And (her Attendant 1 N 1. ue. : 
Hows Even is. . . of Es _ 


. 
2 
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Enter Boy with Wine a tlee. ; 
ak no more of her: Live me à Bowl ae 
* Drinks. 
Caſ. My Heart is thirſty for t it noble f Pied edge. 
Fill, 23 "till the Wine o *-ſeell the Cup; 
I cannot drink too much of Brutus Love. 
Enter Titinius, and Meſfala, 

Bru. Come in, Titinims; welcome, good Has 
Now ſit we'cloſe about this Taper here, 
And call in queſtion our Neceſſities. 

Caf. "Portia | art thou n e 

Bru. No more, I pray you. . 2 
Meſſala, IL have here recited 28 
That young Odavius, and Mark 
Come down upon us with a "nine Plank, 

ard Phzt; 


Meſ. Myfelf have — 9 1 of 'the ſelf Ame tenure. 

Bru. Wich what Addition? 

Meſ. That by Prolcription, and Bill of Out ws 
Odavias, Ante Pei and Lepidus, - 
Have TY to Death an hundred Semtors. 15 
ers do not well agree; 


By their Proſcriptions, Cicero being Obes. _ 
Caſ. Cicero ons? — | 
Meſ. Cicerò is dead; and by that Order it Pra ion 


—— ——ñ—ͤ—ͤ— 
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Pra. N 05 Meſſala. 


- M&f, Nor nothin in our Letters writ o her? 
Bru. othing, — 50 TL er; 


| = Why”: gef is Range, oh | 


Br 4 No, 1 fy 6 4 a cel me a OP 
Mel. Then like a Roman, bear the Truth I tell, 

For certain ſhe is dead, and, by ſtrange marmor. | 
"Bru. W hy, farewel, Portig. — we muſt die, Are, ala. 


With b rheditating that ſhe. muſt die once, 


J have the patignce_to. endure it, no. 
Mef. Even ſo great Men, great! Loſſes ſhould re. 
Caſe 1 have as much of this in Art as you, 
But yet my Nature could not bear it lo, 
Fru. Well, to our Work aliye. What. do on 885 


5 Of, marching to Philippi preſently, 


Caf. I do not think it good. 
Bes. Your Reaſon? - Wh . 
. This it 3 1 


is beiter that the Enemy ſeek us, 3 
So ſhall he waſte his means, weary his Soldiers, 


Doing himſelf Offence, Whilſt we hy ing ſtil, 


Ae 101 of leſt, defence and n mblenels. 


Bru. Godd Reaſons mult of force give place to better. 
The People 'twixt Philippi, and this Ground, 

For they have. grudg d us Contribution. ah | * n 

The Enemy caches along by them, To 


Do ſtand but in a forc'd Affection; 


By them ſhalf make a füller Number up, 


Come 6n' refreſht, new. added, and chevarag'd 3 
Frem, which Advantage Mall we cut kim 1375 
If at Philippi we do face him , 3 


Theſe E ple at our Bk: 
© »* Caf. Hear me, good Brother — 


ru. Undex,youn Pardon. Von as" how beſide, 
That ye have try d the utmoſt of our F riends, 
Our Legions ate brim full,” our Cauſe is fire, 
The Enemy increaſeth every Day. | 
We at the Height, are ready to Aedine.” 
There is a Tide in the Affairs of Men, 


ar. dich taken at the Flood, leads on to E Fortune; Z 


. " Omitted 


„ y . 
2 ©”, 
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+ 
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Our ſelves, and meer them at Philippi. 
Which we will niggard with a little Reſt; 


Early to Morrow” we will riſe, and hence. 
Good Night, and good Repoſe. 


Let it not, Bratas. 


Il have them ſlęep on Cuſhions in my Tent. 


It may be, 1 ſhall raiſe you by and 


* jv; be I ſhall otherwiſe 'bethink me. 


Jur ros CESAR 59 

Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life, 1 

Is bound in Shallows, and in Miſeries. 

On ſuch a full Sea, are we now a. float, 

And we mult take the Current when it ſerves, ny * 

Or lofe our Ventures. A1 
Caſ. Then with your will go on; we will alobg / 


| Bru. The deep of Night is crept upon our Ta, 
And Nature mult obey Neceflity, 


There is no more to ſay. | 
'Caſ. No more; good . = 
Enter Lucius. 
Bru. Lactus, my Gown. farewel good Meſſulas-. 
Good Night, Tirinas⸗ Noble, Noble Ai ius; | 


Caf. O my dear Brother! 
T his was an ill beginning of the Night, 
Never come ſuch Diviſion tween our Souls; | 


Pr. Every" thing is well. as 

Caf. Good Night, my Lond. 

Bru, Good Night, good Brother. 

Tit. Melſa. Good Night, Lord Brutus. 

Bru, Farewel, every one. E xeunt. 
Give me the Gown, Where is thy Laſtrument? 

Tuc. Here in the Tent, © © * 4 

Bru, What, thou ſpeakeſt ty n: £2725; | 
Poor K nave, I blame thee not, thou art o Yer-watch'd, 
Call Claudius, and ſome other of my Men, 


Enter Lucius with the Gowns | | 1 | 


Tuc. Varro and Claudius. 
Enter Varro and Claudius. 
Far, Calls my Lord? 
Bra. I pray you, Sirs, lye in 1 2 and deep, 


On Buſineſs to my Brother Caſſius. [Pleaſure, = 
Par, So pleaſe you, we will ſtand, and watch your || 
- Bru, I will not have it ſo; lye down, good Sirs, 


Look: 


— Le —— ni th 
OOO —ñ— lNg᷑—̃ꝛtk >". TY Ao; Sas. 
r 
* 
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ben, 


I trouble thee to n but thou art a 


I will nct hold the Jong. IF I do live, 
This is a ſleepy Tune - — - +: murderous I 


I'll take it from thee, and, good Bo 9s Ae Night. | 


: How in this; I burns! Ha! Who comes: here ? | 
think it is the weaknels of mine Eyes, 


Z 13 upon me; Art thou any thing? ? 


Jae, 


= 20 - © got Oy, 15 am 1 fors ful, 
Canſt thou hold 4 vy Eyes G, Wo” 
And touch thy Ir — h a WY ns or two: 3 
r 127 my pron an t pleaſe YOu. 
ru. 


It does, my Boy; 


Tuc. It is my Duty, Sir. 

Bræ. I ſhould not urge th paſt thy If ie 
I know young Boggs | look 8 a. time For R 5 

Zuc. I have llept, my Lord d. already. =” 

Bra. It was well done, and thou ſhalt "PF again; 


I will be 1 Muſick and @ Sung, 


Lay ſt. thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, 

That plays thee Muſick ?. Gentle Knave, good Night; 
I will not do thee ſo much wrong to wake thee. 

If thou doſt vod, thou break ſt thy Inſtrument, 


Let me ſee, let me ſee? is — the turn'd down 
Where I left reading? Here it is, I think.. 
| [He fits down to read, 
Enter the Ghoſt of Caim. 


" mn 9, 


42+ 


That ſhapes this monſtrous Apparition. . | 


rt thou {ome God, ſome Angel, or * Devil, 
That mak ſt m Blood cold, my Hair to klare 7 
Speak to me, what thou art? 1 8 
 Gheſh Thy evilSpirit, Brutus. 
Bru. Why com'ſt thou? 
1 Jo tell thee thou ſhalt ſee nie At TB. | 
ric. Well—then I ſhall ſee thee. again 
G. . Ay, at Philippi. "8 Lr G5. 
Bru. Why, I will ice thee at Philips then, | 


| Nom I have taken heart, thou-yaniſheſt; Ar 
MI. "git: 21 Noun hold more talk with thee, 


Boy! 


Fl 


Boy ! Lucius! Varro! Claudius ! Sirs ! A 


Lucius! awake. 


Thou awake. 


509255 0090025500000008 


Od. NT OW, Antony, our Hopes are anſwered, 
But keep the Hills and 5 Regions; 
r 


Funn Es ain. 3 


Claudius! 
Tuc. The ſtrings, my Lord, are falſe. 
Bra. He thinks he ſtill i is at his Ene. e 


Tuc. My Lord.. e 

1 Dia thou dream, Tiaiut, r wen ſo erte 
out? 

Luc. My Lord, I do not know that I did cry, 5 

Bru. Ves, that thou didſt; didſt thou ſte any wing? 

Tuc. Nothing, my „ 

Bru. Sleep again, Lu: Fry Sitrati * Fellow! 


Fur. My Lord! | . 
Gs. Ms vg RE ſo ery 0 80 kg ir Shed r 
ru. Why did you ſo er out; rs, in Your Sleep? 
Both, Did we, my Lord ? x am 5 | 
Bra. Ay, ſaw you any thing? "oh 1 
Var. No, my Lord, I ſaw nothing. 2 
Clau. Nor I, my 1840 | | 
Bru, Go, and commend me to my Brother Caſſia as, 
Bid him {et on his Powers betimes before, | 
And we will follow. 
Both. It ſhall be done, my Lord. oy cane. 


3 


ANA SCENE « 


SCE N E the Fields of Philippi with the two Camps. 
Enter Odarius, Antony, and their Army. 


Yau ſaid the Enemy would not Re down, 


It proves not ſo; their Battles are at hand, 

hey mean to warn us at alas i here, 
Anſwering before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut, I am in their Boſoms, and I hw 
* e do it; could be content 


; To viſit other E laces, and- come down 1 


* * 


, iti ot a, 
1 Enter a Meſſenger. _ 
- Mef. Prepare you Generals, 


Aue. Upon the right Hand I, keep thou the left. 


Make forth, the Generals would have ſome Words. 


. Stir not until the Signal, 
. Words before Blows: is it ſo, Countrymen ? 


Oda. Not that we love Words better, as you do. 

. .. Bru, Good Words are better than bad Strokes, Octavius. 

Ant. In your bad Strokes, Brutus, you give good Words. 
Witneſs the hole you made in Cæſar's Heart, 
Etyitg; Long live, bail gin. 


Caſ. Antony, | ET; th * 0) 
The poſture of Jour Blows. are. yet unknown ; a 
But for your Words, they rob the Hilla Bees. 

And leave them Honey-leſs. | - 
Ant. Not ſtingleſs too. 1 

Bru. O yes, and ſoundleſs too; 1 | 

For you have ſtoln their buzzing Antony, | 4 


And very wiſely threat. before you ſting. 


Ant. Villains you did norſo, when your vile Daggers fi Be 
Hack d one another in the ſides of Cæſar. As 


You ſhew'd your Teeth like Apes, and fawn'd like W U! 

JJC I Wounds, Yo 
And bow d Icke bond-men, kiſſing Czſar's Feet; An 
Whilſt damned Caska, like a Cur; behind © 8 Ar 
Struck Ceſar on the Neck. O you” Flatterers ! Cal, Cc 


0 


8.5 
8. 


ers 


ike 
ds, 


Ca), 


The proof of it will turn to redder Drops. 
Behold, I draw a Sword againſt Conſpirators, 


The Storm is upp and all is on the Hazard. 


i CGixSAt. 63 


| Caſe, Flatterers! Now Brutus thank yourlelf ; 


This Tongue had not offended fo to day, 
If Caſſius might have rul d. 3 


Oda. Come, come, the Cauſe, If arguing make us 
1 POE: [ſweats 


When think you that the Sword goes. up again? 

Never till Cæſgqar's three and thirty Wounds - 

Be well aveng'd; or till another Cæſar N 

Have added Slaughter to the Sword of Traitors. 
Bru. Cæſar, thou canſt not dye by Traitors Hands, 


Unleis thou bringſt them with thee.. 


' 08a. So | hepa; 


4 = . 
I was not born to die on Brutus Sword. 


Bru. O if thou wert the nobleſt of thy ſtrain; | 
Young Man, thou couldſt not dye more Honourable. 
Caf. A peeviſh School-boy, worthleſs of ſuch Honour, _ 


join d with a Masket and a Reveller, 


Ant. Old Caſſius ttill. 
Ota, Come, Antiny, away; 5 

Defiance, Traitors hurl we in your Teeth, 

If you dare fight to day, come to the Field, 

If not, when you have Stomachs. 
„ ¶EExe. Octavius. Antony, and Army. 
Caſ. Why now blow Wind, twell Billow, 11 . 

8 | 7 Io . 


Bru. Ho, Lucilius, — hark a word with you. 
I. Lucilius and Meſſala ſtand forth. 

Tuc. My Lord. | Brutus ſpeaks.apart to Lucilius. 

0 A o 

Meſ. What ſays my General? | | 

Caſe Meſſala, this is my Birth-Day ; as this very Day 


Was Cafſius. born. Give me thy Hand, Meſſala;_ 


Be thou my Witneſs, that againſt my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compeltd to ſet 
Upon one Battel all our Liberties. 

You know that I held Epicurus ſtrong, 1955 
And his Opinion; now I change my Mind, 
And partly credit things that do preſage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our foremoſt Enſign 


Two 


—— 


28 — — 
— — 


Gorging and ite 


And 1 in ei ſteads, 


"OO — 
—— da pch noe eros 
: 


— 


64 J U n 
T'wo nüght; Es fell, and there they pearch'd, 


g from our Soldiers Hands, 
Who to Philippi here e us: 
This Morning are * . d away, and gone, 


As we were fickly Prey; their ſhadows ſeem 

A Canopy moſt fatal, under Which 

Our Army lies, ready to give up the Ghoſt. 
Meſ. Believe not o. 
Caf. U but believe it partly; 

For I am freſh of Spirit, and Kb 


To meet all Peril, very conſtantly. 


Bru. Eyen To, Lucius. | 

Ca. Now moſt Noble Bratus, 
ITbe Gods to Day ſtand friendly; that we may 
Lovers in Peace, lead un our Days to Age. 


But ſince the Affairs of Men reſt ſtill incertain, 


Let's reaſon with the worſt that in 9 
If we do loſe this Battel, then is t EE 
The very laſt time ve” ſhall {| Pak tg together? 
What are you then determihe | 

Bru, Even by the rule of that Philoſophy, 5 
By which I did blame Cato, for the Death 


_ Which he did give himſelf, I know. not * 
But I do find it cowardly, and vile, 
For fear of War might * x Lt prevent. 


The ime, p of. 20 e, armin ith patience, 
To ſtay the Providence of of be FN Powers, 
1 AH us below, 353 
” Then if we fole Hite Bal, 
You. are contented to be led in triumph, 


.. Through the Street, of Rome,. 


Bra. No, Calis, 1755 foe, Per, Fi da bodie Roma, 
That ever Brutus will & 8 to Rome, 


He bears tod great a . But this lame Day 


Muſt end that Work, ide of March e 
And whether we ag 5 again, 1k now not 5 
Therefore our everlaſting farewel take; 

For ever, ind ſor ever, G Caſſius; 


It we do meet again, why, we "hall {mile, 
| if not, why then, this ** Was well made. 


Ly 
45 
ot 


Rayens, Crows, -and Kites, | 
Fly o'er our Heads, and downyvard look on us | 


r 


1 
] 
/ 


2 


Who having ſome. 


— 
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' Cafe For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus; | 
If we do' meet again, we'll ſmile indeed 
If not, tis true, this parting was well made, ' 

Bru. Why then lead on. O that a Man might know 
The end of this Day's Buſineſs, ere it come; | 
But it ſufficeth, that the Day will end, 

And then the end is known. Come ho, away. [Exoent. 
Alarum. Enter Brutus and Meſſala. 

Bru. Ride, ride, Mieſſala, ride and give theſe Bills - 
Unto the Legions, on the other fide, - Loud Alarumn:. 
Let them ſet an at ones; for I percgire L 
But cold Deny in Otauio's Wing; 


And ſudden; puſh gives them the overthrow. | 
Ride, ride, Meſſale, let them all eame down, CExeavt. 


Alarums. Enter Caſſius and Titinius. 
Caſ. O look, Titinius, look, the Villains 2 90 


Myſelf have to mine pwn turn d Enemy; 


This Enſign here of mine was turning beck, 


I flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 


Tit. O Caſſius, Brutus gave the ward too n 
ad vantage on Gſtavius 
Took it top £ag9 ries his Sdldierc fell te { 


| Whil we by Antony are all inclos'd. 


Ener Pindarus. 


Pin. Fly further af my Lord, fly further "Y 


Ari Antony is in your Tents, m _ . 


Fly therefore, nable Caſſur, fly far off. 


_ This Hill is far enough; Look, look, Titenius, 


Are thoſe my Tents where 1 perevive the Fire? 


Tit. They are, my Bord. | 

Caſe Titus, if thou loveſtme, 1 
Mount thou my Horſe, and hide thy Spurs i in 9 
Till he have A ht thee up to vonder Troops, 


And here again, that I 12 or En: OSIRIS 


Whether yond Troops are Friend or Enemy. + | 
Tit. I will be here again, even with a n [Exit 
Caſe Go, Pindarus, get thither on that Hill, 

My fight was ever thick; regard Titinins, 

And tell me what thou not'ſt about the Field. 


This Nay I breathed firſt, time is come round, 


And where I did begin, - there ſhall I end 5 
My Lite 18 * — ä What News > | 4 
5 ind. 


Md 
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Pind. 1 O, my Lord! „ $85 


Caſe What News? S 
Pind. Titinius is encloſed a EW 
With Horſemen, that make to him on the Sp 9 
: Yet he ſpurs on. Now they are almoſt on 
Now Litinius! Now ſome light 0 he lights too — 

Heis tate aeg 
And bark, they hout for ee eee 
Cæſi Come down behold no + 
Q Coward that I am, to live ſo long. / 
To ſee my beſt Friend ta en before my Face FP 
85 Enter Pindarus. 


. Thai bither Stirahs in Parthia did I take chee Pre, | 


And then I ſwore thee, laving of thy Life, 
That whatſoever I did bid thee'do, 
Thou ſhouldſt attempt it. Come now, keep thine Ozth, 
Now be a Freeman, and with this good Sword 
That ran through Caſer's Bowels, ſearch this Boſom. 
Stand not to anſwer: here take thou the — ”--: 
And when my Face is cover'd, as tis no. w]. 
Guide thou the Sword —"Cefzr thou art reveng d, 
Even witk che Sword that killd theres = himſel{. 
Pind. So, I am free, yet would not ſo ve __ 
| Durſt I bave done my Will. O Caſſius, 
Far from vis Country a ies Mall run, 
Where never Raman ſhall take Note of him. bear 
Enter Titinius and Meſſalaa. 
NMeſ. It is but change, Iitinias; for. en 
15 overthrowuchy noble 5 — Leser, Te 4G! 
As Caſſius Legions ar 
. Tit. Theſe 1 ings ml eli well comfore ca. 
Meſs Where did you leave n x 
Tit. All diſconſolate; :/ +: - 
With Pindarus-his Bondman,: on: this Hill. 6 
Meſ. Is not that he that lies upon the Ground 2 
Tit. He lies not like the Hering O my * 
. Is not that he? RAT 0.2 
It. No, this. was he, Aelſals. 975 2197 2 
| But Caſſius N . O-letting; Sun! 5 
As in thy ays thou doſt ſink to Nigbt, 
So in his — Blood Caſſius Day is ſet; 


The Sun of Rebre is (ct, Our Day is gone, 4 
Clouds 


? 


ud 


O hatcful Error, Melanchoely's Child! 


The h that are not? O Error ſoon cottceiy dz 7” 


Meſ. Seek him, Titinivs, whilſt I goto meet 


Into bis Ears; I may ſay, CRONE ijt; * 
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Clouds, Dews, and Dangers come; our Deeds are done; 
Miſtruſt of my Succeſs hath done this Deed. 

Meſ. Miſtruſt of good Succeſs hath done this Decd. 


Why doſt thou ſhew to the apt thoughts of Men, 


Thou never com'ſt unto a happy Birth, 
But kill'ſt the Mother that engender d' thee. 
Tit. What Pindarus? Where art thou, Pindarus ? 


The noble Brutus, thruſting this report 


For piereing Steel, and Darts inve om de 
Shall be as welcome to the Ears of Brutus s 
As tydings of this'fight, 1 1 
Tit. Hye you, Meſjalay © 1 W 
And I will itek for Pindarus he while, © Aang ae 
Why didſt thou ſend me forth brave Cats ius! 0 
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not -_ 
Put on my Brows this wreath of Victor, 
And bid me give it Thee? rat chou not 1 their 
| CSbouts? 


Alas, thes has mitbutirabd> every thing. | . 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Bios: 8 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and 1 | 
Will do his bidding, Brutus come apace, LE 
And fee how I regarded. Caius Caſſius. \ 
By your leave, Gods —— This is a Romans Part, 


[Stabs bimſelf. 


G Come 9 Sword, 1 find Titinius Heart. [ Dies. 


Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meſſala, y:ung Cato, Strato, 
N Volumnius, and Lucilius. 
Brau. Where, where, Me lala, doth his Body lye? 
Meſ. Lo vonder, and Titinius ——_ its | 
Bru. Titinius Face is wares 
 Cat:. Ee is (lain. 


Bru. O Julius Caſar, thou att e yet, 


Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our Swords 
In our own proper Eiitraills. [Lom Maran. 
Cato. Brave Titinzus! » | | 


Look where he have not l dead Caſſius. 


Fru. Are 1 two Romaxs _ ſuch as theſe 2 
Thou 


"x * Tp 4405: . 


Thou Ja of all the Romans, fare. thee well; A 
It is Foe po that ever Rowe | 
Should breed th Fella Friends, 14 owe more Tears 7 


To this dead Man, than you ſhall ſee me 64 Such 

J. ſhall find 820 Tolkes I hal} find time And f 

Come therefore, and to Therſus ſend his Body, And! 

His Funerals ſhall not be in our Camp., How 

Leſt it diſcomfort us. Lucilius come, aer 
And come, young Cato, let us to the Field, Bru 
Tabio and Flauius, ſet our Battles 0nz Cli, 
; *Tis three a Fat and, Romans, yet ere Night, = He ca 
We ſhall try Fortune in a ſecond fight. Exeunt. Bra 
Alarum. Enter Brutus, NMedala, Cato, Lucilius, and Wt is a 

Flavius. 1 


Brau. Vet Countrymen, G yet, hold up Four Head: B 
Cato. What Baſtard —_ not ? who will b with we? 75 


J will prbelaim my Name abaut the Field. ” Ho 
annie AO Ee bt, ho. Z Day 
A Fos te I'yrants,, and ———— 75 
4 am t e Son of Mares Cote, bo. Dan 
Huter Soldiers ond fight. - | Cli, 
Ivo. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, "3h Dn 
"Hr my Country's Friend know me for Brutus. CE, 
Luce:O'young and aoble Lata art thou den: That! 
Why now thou dieſt 85s Hraveiy as — 0 Bru 
may ſt. be honeur d being pe . Pl, 
Sold, Wie es _ 8 > 
Lat. Only I yicld tadic 4 rue 
There i is — . that thou wilt kill me frat ighe; Two! 
2 Bratus, and be bonnur d in 1 And tl 
Sad. Me muſt mat; Anoble Priſonerr. I knov 
Fetter Antony. | Vol. 
2 Cela. Room bal tell Aatagy, Bratus is ta- en. Bru, 
I Fold. PF tell thee Nes, here ——_——, Thou | 
Brutus is ta en, Brutus-is ta en, my Lord. Our E. 
Int. Where is he? Te Itis m 
Luc. Safe Antony, Brutus is fafe chough, Than t 

I dare affure thze, that no Enemy 0 * 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus: ven f 
The Gods defend him from ſo great a ſhame. old t 


M hen you do find him or alive, or dead, 5 Vol. 
He will be found like Br * like himſelf. „ 


t. 
fi 


5, 


% 
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Ant. This is not Brutus, Friend, but I aſſure you, 

A prize no leſs in worth; kee Gp Chis Man ſafe, 

Give him all kindneſs, 1 had rather have 

Such Men my Friends than Enemies, 

And ſee where Brittus be alive or dead, 

And bring usword unto Otavius Tent, 

How every thing is chant'd, 

EnterBrutus, Dardanius, Clittts, Strato, au Volu umnius. 


o on, 


Bru, Come, poor remains of Frithds; relt on this Rock, 
Cli. Stalillius thew'd the Torch-light, but, my N | 


He came not back, he is, or ta'en, or lain. 

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus; ſlaying is the word, 

t is a deed infaſhion. Hark thee, Clitus— [Whiſpering 
Cli, What I, my Lord? No, not for all the "owes, | 
Bru, Peace then, no words, | 
Ci. I'll rather kill myſelf. 

Brau. Hark thee; Hardunius 

Dar, Shall I do ſuch a Deed? 

Cli, O Dardanius 

Dar. O Clituss 

Cli, What ill requeſt did Bata ; Wah to thee? 

Dar. To kill him, Citus: lock he meditates. 

cli. Now is that noble Veſſel full of Grief, 
That it runs over even at his Eyes. | 

Bru, Come hither,” good Folummius, li lift a word. 

Vol. M hat ſays my Lord? 

Bru. Why this, Foſumnius; ; 
The Ghoſt of Ceſar hath appear'd to me - 
Iwo ſeveral times by Night; at Sardis, ones; 
And this laſt Night, here in PoHINpi-Fields. 
I know my hour is come. 

Vol. Not ſo, my Lord. | 

Bru. Nay, I am ſare it is, Polumnias.  _ 
Thou ſeeſt the World, Volumnius, how it goes, 
Our Enemies have beat us to the Pit: [Low Alarum. 
It is more worthy, to leap in ourſelves, _- 
Than tarry till they puſh us. Good — | 
Thou knoweſt that we two 754% to School together 3 : 
Even for that, our love of old, I prethee 
old thou my my Sword's Hilt, while I run on it. 
Val That's not an Office for a Friend, m "ta Lord, 


Alarum Hi 21 
Ci. 


Exeant. : 
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li. Ely, fly, my Lord, the re is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Fare wel to you, and you, and you, Volumnius. 

Strato, thou haſt been all this while alleep; 

Fare wel to Thee, to Strato, Countrymen 3 * 

My Heart doth Joy, that yet in all my Like r 

; 12 no Man, but he was true to me. 

I ſhall haye Glory by this loſing Day, i 

More than Odavius and Mark Antony, 

By this vile Conqueſt ſhall attain unto. 

So fare you well at once, for Brutus Tongue 

Hath al moſt ended his Liſe's Hiſtory. 

Night hangs upon mine Eyes, ny Bones would reſt, 

That have but moe d, to attain this Hour. 


— TR F. 
di. Fly, my Lord, 7 ao 25 Wy 


Bru. Hence ; twill follow; * 

I prethee, Strato, ſtay thou by thy Lord, 

Thou art a Fellow of a good reſpect; | 

Thy Life hath had ſome ſnatch of 3 in "* 

Hold then my Sword, and turn away thy Face, 

While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato? 
Stra. Give me Jour Hand firſt, Fare you 1958 my 

Ord, 

Bru. Farewel, good Strato — Cæſar now be ſtill, 

Þ kill'd not thee with half ſo good a Will. 


He runs on his. Sword and dies. 


Alarum. Retreat. > pr Antony, OS; n 
| cilius, and the Army. -. ; 
Oda. What Man is tate 
Meſ. My Maſter's Man, Strato, where i is th y Maſter? 

Stra. Free from the Bondage you are in, Meſſala, 

The Conquerors can but make a Fire of him: 

For Brutus only overcame himſelf, | 

And no Man elſe hath Honour by his Death. 

Zac. So Brutus ſhould be found. I thank thee, "IE. 

at thou haſt prov'd TLucilius ſay i ing true. | 
Ota. All that ſerv'd Brutus T will entertain them. 

Fellow, wilt ro beſtow thy time with me? 

Stra. Ay, if Meſſala will prefer me to 8 

Octa. Do ſo, good Meſſala. 1 5 

Meſ. How died my Lord, Strato? 

Sti. L held the Sword, and he did run on it. of 

2. 


"I 


4s, 


Meſ. Otavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateſt Service to my Maſter. 

Ant. This was the nobleſt Roman of them ill; 
All the Conſpirators ſave only he, 


Did that they did, in Envy of great Cz/ar: 


He, only in a general honeſt thought, 


And common good to all, made one of them. 


His Life was gentle, and the Elements 
So mixt in him, that Nature might ſtand up, 
And ſay to all the world; this was a Man. 

Oda. According to bis Virtue, let us uſe him, 
With all reſpect, and rites of Burial. 
Within my Tent his Bones to Night ſhall lye, 


| Moſt like a Soldier, ordered honourably. 


So call the Field to reſt, and let's away, 
To part the Glories of this happy Day. ¶ Exeunt omnes 
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- ING Edward Tv. 125 
Ed ward, Prince of Wales, wa? Sons & ry. 
N nd Duke of York. "Edward V. ward IV. 
George, Duke of Clarence, Brother to Edward IV. 

| Richard, Dake of Gloceſter, Brother to | Sod IV. 

FIT AZ "7 Yot IP ? 

Cardina, rc of Lor 
Duke of ang * 
Date of Norfolk. 335 
Earl of Derby. | P 
Earl of Surrey. 5 
Marguis of Dorſet, San 10 the Queen. 
Earl Rivers, Brother to the . . 5 5 
: ris 8 3 | 1 75 
Earl of Richmo neee King He VT I. 
Biſhop of EI 5 joy 

Lord Haſtings. | | 
Sir Rd, Ratclif, } 
Lord. Lovel, Friends to the Duke of Gloceſier. 
-Catelby, - 

Sir James Tyrrel, a Villain. e 2% 
Sir William Stanley. 1 e 
Far Oxford, | 


— we 214M Friends to t the wy; Richmond. 
Sir Wm. Brandon. | 
Brakenbury , Lieutenant of the Tower. At: My, 
Tewo Children of the * of Gene CY N 
| 8 7 5 


1 0 of Edward LA aL 

Seen Margaret, Widow of Henry Vr. ! 

Anne, Widow of Edward Prince of Wales, Son to Hen 
VI. afterwards married to the Duke of Gloceſter. 


3 
Dutcheſs of York, a to Edward * Clarence, 
and Richard III. . 


Serif, e e GB of 1556 WET 4 
by Richard HI. auith . and other Attendante. 
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40 SCENE I 


Enter Richard Duke of Glo! iter, fan, 


= Q W is the Winter ak — ee 
Þ 38 Male. glorious, Sammer by this Sun of 
bl rk! | 
And all the Clouds that loyrd upon « our 
..- Hoenſt, n 

In abs. deep Boſom of the Ocean bu- 
Now are our Brows. bound wth e Wreaths, 
Our bruiſed Arms hung up for Monuments 
Our ſtern Alarums chang d to merry Meetings 

Our dreadful Marches to delightful Meaſures. 
Grim viſag d War hath ſmeoth d his wrinkled Front, 55 
Aud now inſtead of Wn Barbed Seeds, 


2 : To 1 


4 The Life and Death 
To fright the Souls of fearful Adverſaries, 
He capers nimbly in a Lady's Chamber, 
To the laſcivious pleaſing of a Lute. _ 
But I, that am not'ſhap'd for ſportive Tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous Looking-glaſs, 1 

I. that am rudely ſtampt, and want Love's Majeſty, 

Jo ſtrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 8 

I. that am curtailed of this fair Proportion, 

Cheated of Feature by diſſembling Nature, 

Deform'd, unſiniſned, ſent before my time 

Into this breathing World, ſcarce half made up, 

And that fo lamely and unfaſhionable, 5 

That Dogs bark at me, as I halt by them: 
Why I (in this weak piping time of Peace) FT 
Have no Delight to pais away the time, | | 
Unleſs to ſee my Shadow in the Sun, 

And deſcant on mine own Deformity. 

And therefore, fince I cannot prove a Lover, 

To entertain theſe fair well-ſpoken Days, 

I am determined to prove a Villain, 

And hate the idle Pleaſures of theſe Days. 

Plots have I laid, Inductions dangerous, 
By drunken Propheſies, Libels, and Dreams, bo 
To ſet my Brother Clarence and the on 

In deadly hate, the one againſt the other : 

And if King Edward be as true and Juſt, 

As I am Subtle, Falſe and Treacherous, 1» 
This Day ſhould Clarence cloſely be mew'd up, 8 


Abqut a Propheſy, which ſays that G If 
Of Edzverd's Heirs the Murtherer ſhall be. T 
Dive Thoughts down to my Soul, here Clarence comes, 0 
Euter Clarence guarded, and Brakenbury. Su 
Brother, good Day; what means this armed Guard 1 A 
That waits upon your Grace? | | 
Cla. His Majeſty, tendring my Perſon's ſafety, Hi 
Hath appointed this Conduct to convey me to th' Tower. Th 
C. Upon what Cauſe? - Of 
Ca. Becauſe my Name is George, y 
Gb. Alack; my Lord, that Fault is none of yours; = 


Hie ſhould for that commit your Godfathers. 

O belike, his Majeſty hath ſome intent, 

That you ſhould be new Chriſten d in the Tower, Nat 
Wray | By 


8 


* ? 
WW 4 


ity 


Well ſtroole in Years, fair, and not jealous. 


. of Ricnarp III. 9 


But what's the Matter, Clarence, may I know? 
Cla. Vea Richard, when I know ; but I proteſt 

As yet I do not; but as I can leam, _ 

He hearkens after Propheſies and Dreams, 

And from the Croſs- row plucks the Letter G3 

And ſays a Wizard told him, that by G, 

His Iſſue diſinherited ſhould be. 

And for my Name of George begins with G, 


It follows in his Thought that I am he. 2 
Theſe, as I learn, and ſuch like Toys as theſe, 
Have mov'd his Highneſs to commit me now. 


Gle. Why this it is, when Men are rul'd by Women, 
"Tis not the King that ſends you to the Tower; 
My Lady Gray his Wife, Clarence, tis ſne, 
That tempts him to this harſh Extremity. © 
Was it not ſhe, and that good Man of Worſhip, © 
Anthony Woodwil her Brother there, 
That made him ſend Lord e to the Tower? 
From whence this Day he is delivered, a 
We are not ſafe, Clarence we are not ſafe. | 
Clar. By Heaven, I think there is no Man ſecure 
But the Queens Kindred, and Knight-walking Heralds, 
'That trudge. betwixt the King and Miftreſs Shore. 
Heard you not what. an humble Suppliant 
Lord Haſtings was for his Delivery? 
6. Humbly complaining to her Deity, - 
Got my Lerd Chamberlain his Liberty. 


III tell you what, I think it is our way, 


If we will keep in favour with the King, 
To be her Men, and wear her Livery : 
The jealous o'erworn Widow, and herſelf, - 


Since that our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen, 


Are mighty Goſſips in our -Monarchy. 
Brat. I beſeech your Graces both to pardon me, 
His Majeſty hath ftraightly given in charge, 


That no Man ſhall have private Conference, 


Of what degree ſoever, with your Brother. BYE 
6h. Even fo; and pleaſe your Worſhip Brakenbury / 
You-may partake” of any thing we ſay - 

We ſpeak no Treaſon, Man we fay the King 

Is wiſe and virtuous, and his noble Queen 
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6 The Life and Death 

We ſay, that Shore's Wife hath a 1 25 Foot, 

A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a paſh 8 P leafing Tongue, 
That the Queens Kindred are made Gentle folks. 
Ho ſay you, Sir? Can you deny all this? 


Brat. With this, my Lord, myſelf have bg: to EM 


Gl, Nought to do with Miltreſs Shore ? 
tell the Fellow, he that doth nought with her, 
Excepting one, were beſt to do it ſecretly alone. 

Bra. What one, my Lord? 


Ce. Her Huſband, Knave- ..would'ſt thou betray me ? 


Brat. I do beſeech your Grace 
$9 pardon me, and withal forbear 
our Conferences with the noble Duke. 


Cla. We know thy Charge, Brakenbury, and will obey. _ 


Sb. We are the Queens Abjects, and mult 8 
Brother farewel,, I will unto the King, 
And whatſoe' er you will employ me in, 
Were it to call King Edward's Widow, Siſter, 
J will perform it to infranchiſe ou. 
Mean time, this deep diſgrace of 1 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Clar. I know it pleaſeth neither of us well. [4 
Slo. Well, your Impriſonment ſhall not be long. 
J will er you, or elſe lye for youu: 0 ; 
Mean time have patience.  /: | 
Clar. I muſt perforce; farewel. [Rs Brak. Clar. 
Glo. Go tread. the path that thou ſhalt ne'er return: 
Simple plain Clarence. I do love thee fo, 7 
That I will ſhortly ſend thy Soul to Heaven, be # 
If Heaven will take thee preſent at our Hands. 
But who comes here? the new delivered  Elaftings 5 
Haft. Good time of, day unto my gracious Lord- 
Glo. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain: p 
Well are you welcome to this o open Air, 
How hath your Lordſhip brook'd Impriſonment? 
Haß. With Patience, noble Lord, as Priſoners muſt : 
But 1 ſhall live, my Lord, to give them thanks 
That were the Cauſe of my Impriſonment. 
Glo... No doubt, no doubt, and fo ſhall Clarence too, 
For they that were your Eremies are his, 
And have prevailed as much on him as you. 
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Haff. More pity, that the Eagles ſhould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzzards play at Liberty, 

Glo. What News abroad ? h 

Ho. No News ſo bad aboard, as this at home: 


. Tn K.-C. 


O he "hath kept an evil Diet bent. 
And "at ep conſum'd his Royal Peron ; 
Tis very grievous to be rhoughs YPOPe. 6 
Where is he, in his Bed ? 

Haft. He is. | 

61. Go you. bets, ay 1 wall follow 3 you... 

| '# Exit Haſlr 1nNg9. 

He cannot five, I hope : "and, muſt not dic; % 
Till George be pack'd with poſt-horſe up ta Heav'r In... 
Fil in to urge his hatred more to Clarence, % 41 
Which lies well ſteel d with weighty Arguments, - 
And if I fail not in my deep intent. 
Clarence hath not another Day to live: | 
Which done, God take King Edward to his Mercy, 
And leave the World for me to buſtle in. 
For then, III marry Warwick's youngeſt Daughter : . 
What tho' I kill'd her Husband, and her Father, 
The readieſt way to make the Wench amends, 
Is to become her Husband, and her Father: 
The which will I, not all 10 much for Love, 
As for another ſecret cloſe intent, | 
By marrying her, which I muſt reach unto. 5 
But yet I run before my Horſe to Market. 5 
Clarence ſtill breaths, Edward. ftill lives and reigns, 
When they are gone, then muſt I count my Gains. 


8 [ Exit, 


Enter the C wh of . the Sixth, © fr Heller 10 
3 it, Lady Anne being re Mounnet, 


| 1 down, ſet An your honourable load, 
If Honour may be ſhrouded in a Herſe, 3 
Whilſt I a-while. obſequioully lament. 

Th unumgly; fall of virtuous LO 
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8 e 2775 and Death 


Poor key-cold Figure of a holy King, 

Pale Afhes of the Houſe of Lancaſter; _ 

Thou boundleſs Remnant of that Royal Blood, 

Be it lawful that I invocate thy Ghoſt, 

To hear the Lamentations of poor Anne, | 

Wife to thy Edwward,-to thy flaughter'd Son, 

Stab'd by the ſelf ſame hand that made theſe Wounds, 

Fo, in theſe Windows that let forth thy Life; 

I pour the helpleſs Balm of my poor Eyes. 

O curſed be the Hand that made theſe holes ! 

Curſed the Heart, that had the Heart to do it! 

Curſed the Blood, that let this Blood from hence, 

More direful hap betide that hated Wretch  - 

That makes us Cd by the death of thee, 

Than can I wiſh'to: Wolves, to Spiders, Toads, 

Orany creeping venom'd thing that lives, 

If ever he have Child, abortive be it, 

. Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, a 

Whoſe ugly and unnatural Aſpect, 5 

May fright the hopeful Mother at the view : 

And that be heir to his unhappineſs, +. 

If ever he haye Wife, let her be made 

More miſerable by the Death of him, 

Than I am made by my young Lord, and thee. 

Come now towards Chert/ey with your Holy Load, 

Taken from Paul's to be interred there. 

And ſtill as you are weary of this weight, 

Reſt you, whiles I lament King Henry's Coarſe. 

Enter Richard Duke of Gloceſter. © 

Gh. Stay you that bear the Coarſe, and ſet it down, 
Hun. What black Magician * up this Fiend, 

To ſtop devoted charitable Deeds ? _ 

Silo. Villains, ſet down the Ccarſe; or by St. Paul, 

Fil make a Coarſe of him that diſobeys. 

Gen. My Lord, ſtand back, and let the Coffin pas, 
Glo. Damannerd Dog, | 

Stand thou when I command: 

Advance thy .Halbert higher than my Breaſt, 

Or by St. Paul, I'll ſtrike thee to my Foot, 

And ſpurn upon thee, Beggar, for thy boldneſs. 
Anne. What do you tremble? are you all afraid? 

Alas, I blame · you not, for you are ; mortal, | 


P Pd) RS. En 


And 


91 a III. 


And mortal Eyes cannot endure the Devil. 
Avant, thou dreadful Miniſter of Hell; 
Thou hadſt but Power over his mortal Body, 5 
His Soul thou canſt not have; therefore be gone. 
Gh. Sweet Saint, for Charity be not ſo . 
Anne, Foul Devil | ; 
For God's ſake hence, and trouble us not, 
For thou haſt made the happy Earth thy Hell: 
Fill'd it with curfing Cries, and deep Exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous Deeds, 
Behold this pattern of thy Butcheries. 
Oh Gentlemen! ſee! ſee dead Henrys Wounds, 
Open their congeaPd Mouths, and bleed afreſh, 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lamp of foul Deformity 3 
Fortis thy preſerice that exhales this Blood 
From cold and empty 'Veins, where no. Blood. dwells. 
Thy Deeds inhuman, , and. unnatural, 
Provoke this Deluge moſt unnatural. 
O God / which this Blood mad'ſt, revenge his Death! 
O Earth ! which this Blood drink i, revenge his Death. 
Either Heaven with Lightning rike the n 
dead, 
Or Earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick, 
As thou dolt {wallow up this good King's Blood, 
Which his Hell-govern'd Arm hath butcher'd. 
Glo. Lady, you know no rules of Charity, 
W hich renders good for bad, Bleflings for Curſes. . 
Anne. VHS. thou know'ſt nor law of God nor 
[Man. z. 
No Beat 10 ferns but knows ſome touch of pity. 
Ge. But I know none, and therefore am no Beaſt. 
Anne. O wonderful, when Devils tell the truth! 
Glo, More wonder ful „when Angels ace ſo angry 5 
Vouchſaſe, divine Perfection of a Woman, 
Of theſe ſuppoſed Crimes, to give me leave, 
By Circumſtance, but to acquit myſelf. 
Anne. Vouchſafe, diffus'd infection of a fan, 
Of theſe known Evils, but to give me leave 
By Circumftance, to curſe thy. curſed ſelf. 


Glo. Fairer than Tongue can name thee, let me have 


Some patient leiſure to excuſe m ſeli. 
1233 | Anne 
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Anne. Fouler than Heart can think thee, 

Thou canſt make no excuſe that will be currant, 
Unleſs thou bang thy ſelf. 8 

Glo. By ſuch epa, I ſhould accuſe m) fell. | 

Anne. And by deſpairing Thalt thou ſtand excus d, 
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy ſelf; 
That didit unworthy flaughter | upon others. 

G. Say, that I flew them not. 
Anne. Then ſay, they were not ſlain: I 1 | 
But dead they are, and, deviliſh Slave, by thee. 
G:o. I did not kill your Husband. 
Anne. Why then he is alive. 
6. Nay, he is dead, and flain by Edzward's Hands | 
Anne. In thy foul Throat thou Het, ? 
Queen Margaret flaw © | 
Thy murd'rous Falchion ſmoaking i in kis Blood: 
The which thou once didſt bend againſt her Breaſt, 
But that thy Brothers beat afide the Point. 

Glo. I was provoked by her ſland'rous Tongue, 
That laid her Guilt upon my guiltleſs Shoulders. 

' Ame. Thou waſt provoked by thy bloody Mind, 
That never dream'ſt on ought but Butcheries: 
Did thou not kill this King? 705 | 

Glo. 3 rant xe. f 

Anne. Doſt grant me, Hedge Hog, 

Then God grant me too, 
Tho may'ſt be damned for that wicked Deed : : 
© he was gentle, mild and virtuous. + 

Ole. The better for the King of Heav'n that hath him, 

Anne; He is in Heav'n, where thou ſhalt never come. 

Glo. Let him thank me that help to ſend kim thither ; 
For he was fitter for that place than Earth. 

Anne, And thou unfit for any place but Hell. 

Glo. Yes one place elſe, if you will hear me name it. 
Anne. Some Dungeon. 

Glo. Your Bed-chamber. 

Anne. IIl Reſt betide the Chamber 69558 thou lyeſt. 
| GH. So will it, Madam, till I lie with you, 

Anne. I hope ſo. 
61e. I know fo. But gentle Lady Aune, 
To leave this keen encounter of our Wits, | 
And fall ſomething into a flower method, 


1 


. bl 
= 
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of RrcnAnryp III. 
Is not the Guter of the timeleſs Deaths 
Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry and E dard, 
As «blameful as the Executioner? © 
Anne. Thou waſt the Cauſe, and moſt accurſt ellect: 
Gh. Your Beauty was the Cauſe of that effect: 
Vour Beauty that did haunt me in my ſleep, 
To undertake the Death of all the World, 
So I might live one Hour in your ſweet Boſc TI 

Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee; Houlleide, 


Theſe Nails ſhould rend chat Beauty from my Cheeks. 


Glo. Theſe Eyes could not endure that Beauty's wrack 
You ſhould not blemiſh it, If I ſtood ue a 
As all the World is ce d byt the Sun, ö 2 ; 
80 I by that; it is my 1 Day, my Life. * [Life. 


Anne. Black night o'er-ſhade thy Day, e * | 


6e. Curſe not thy If, fair Creature, 
Thou art both. . 

Anne. I would 1 were; to be. reveng:d on thee, 

Glo. It is a quarre] moſt unnatural, 
To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel juſt and reaſonable; WY 
To be teveng'd on him that killa” my Husbap 4 

Gls. He that bereft thee, Tae 8 thy Hi, 
Did it to help thee to a better Husband. 
Anne. His better dotk not breathe upon the Earth. 
Glo. He lives, that loves thee better than be could. 
Anne. Name him. A 8 
Gh. Plantagene. F 
Anne, Why that was Me.. 
Glo, The ſelf-ſame Name, b but one of dexter Nature. 
F e 
. . Jpits at him. 
| Why doit thou ſpit at me? 
Anne. Would it were martal Paton fot thy ſake, 
Glo. Never came Poiſon from fo ſweet a Place. 
Ane. Never hung Poiſon on a fouler Toad. ©. 
Oat of my Sight, thou doſt infec mine Ex es. MAS 
Gl. Thine Ey es, ſweet Lady, have infected mine. 
Aune. Would they were Baſilifks to ſtrike thee dead. 


Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once: 


For now they kill me with a living Deach. 


Thole Eyes of thine 828 mine have drawn falk 11 
| Sham'd 
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Sham'd their Aſpects with Store of childiſh Drops: 
Jie e Eyes, which never ſhed remorſeful Tear, 
No, when my Father Yar4 and Edward wept, . 
Jo hear the piteous Moan that Rutland made, 
When black fac d Ciiford ſhook his Sword at him, 
Nor when thy Warlike Father, like a Loads. . - 
'F' uld the TY Story of my Father's Death, . 
And twenty times made Pauſe ta ſob and weep, 
That all the Standers-by had wet their Cheeks, 
Like Tietz be-daſh'd with Rain: In that ſad time, 
My manly Eyes did ſcern an humble Tear: 


And what theſe Sorrows-could not thence exhale, 


Thy Beauty hath, and made them blind with Weeping, 
& 775 ſued to Friend, nor Enemy ; 


N could never learn ſweet n Words; 
By now t 


Beauty. is propos d my Fee, 
My * Heart ſues, and prompts my Tongue to ſpeak. 
[She looks ſearnſully at hin. 
Teach bot thy Lip ſuch Scorn, for it was made 
For Kiſing Lady, not for ſuch Contempt. 
If thy revengeful. Heart cannot forgive, 
Lo here I lend thee this ſhary-pointed Sword, 
Which, if thou pleaſe to hide in this true Breaſt, 
A let the Soul forth that adoreth thee, 

1 lay it WE to the deadly Stroke, 5 
And humbl the Death upon. wy Knee. 
[Ee lays Bi. 1 open, [he offers at it cvith his Savore: 

Nay, do not pauſe, for I did kill King Henry: 
But *twas thy Beauty that prgvok'd me, 


Nay, now diſpatch, IwWas I that Rabb'd young Edauard, 


But bras thy heavealy Face that ſet me an, 
[She fallt the Suuurd. n 
Tanke up the Sword again, or take up me: 
Anne. Ariſe, Diſſembler, though I wiſh thy Death,. 
F will not be thy Executiontr.,. 
Gh. Then bid me kill thyſelf and J will do it. 
Anne. I have already. | 
Gio. That was in thy Rag PE. | 
Speak it again, and even. — "4 thy Word, 
his Hand, which for thy Love, did kill thy Love, 
Shall for thy Love, kill a far truer Leve; . 


? dn their Deaths — 


0 


Anne. 


on 


A „ Ric H AR D III. 
Ane. L would I Knew thy Heart, 5 : 

Glo. "Tis figured in my Tongue. 5 

Anne. I fear me, both are falſe. 

Go. Then never Man was true. 

Aune. Well, well, put up your Sword. 

Gio. Say then, my Peace is made. 

Anne. That ſhalt thou know hereafter. 

G. But ſhall F live in hope? | 

Anne. All Men I hope live ſo. 

Glo. Vouchſafe to wear this Ring. 

Look how my Ring encompaſſeth thy Fi inger, 
Even ſo thy Breaſt incloſet h my poor Heart: 
Wear both of them, for both of them. are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted Servant may , *. 
But beg one Favour at thy gracious Hand, 

Thou doſt confirm this Happineſs for ever. 

Anne. W hat is it? 

G. That it may pleaſe you leave theſe ſad. Deſigns 
To him that hath moſt cauſe to be a Mourner, . 
And preſently repair to Crosby Houſe: 
Where, after I. have ſolemnly .,interr'd _ 

At Chertſey Monaſt'ry this noble King, 
And wet th Grave with my if 0h Tears, 

T will with all expedient Duty ſee you 
For divers unknown Reaſons, I beſeech you, 

Grant me this Boon. 


Anne. With all my Heart, and much. it Joys me too, 


To fee you are become ſo penitent.. 

Trafjel and. Barkley go along with. me. 
Glo. Bid me farewel, 

Anne. Tis more than you deſerve: 
But fince you teach me how to flatter you, 


Imagine I have ſaid farewel already. [ Zx.two with Ame. | 


Gen. Towards Chert/ey, Noble Lord? | 

G10. Now to White-Friars, there attend my coming; 
| Exit Coarſe: 
Was ever Wamsg in this "RR. wood ? | 

Was ever Woman in. this humour'd won? 

I'll have her---but I will not keep her long. 

What! I have kill'd,. her Husband and his Father? 
Togake her in her Heart 8 extreamefi hate, 
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Th e Die ani Dearth 
With Curſes in her Mouth, Tears in her Eyes, 
The bleeding witneſs of my hatred by. 

Having God 

And no Friends to back my Suit withal, 

But the plain Devil and diſſembling Looks: 
And yet to win her,-- -All the World 'to noting! 
Ha! 

Hath ſhe forgot already that brave Prince, 33525 
Edward, her Lord, whom J ſome three Months ſince, 
Stabb'd im my angry mood at Teawksbury ? | 
A ſweeter and a lovelier Gentleman, 

Fram'd in the Prodigality of Nature, 

Young, Valiant, Wiſe, and no doubt, right Royal, 
The ſpacious World capnot again afford, 

And will ſhe thus abaſe her Eyes on me, 
That cropt the Golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 
Ar.d\ made her Widow to her woful Bed? 

On me, whoſe All not equals Edward's Moiety ? 
On me, "that halt, and am mijſhapen thus? 

My Dakedom to a beggarly Denier, 

I do miſtake my Perſon all this while : 

Upon my Life ſhe finds, although I cannot, 

My ſelf to be a marv'lous proper Man. 

Pt be at charges for a Looking. glaſs, 

And entertain a ſcore or two of 1 — 92 fo 

'To ſtudy Faſhions to adorn my Body : 
Since I am crept'in favour of myſelf, 

I will maintain it with ſome little Coſt. 

But firſt T'il turn yon Fellow in his Grave, 

And then return lamenting to my Love. 


Stine out, fair Sun, till I have bought a Gus, 


hat I may ſe ay Shadow as I pats. [Exif 


: s C ENE * 
Enter the Quees, Lord 1 and Lord Gray. 


Riv. Have patience Madam, there is no doubt his Maje- 5 
Will ſoon recover his accuſtomed Health. 8 mm y 


Gray. In that you brook it ill, it Wakes him worſe, 
Therefore for God's ſake entertan good Comfort, 
And cheer his Grace with quick and merry Eyes. 


. Leen. It he were * What would betide on, 5; 
ray 


her Conſcience, and theſe Bars againſt me, 
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No other harm, but loſs of ſuch a Lord. 
T ne loſ of ſuch a Lord includes all 1988 | 
ay. Phe Heavens Have bleſt you with a goodly Son 
To be your Comforter w 5 he is gone. 
Auen. Ah! he is v0 and be Minority 
Is put unto the Truſt, of Richatd Glo ſter, 
A Man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Riz. Is it concluded, he ſhall be aur? 
Auen. It is determin'd, not concluded yet: 
But ſo it muſt be, if the King miſcarry. 
Enter. Buckingham and Derby. 
Gray. Here, come the Lords of Buckingham and Derhy. | 
Buck. Good time of Day unto your Royal Grace. 
Derby. God make you Majeſty joy ful, as you have been. 
Queen. The Counteſs Richmond, good my Lord of Derby, 
To your good Prayer will ſcarcely ſay, Amen; 
Yet Derby, notwichſtanding ſhe's your Wife, 
And loves not me, be you, good Lord aſſur'd, 
I hate not you for her proud Arrogance, 
Derby. I do beſeech you, either not believe 
The envious ſlanders of her falfe Accuſers : 
Or if ſhe be accus'd on true Report, 
Bear with her Weakneſs, which I think proceeds | 
From wayward Sickneſs, and no grounded Malice. 
Queen. Saw you the King to Day, my Lord of Derby. 
Der. But, now, the Duke of Buckingham and I 
Are come from viſiting his Majeſty, - 
Queen. What likelihood of his Amerdment, Lads? 
Buck. Madam, good hope, his Grace ſpeaks chearfully. 
Queen., God grant him health; did you confer with him. 
Buck, Ay, Madam, he deſires to make Attonement, 
Between the Duke of Glo. er and your Brothers, 
And between them and my Lord Chamberlain; 
And ſent to warn them to his Royal Preſence. - 
Queen. Would all were well - but that will never be 
I tear our W 3 is at the height. 
Enter Glouceſter. | 
G15. They do me wrong, and I will not * it, 
Who is it that complains unto the King, : 
That I. forſooth, am ftern, and love them not? 
By holy Paul, they love his Grace but lightly, 


— 
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That fll his Ears with, ſach diſſentious Rumors. 
Becauſe I cannot flatter, and look fair, 
Smile in Men's Faces, ſmooth, deceive and 
Duck with Frexch nods, and apiſh Courteſie, 
J muſt be held a rancorous Enemy. ü 
Cannot a plain Man live and think no —9 
But thus his ſimple Truth muſt be abus d 1 
With filken, ſly, infinuating Jacks ? | 
Gray. To whom in all this Preſence ſpeaks your Once! } 
G To thee, that haſt nor Honeſty nor Grace: 
When havc I inju1'd thee? when done thee wrong? 
Or thee? or thee? or any of your Faction? 
A Plague upon you all. His Royal Grace, 
Whom God preſerve, better thah you would with, 
Cannot be quite ſcarce a breathing while, 
But you muſt trouble him with lewd Complaints. 


Deen. Brother of Gli. er, you miſtake the Matter: 


The Ki wed on his own Royal Diſpoſition, 

And n6t provok d by any Suitor elſe, 

Aiming, belike, at your interjor hatred, 

That in your outward Action ſhews r 

Againſt my Children, Brothers and my Self, | 

Makes him to ſend, that he may learn the ground. 
Glo. I cannot tell the World is grown 7 461 

That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not perch 

Since every Jack became a Gentleman, 

There's many a gentle Perſon made a Jack. [Gt Her. 

Queen. Come, come, we know your meaning, Brother 

"You envy my Advancement and my Friends, 

God grant we never may have need of you. 


G. Mean time God: grants that I have need. of you, ; 


Our Brother is impriſon d by your means, 

Myſelf diſgrac d, and the Nobility 

Held in Contempt, while great Promotions 

Are daily given to enoble thoſe, 

That ſcarce, ſome two Days ſince, were worth a Noble. 
Qusen. By him that rais d me to this careful height, 

From that contented, hap which [ enjoy d, 

J never did incenſe his Majeſty . 

Againſt, the Duke of Clarence, "UN have been 

An earneſt Advocate to plead for him. "a 

My * Tou do me e ſhamefu, Injury, 


/ 


Falſely 
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of Brdwaks III. 17 
Falſely to draw me in theſe vile Suſpects. N 
Glo. Vou may deny, that you were not the mean i 


Of my Lord Haſtings late I mpriſonment. 17 
Riv. She may, my Lord, for 


G. She may, Lord Rivers, why who knows not ſo 2 N 


She may do more, Sir, than denying that: 
She may help you to many fair Preferments, 
And then deny her aiding Hand therein 
And lay thoſe Honours on your high . 
What may ſhe not? ſhe ane er Ir marry may me 
Riv. What marry may ſhe? 
Gh. What marry may ſhe? marry with a King, : 
A Batchelor, and a handſome Stripling too: 
I wis your Grandam had a worſer match. 
Qucer. My Lord of Gli fter, I have too long born 
| Your blunt Upbraidings, and your bitter Scoffs. 
By Heav'n I will acquaint his Majeſty, 
Of thoſe groſs taunts, that oft IJ have endur d. 
I had rather be a Country Servant Maid 
Than a great Queen with this Condition, 
To be to baited, ſcorn'd and ſtorm'd at; 
Small joy have I in. being England's, Queen. 
Enter Queen Margaret. 
9. Mar. And leſſen d be that imall, God I beſeech 
Thy Honour, State and Seat, is due to me. ſhim : 
Eb. What! threat you me with telling of the King? 
I will avouch't in preſence of the King: 
I dare adventure to be ſent to th? To wer. 
Tis time to ſpeak, | 
My Pains are quite forgot. 
2 Mar. Out Devil! © FOR een 
I ds remember them too Well! 10 
Thou killd'ſt my Husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edvard, my poor Son at S 
Gb. Rre you were Queen, e 
Ay, or your Husband King 
I was a pack Horſe in his great Aﬀairs'; 
A weeder out of his proud Adverſaries, 
A liberal Rewarder of his Friends 
To Royalize his Biood I (pent mine own, 
2 Mar. 40 and much better Blood 
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G. In all which time, you and your Husband Gray 
Were ſactious for the Houſe of Lancafter ; 
And Rivers, ſo were you; was not your Sized, 
In Margaret's Battle, at St. Albans flain? | 
Let me put in your Minds, if you forget, 
What you have been ere this, and what you are 
Withal, what I have been, and what I am. + 
5 Mar. A murth'rous Villain, and ſo {ill thou art. 
Gle. Poor Clarence did ſorſake his F ather Warwick, 


Ay, and forſwore himſelf, which Jeſu parcon- — 


2. Mar. Which God revenge. 

Glo: To fight on Edanard's party for; the Crowd, 
And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mewed up- 
I would to God my Heart were F lint, like Edward's, 
Or Edavard's ſoft and pitiful, like mine 
I am too childiſtr fogliſh for this World. 

9. Mar. Hie thee to Hell for ſhame, and leave this 


Thou Cacodæmon, there thy: Kingdom is. (World, 


Riv, My Lord of Gls/ter,..in thoſe buſy Days, 
Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, 


We follow'd then our Lord, our Sovereign King; 
_So ſhould we. you, if you ſhould be our King. 


Gh. If I ſhould be I I had rather be a Pedlar; 
Far be it from my Heart, the thought thereof. 
Qxeen. As little Joy, my Lord, as you ſuppoſe 
Von ſhould enjoy, were you this Country's King, 

As little Joy you may ſuppoſe jn me, 
That 1 enjoy, being the Queen thereof. 


| Mar L little Joy enjoys the Queen thereof 
oN oylels, -- TY 


am ſhe, and altogether. j 
I can no longer hold me patient, , 


Hear me, you wrangling Pyrates, has fall out. 5 
In ſhar axing chat which yon /have,pill'd from me; 


Which of you trembles not that looks on me? 
If not that I am Queen, you bow like Subjects: 


Vet that by you depos d, you quake like Rebels. 
Ah gentle Villain, do not turn au [55s 5 14 | 
Glo. Foul wrinkl'd Witch, what: mak ſt thou i in ;mySight | 


Q. Mar. But repetition; of what thou haſt: marr'd, | 4 
That will I make, before I let; thee go. 
Sb. Wer't thou pot-baniſh'don pain of Death? 

Q. Mar. I was, but I do find more pain in Baniſhment 


Than Death can yield me here 2h my abode, 


' —_ 


de thou 


nt 


| A Husband and a Son thou ow'ft to me, [To Glo» 


And thou a Kingdom, all of you Allegiance; {To the Qu- 


This Sorrow that I have by Right is yours, 


And all the Pleaſures you uſurp are mine. 
Gio. The Curſe my noble Father laid on 8 
When thou didſt crown his warlike Brows with Paper, 
And with thy Scorns drew'ſt Rivers from his Eyes, 
And then to dry them, gav'ſt the Duke a Clout, 
Steep'd in the faultleſs Blood of pretty . 
His Curſes, then from bitterneſs of Soul | 
Denounc'd again thee, are now fall'n upon thee; 
And God, not we, have plagu'd thy body Deed. 

Q. Mar. So juſt is God, to right the innocent. 


Han he ould: Deed tw: Nay that . 


And the moſt mercileſs that Cer was heard of. 
Riv, Tyrants themſelves wept, when it was reported. 
Dar/. No Man but prophefied revenge for it. 
Buck, Northumberland, then preſent, wept to ſee it. 
9. Mar. What! were you ſnarling all before I N 
Ready to catch each other by the Throat, | 
And turn, you all your hatred now on me? a T 
Did York's dread; Curſe prevail ſo much with Heav⸗ . 
That Henry's Death, my lovely Edward's. Death, | 
Their Kingdom's Loſs, my woful Baniſhment, -- 
Should all but anſwer for that peeviſn Brat? 
Can Curſes pierce the Clouds, and enter Heav'n? . | 
Why then give way, dull Clouds, to my quick Curſes, | 


Though not by War, by Surfeit die your King, 


As ours by Murther to make him a King. 


Edward thy Son, that now is Prince of Wales, 


For Edward.our Son, that was Prince of Wales, AS 

Die in his Youth, by like untimely Violence. | 

Thyfelf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, 

Out- live thy Glory, like my wretched ſelf: 

Long may ſt thou live to wail thy Children? $ Death, * 

And ſee another; as fee thee now, 8 

Deck' din thy Rights, as thou art ſtall'd in x mine. 

Long die thy happy Days, before thy Death, 

And after many length'ned hours of Grief, | 

Die, neither Mother, Wife, nor Eng/and's Queen. 

Revert and e FO were NI 4 | 1 : 
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And fo waſt thou, Lord Haſtings, when my Son 
Was ftabb'd with bloody Daggers; God, I pray him, 
That none of you may live his natural Age, OT 
But be by ſome unlook'd-for Accident cut off 
Glo. Have donethy Charm, thou hateful wither'd Hag. 
2. Mar. And leave out thee ? Stay Dog, for thou ſhalt 
IF Heav'ns have any grievous Plague in ſtore, [hear me 
Exceeding thoſe that I can wiſh upon thee, 
O let them keep it, till thy Sins be ripe, - 
And then hurl down their Indignation * 
On thee; thou troubler of the poor World's peace. 
The Worm of Conſcience flill be-gnaw thy Seul, 
Thy Friends ſuſpeR for Traitors while thou liv'ſt, 
And take deep Traitors for thy deareſt Friends. 
No ſleep cloſe up that deadly Eye of thine, + 
Unleſs it be while ſome tormenting Dream 
Affright thee with a Hell of ugly Devils. 
Thou elviſh-markt, abortive rooting Hog, 
Thon that waſt ſeal'd in thy Nativity 
The Slave of Nature, and the Son of Hell: 
Thou ſlander of thy heavy Mother's Womb, 
Thou loathed Iſſue of thy Father's Loins, 
Thou Rag of Honour, thou deteſted c 
Glo. Margaret. n 
9. Mar. Richard. | 
Gh. Ha! ES | 
2, Mar. I call thee not. TOY: 
GI. I cry thee mercy then; for I did think 
That thou had'ſ call'd me all theſe bitter Names. 
Mar. Why ſo I did, but look'd for no reply. 
Oh let me make the Period to my Curſe, W 
Glo. Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. [{elf, ] 
Queen. Thus have you breath'd your Curſe aga inſt your Il 
9. Mar. Poor painted Queen, vain flouriſh of my For- 
Why ſtrew'ſt thou Sugar on that Bottel'd Spider, {tune, ; 
Whoſe deadly web enſnareth thee about? 
Fool, Fool, thou whet'ſt a Knife to kill thy ſelf; 
The day will come that thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 

To help thee curſe this > go Bunch-back'd Toad. 
Haff. Falſe boading Woman, end thy frantick Curſe, 
Leſt to thy harm thou move our Patience. 1 
+. ©. Mar. Foul ſhame upon you, you have all mov'd ms 
a 5 Ki. 
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Ni. Were you well ſerv'd, yon would be taught your Duty. 
©. Mar. To ſerve me well, you all ſhould do me Duty, 
Teach me to be your Queen, and you my Subjects: 
O ſerve me well, and teach your ſelves that Duty, 
Dor. Dis ute not with her, ſhe is Lunatic 
. Mar. Peace, Maſter Marquiſs, you are malapert, | 
Your fire-new ſtamp of Honour 1s ſcarce currant. 
O that your young Nobility can judge 
What *twere to loſe it, and be miſerable. 
They that ſtand high have many blaſts to ſhake them, 
And if they fall, they daſh themſelves to pieces. 
Gl. Good Council marry, learn it, learn it Marquiſs. 
Dorſ. It touches you, my Lord, as much as me. 
| Gh. Ay, and much more ; but I was born fo _—_ 
Our airy buildeth in the Cedar s top, 
And dallies with the Wind, and ſcerns the Sun. 
9, Mar. And turns the Sun to ſhade; alas! alas! 
Witneſs my Son now in the ſhade of Death, 


HFuath in eternal Darkneſs folded up, » 
Tour airy building in our airies Neſt ; 

O God, that ſeeſt it, do not ſuffer it, 

As it is won with Blood, loſt be it ſo. 
Buck. Peace, peace for ſhame, if not for Charity. 
© Mar. Urge neither Charity nor Shame to me; 

Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 

And ſhamefully my hopes, by you, are butcher'd. 

My Charity is Outrage, Life my Shame, 

And in that Shame, till live my Sorrow's rage. 
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Buck. Have done, have done. 
2. Mar. O Princely Buckingham, T'll kiſs thy Hand, 7 
In ſign of League and Amity wich thee. 
Now fair befal thee and thy Nob'e Houſe ; 
Thy Garments are not ſpotted with our Blood; 
Nor thou within the compaſs of my Curſe. 

Buck, Nor no one here; for Curſes never paſs 
The Lips of thoſe that breathe them in the Air. 
2. Mar. I will not think but they aſcend the Sky, 
And there awake God's gentle ſleeping Peace. 
O Buckingham, take care of yonder Dog; 
Look when he fawns he bites; and when he bites, 


His venom Tooth will rankle to the Death; 


* 


Have 


22 The Life and Death 
| Have not to do with him, beware of him, 


Sin, Death and Hell have ſet their marks on him, 
And all their Miniſters attend on his. | 


Glo. What doth ſhe ſay, my Lord of Buckingham ? 


Buck. Nothing that I reſpect, my gracious Lord. 


Mar. What, doſt thou corn me for my gentle 


Counſel? _ 
And footh the Devil that I warn thee from? 

O but remember this another Day | 
When he ſhall ſplit thy very Heart with Sorrow ; 
And fay poor Margaret was a Propheteſs. | 
Live each of you the Subject to his hate, 

And he to yours, and all of you to God's. Exit. 


- . Buck. My Hair doth ſtand an end to hear her Curſes, 


Riv. And ſo doth mine: I muſe why ſke'sat Liberty, 
Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's Holy Mother, h 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 5 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 
Dori. I never did her any, to my knowledge. | 
Glo. Yet you have all the vautage of her Wong: 
I was too hot, to do ſome Body good, . 
That is too cold in thinking of it no: 
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repayd; 
He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains, 
God pardon them that are the cauſe thereof. | 
Riv, A virtuous and a Chriſtian-like concluſion, 
To pray for them that have done ſcathe to us. | 
GI. So do I ever, being well advis d. [Aſde. 
For had I curſt now, I had curſt my ſelf. | 
Enter Catesby: 
| Cate/, Madam, his Majeſty doth call for vou, | 
And for your Grace, and yours, my gracious Lord. 
Queen. Caterby, I come; Lords, will you go with me? 
Riv, We wait upon your Grace. 


[Exeunt all but Glouceſter, 


Gh. 1 do the wrong, and firſt begin to brawl. 
The ſecret Miſchief that I ſet a-broach, 
I lay unto the grievous Charge of others. 
Clarence, whom I indeed have caſt in Darkneſs, 
I do beweep to many ſimple Gulls. 
Namely to Derby, Haſtings, Buckingham, 
And tell them, tis the Queen and her Allies 
That ſtir the King againſt the Duke my Brother. 


8 
1 
I 
1 
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Now they. believe it, and withal wet me 
To be reveng'd on Rivers, Dorſet, Gray. 
But then I figh, and with a piece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil: 
And thus E cloath my naked Villany 
With odd old Ends, ſtoln forth of Holy Writ, 
And ſeem a Saint, when moſt I play the Devil. 
Enter two Villains. 

But ſoft, here come my Executioners ; 
How now my hardy ſtout reſolved Mates, 
Are you now going to diſpatch chis thing ? 

1 Fil. We are, my Lord, and come to have the Warrant 
That we may be admitted, where he is. 


G0. Well thought upon, I have it here about me: 


When you have done, repair to Crosby Place, 
But, Sirs, be ſudden in the Execution, 

Withal obdurate, do not hear him 4 womb ; 

For Clarence is well ſpoken, and, perhaps, 
May move your Hearts to'pity, if you mark * 


Vil. Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ſtand to prate, | 


Talkers are no good doers ; be aſſur 'd, 
We go to ufe our Hands, and not our Tongues. _ 
G10. Your Eyes arop Mill ſtones, when F ools N 
fall Tears. | 
I like Mis Lads, about your Buſineſs fright. 
ou o, diſpatch. | 
We a, my noble Lord. [Excunt. 


SCENE IV. 
| E. nter Clarence and Keeper. 
Keep. Why looks your Grace fo heav-ly to day ? 
Cla. O I have paſt a miſerable Night, 
So full of fearful Dreams of ugly Sights, 
That, as I am a Chriſtian faithful Man, 
I would not ſpend another ſuch a Night, 
Though *twere to buy a world of happy Days: 
So full of diſmal] Terror was the time. 
Keep. What was your Dream, my Lord J pray you 
fiel. 
Cla. Methonghts chat T had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark'd to croſs to Burguney, 
| And 1 in my Company my Brother G0. Jer. 


Who | 
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Who from my. Cabin tempted me to walk 


Struck me, that thought to ſtay him, over-board, 


O Lord, methought, what pain it was to drown ! 
What dreadful Noiſe of Waters in my Ears / 


Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heaps of Pearl, 


As twere in ſcern of Eyes, reflecting Gems, 


And cited up a thouſand heavy Times, 
During the Wars of York and Lancaſter, 
That had befal'n us. As he pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the Hatches 
Methough that Gl er tumbled, and in, falling 


Upon the Hatches. There we look'd toward England, 


Into the tumbling Billows of the Main. 


What ſights of ugly Death within my Eyes! 
Methoughts, I ſaw a thouſand fearful Wracks; 
A thouſand Men that Fiſhes gnaw'd upon: 


Ineſtimable Stones, unvalued Jewels _ 

All ſcatter'd in the bottom of the Sea: 
Some lay in dead Mens Skulls, and in the holes 
Where Eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 


That woo'd the flimy bottom of the Deep, 
And mock'd the dead Bones that lay ſcatter d by. 

. "Keep. Had you ſuch leiſure in the time of Death, 
To gaze upon the Secrets of the Deep: | 


_ © Clar. Methought I had, and often did I ſtrive N 
To yield the Ghoſt; but ſtill the envious Flood P 
Stop'd in my Soul, and would not let it fortan A 
To find the empty, vaſt, and wandering Air; A 
But imother'd it within my panting Bulk, T 
Who almoſt burſt to belch it in the Sea. 2 


Keep. Awak'd you not in this fore Agony) 
Clar. No, no, my Dream was lengthen'd after Life. 


O then began the Tempeſt to my Soul- 


I paſt, methought, the melancholy Flood, 
Wich that ſour Ferry- man which Poets write of, th 
Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Night, | 


The firſt that there did = my Stranger ſoul, th 
Was my great Father-in- 


W, renowned Harauice, 


—— 


Who ipake aloud -—  —- W hat Scourge for Perjury 


Can this dark Monarchy afford falſe Clarence? Le 


And io he vaniſh'd. Then came wand'ring,by, 


A Shadow like an Angel, with bright Hair 7 
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Dabbled in Blood, and he ſhriek'd out aloud 
Clarence is come, falle, fleeting, perjur'd Clarence, 
That ſtabb'd me in the Field by Tewksbury ; 

Seize on him, Furies, take him unto Torment 
With that, methought, a Legion of foul Fiends 


Inviron'd me, and howled in mine Ears 


Such heideous Cries, that with the very Noiſe, 
I, trembling, awak'd; and for a Seaſon after 
Could not believe but that I was in Hell- 


Such terrible Impreſſion made my Dream. a 


Keep. No marvel, Lord, tho' it affrighted you, 


I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 


Clar. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done theſe Sings. 
That now give evidence againſt my Soul, 
For Edward”s ſake ; and ſee how he requites me. 


O God! if my deep Prayers cannot appeaſe thee, 


But thou wilt be aveng'd on my Miſdeeds, 
Yet execute thy Wrath on me alone : 


O ſpare my guiltleſs Wife, and my poor Children, 


Keeper, I prithee ſet by me a-while, 


My Soul is heavy, and I fain would ſleep. 


Keep. I will, my Lord, God give your Grace gcod reſt. 
© Enter Brakenbury he Lieutenant. 
Brak, Sorrow breaks Seaſons and repoſing hours 


Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon: tide Night: 


Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 
An outward Honour, for an inward Toil ; 
And for unfelt Imaginations, 
They often feel a world of reſtleſs Cares: 
So that between their Titles and low Name, 
There's nothing differs but the outward Fame, 
Enter two Villains. | 
Fil. Ho, who's here: : 
43 What would'ſt thou, Fellow? And how cam' ſt 


thou hither ? 


2 Vil. I would ſpeak with Clarence, and I came 18 


ther on my Legs. 


Brak. What, ſo brief? 
1 Fil. Tis better, Sir, than to be tedious: 
Let him ſee our Commiſſion, and tilk no more. 
Brak. J am in this commanded, to deliver { Reads. 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your Hands, 
B 
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I will not Reaſon what is meant hereby, 
Becauſe I will be guiltleſs from the meaning. 
There lies the Duke aſleep. and there the Keys. 
I'Il to the King, and ſigniſy to him, 
That thus I have refign'd to you my charge. Exit. 
1 Vil. You may, Sir, tis a point of Widom: 
Fare you well. 
2 Vil. What, ſhall we ſlab him as he fleeps ? 
1Vil. No, he'll ſay *twas done cowardly, when he wakes. 


| ment Day. 
| 1 Jil. "Why then he'll ſay we fabb/d him lleeping. 


2 Vil. The urging of that word . wk bred 


| a kind of Remorle in me. 
1 Vil. What? art thou afraid? 
* 2 Vil. Not to kill him, having a Warrant. 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 
1 Vil. I thought. thou hadſt been reſolute, 
2 Nil. So J am to let him live. 
8 Vil. I'll back to the Duke of Gl er and tell him ſo. 
2 il. Nay, prithee flay a little 
J hope this paſſionate Humour of mine will ange! ; 
It was wont to hold me but while one tells twenty, 
1 Pil. How doſt thou fee! thyſelf now? 
2/1. Some certain dregs of Conſcience are yet within me. 
1 Vi], Remember the Reward, when the Deeds done. 
2 Vi]. Come he dies: I had forgot the Reward. 
1 Vil. Where's thy Conſcience now ? 
2 Vil. O, in the Duke of Gl er's Purſe. 
1 Vil When he opens his Purſe to give us our Reward, 
thy Conſcience flies out. [entertain it. 
2 Vil. is no matter, let it go; there's few or none will 
1 Fi]. What if it come to thee again? 
2 Vil. Fll not meddle with it, it makes a mana Coward: 


ſwear but it checks him; a Man cannot lie with his 
Neighbours Wife, but it detects him. 'Tis a bluſhing 
ſhame-fac'd Spirit, that mutinies in a Man's Boſom : It 
fills a Man full of Obſtacles. It made me once reſtore a 
Purſe of Gold, that, by Chance, I found. It beggars 2 

p an 


2 /il. Why he ſhall never wake, until the great Judg- 


A man cannot fteal, but it accuſeth him; a Man cannot 
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Man that keeps it. It is turn d out of Towns and Cities 
for a dangerous thing, and every. Man that means to live 
well, endeavours te truſt himſelf, and live without it. 
1 Vil. Tis even now at my Elbow, perſuading me not 
to kill the Duke. | „„ 5 
2 Vil. Take the Devil in thy mind, and believe him 
not: He would inſinuate with thee but to make thee ſiglt. 
i Vil. J am ſtrong fram'd, he cannot prevail with me. 
2 Vil. Spoke like à tall Man, that reſpects thy Reputa- 
Come ſhall we fall to work? _ „ 
1 Vi]. Take him on the Coſtard, with the hilt of thy 
Sword, and then throw him into che Malmſie- butt in the 
next Room. 8 £4 
2 Vil. O excellent Device, and make a Stop of him: 
1/11. Soft, he wakes, 2 4 
2 Vi. S © Ti = | 
1 Vil. No, we'll reaſon with him. | | 
Cla. Where art thou, Keeper? Give me a Cupof Wine. 
2 Vil. You ſhall have Wine enough, my Lord, anon, 
Clar. In God's Name what art thou 3 
I Vil. A Man, as you are. 
Clar. But not as 1 am, Royal. 
IN Nor you as we are, Loyal. | 
Car. Thy Voice is thunder, but thy Looks are humble. 
1 Fil. My Voice is now the King's, my Looks mine own. 
Clar. How darkly, and how deadly doſt thou ſpeak ? 
Your Eyes do menace me: Why look vou pale? 
Who ſent you hither ? wherefore do you come? 
2 Vil. Fo, to, to ; 
Clar. To Marther me? | 
Both. Ay, ay. © | 


ao 


Clar, You ſcarcely have the Hearts to tell me fo! 
And therefore cannot have the Hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my Friends, have I offended you ? 
Vi. Offended us you have not, but the King. 
Clar. T ſhall be reconcil'd to him again. 
- 2 il. Never my Lord, therefore prepare to die. 
Clar, Are you drawn forth among a World of Men, 
To ſlay the innocent? What's my Offence ? 
Where is the Evidence that doth accuſe me ? 
What lawful Queſt have given their Verdict up 
no the frowning Judge! 4 who pronounc'd 
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| The bitter Sentence of poor C/arence's Death? 
Before I be convict by courſe of Law, 

To threaten me with Death, is moſt unlawful. 

I charge you, as you hope for any goodneſs, 

That you depart, and lay no Hands on me: 

The deed you undertake is damnable. | 

- 1/71, What we will do, we do upon command. 

2 Vi]! And he that hath commanded, is our King. 

Clar. Erroneous Vaſſals, the great King of Kings 

Hath 1n the Table of his Law commanded, 

That Thou. ſhalt do no Murther ; Will you then 

Spurn at his Edict, and fulfil a Man's? 

Take heed, for he holds Vengeance in his Hand 

To hurl upon their Heads that break his Law. 

2 Vil. And that ſame Vengeance doth he hurl on thee 
For falſe ſwearing, and for Murther too: 7 
Thou didft receive the Sacrament, to fight 
In quarrel of the Houſe of Lancaſter. + 

I Vil. And like a Traitor to the name of God, - 
Didſt break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, 
Unrip'dſt the Bowels of thy Sovereign's Son. 

2 Vil. Whom thou waſt ſworn to cheriſh and defend. 

1 Vil. How canſt thou urge God's dreadful Law tous, 
When thou haſt broke it in ſuch high degree? | 

Clar. Alas! for whoſe ſake did I that ill deed ? 
For Edward, for my Brother, for his ſake. 
He ſends you not to murther me for this: 
For in that fin he is as deep as I. 

If God will be avenged for the deed, 

O know you yet, he doth it publickly, 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm : 
He needs no indirect, or lawleſs courſe,” 

To cut off thoſe that have offended him, .. 

1 Vil. Who made thee then a bloody Minifter, 
When gallant ſpringing brave Plantagenet, 

That Princely Novice, was ſtruck dead by thee ? 

Clar. My Brother's Love, the Devil, and my Rage 


4 


1 Vil. Thy Brother's Love, our Duty, and thy F aulty 


Provoke us hither now, to ſlaughter thee, 1 
Clar. If you do love my Brother, hate not me: 
I am his Brother, and I love him well. 


If you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 


thee 


That he would labour my Delivery. 
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And I will ſend. you to my Brother Glofler : 
Who ſhall reward you better for my Life, 


Than Edward will for tidings of my Death, | 4 


3V:1. You aredeceiv'd, your Brother GYo'fer hatesyou. | 
Clar. Oh no, he loves me, and he holds me dear: | 
Go you to him frem me. | 
1 Vil. Ay, ſo we will. : | 1 
Clar. Tellhim, when that our princely Father Vork, U 
Bleſt his three Sons with his victorious Arm, | Hl 
He little thought of this divided friendſhip : 1 2 
Bid Gh'fler think on this, and he will weep. 
1 Vil. Ay, Milſtones; as he leſſon' d us to weep. : 1 
Clar. O do not ſlander him, for he is kind. | | | 
1 Vil. Right, as Snow. in Harveſt: | | Fl 
Come, you deceive your ſelf, l 
'Tis he that ſends us to deſtroy you here. : | 
Clar. It cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune, 
And hugg'd me in his Arms, and {wore with ſobs, 


1 Vi]. Why ſo he doth, when he delivers you © 
From this Earth's thraldom, to the Joys of Heav'n. 
2 Vil. Make peace with God, for you muſt die, my Lord, 
Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your Souls, 
To counſel me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your own Souls ſo blind, 
That you will War with God, by murd'ring me? 
O Sirs, conſider, they that ſet you on _ | 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 
2 Vil. What ſhall we do? | 
Clar. Relent, and fave your Souls : 
Which of you, if you were a Prince's Son, 
Being pent from Liberty, as I am now, 
If two ſach Murtherers as'your ſelves came to you. 
Would not intreat for Life, as you would beg 
Were you in my diſtreſs. 
1 Vil. Relent? no; tis cowardly and womaniſh. 
Car. Not to relent, is beaſtly, ſavage, deviliſh. 
My Friend, I ſpy ſome pity in thy looks: 
O, if thine Eye be not a Flatterer, 
Come thou on my ſide, and intreat for me, 
A begging Prince what Beggar pities not ? 
2 Vil. Look behind you, my Lord. | 


1 Vil, 
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1 Vil. Take that, and that; if all this will not do 
| TSS] ; (Stabes . 
T'll drown you in the Malmſey-Butt within. [Ex. 
2 Vil. A bloody deed, and deſperately diſpatcht: 
How fain, like Pilate, would I waſh my Hands 
Of this moſt grievous Murther. 
Enter firſt Villain, 
1 Vil. How now ? what mean'ft thou that thou help's 
me not? D | Bs: 
By Heav'n, the Duke ſhall know how ſlack you've been, 
2 F:1. I would he knew, that I had ſav'd his Brother: 
Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I ſay, 
For I repent me that the Duke is ſlain, 0 [Bait 
I Vil. So do nat I; go Coward as thou art. 
Well, I'll go hide the Body in ſome hole, 
Till that the Duke give order for his Burial: 
And when I have my Meed, I will away; 
For this will out, and then I muſt not ſtay. (£xi? 
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Flarih, Enter King Edward fcb, the Queen, Dorſet, 
Rivers, Haſtings, Cateſby, Buckingham, and Woodvil. 
K. Ed. MY HY ſo, now have I done a good days work. 
£310 L Lou Peers continue this united League: 
J every Day expect an Embaſſage | 
From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence. 
And more in peace my Soul ſhall part to Heav'n, 
Since I have made my Friends at peace on Earth ; 
Haſtings and Rivers, take each others hand, 
Diſſemble not your Hatred, ſwear your Love. | 
Riv. By Heav'n,my Soul ispurg'd from grudging hate, 
And with my Hand I ſea! my true Heart's Love. | 
Haß. So thrive J, as I truly ſwear the like. | 
X. Ed. Take heed you dally not before the King, 
Left he that is the ſupream King of Kings, : 
Confound your hidden falſhood, and "award 
Either of you to be the others end. | 
Haft. So proſper I, as I ſwear perfect I. ove, 
Riv. Ana I, as I love. Haſtings with my 91 5 
6% - | Bi, 
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K. Ed. Madam, yourlſelf is not exempt from this, 
Nor you Son Dor/et, Buckingham nor you; 
You have been factious one againſt the other. 
Wife, love Lord Haſtings, let him kiſs your Hand, 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 

Queen. There Haſtings, J will never more remember 
Our former hatred, ſo thrive I and mine: 

K. Ed. Dorſet, embrace him: Haſtings, love Lord 

Marquis. 

Dor. This interchange of Love, I here proteſt, 
Upon my part, ſhall be inviolable. 
Haft. And ſo ſwear I. 


K. Ed. NowPrincely Buckingham, ſeal thou this League 
With thy Embracements to my Wife's Allies, 


And make me happy. in your Unity. 

Buc, Whenever Buckingham Andes turn his hate 
Upon your Grace, but with all duteous Love, [To the Qu. 
Doth cheriſh you and yours, God puniſſi me 
With hate in thoſe. where I expect muſt love; 

When J have molt need to imploy a Friend. 
And moſt aſſured that he is a Friend, 

Deep, hollow, treacherous and full of guile, 
Fe he unto me; this do I beg of Heaven, 


| WINE 1 am cold in love, to you or yours. 


[Embracing Rivers, De. 
E. Ed. A pan ing Cordial, Princely M 4108 
Is this thy Vow unto my ſickly Heart. 
There wanteth now our Brother G1 fter here, 
To make the bleſſed Period of this Peace. 
Buc. And in good time, 
Here comes Sir Richard Ratclif and; the Duke. 
Enter Ratcliff and Glo'fter. 


Olo. Good morrow to my Sovereign King and Queen, 


And Princely Peers, a happy time of day. 
K. Ed. Happy indeed, as we have ſpent the Day: 
Co ſter, we have done deeds of Charity, | 


Made Peace of Enmity, fair love of hate, 
Between theſe ſwelling wrong-incenſed Peers. « 


Gy, A bleſſed Labour, my moſt ſovereign Lord: 
Among: this Princely heap, if any here 
By falſe Intelligence, or wrong Surmiſe 
Hold me a Foe : 1fI unwillingly, or in my Rage, 


B 4 Fave 
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Have ought committed that is hardly born, 

Jo any in this Preſence, I deſire | 

To reconcile me to his Friendly Peace: 

"Tis Death to me to be at Enmity; 

I hate it, and defire all good Mens love. 

Firſt, Madam, I intreat true Peace of you, 
Which I will purchaſe with my duteous Service. 
Of you my noble Couſin Buckingham, 

If ever any grudge were lodg'd between us. 
Of you, and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorſet, 
That all without deſert have frown'd on me: 

Of you Lord Moodvil, and Lord Scales of you, 

Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all. 

I do not know that Engliſoman alive, | 

With whom my Soul is any jet at odds, 

More than the Infant that is born to Night; 

I thank my God for my Humility. | 

Queen. A Holy-day ſhall this be kept hereafter; 
T would to God all ftrifes were well compounded, 
My Sovereign Lord, I do beſeech your Highneſs 

To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace, 

Gh. Why, Madam, have I offer d Love for this, 
To be ſo flouted in this Royal Preſence ? | 


Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead? 


wo 


You do him Injury to ſcorn his Coarſe, 
K. Ed. Who knows not he is dead! 
Who knows he is?? | | 
Queen. All-ſeeing Heav'n what a World is this? 
Buc, Look I fo pale, Lord Dorſet, as the reſt? 
Dor. Ay, my good Lord; and no Man in the preſence 
But his red Colour hath forſook his Cheeks, 

K. Ed. Is Clarence dead! the Order was revers'd. 
Glo. But he, poor Man, by your firſt Order died 
And that a winged Mercury did bear: 

Some tardy Cripple bear the Countermand, 

That came to lag to ſee him buried. 

God grant, that ſome leſs Noble, and leſs Loyal, 

Nearer in bloody Thoughts, and not in Blood, 

Deſerve no worſe than wretched C/arezce did, 

And yet go current from ſuſpicion, IM 
5 | | 5 


[They all fart. 
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Dn Enter Earl of Derby. | 
Der. A boon, my Sovereign, for my Service done. 
K. Ed. I prithee peace, my Soul is full of Sorrow. 
Der. I will not rife, unleſs your Highneſs hear me. 
K. Ed. Then ſay at once, what is it thou requeſt'ſt. 
Der. The forfeit, Sovereign, of my Servant's Life, 


Who ſlew to day a riotous Gentleman, 


Lately attendant on the Duke of Nor/o/k. 

X Ed. Have I a Tongue to doom my Brother's Death; 
And ſhall that Tongue give pardon to a Slave? 
My Brother kill'd no Man, his Fault was Thought, 


And yet his Puniſhment was bitter Death. _, 


Who ſued to me for him? Who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my Feet; and bid me be advis'd ? 
Who ſpoke of Brotherhood ? who ſpoke in love? 
poor Soul did forſake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me! 
Who told me in the field at Teawksbury, 

When Oxford had me down, he reſcued me ? 


And faid, dear Brother live and be a King? 


Who told me, Wen we both lay in the Field, a 
Frozen almoſt to death, how he dN lap me 


Even in his Garments, and did give himſelf, 

All thin and naked, to the numb cold Night? 
All this from my Remembrance, brutiſh wrath 
Sintully pluckt, and not a Man of you 


Had ſo much Grace to put it in my Mind. 

But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaſſals 

Have done a drunken Slaughter, and defac'd 

The precious Image of our dear Redeemer, | 
You ſtraight are on your Knees for Pardon, Pardon, 
And I, unjuſtly too, muſt grant it you, . 

But for my Brother, not a Man would ſpeak, 


Nor 1, ungracious, ſpake unto myſelf 


For him poor Soul. The proudeſt of you all, 
Have been beholding to him in his Life: 


Yet none of you, would once beg for his Lite. 


O God! I fear thy Juſtice will take hold 
On me, and you; and mine, and yours for this. 
Come Haftiugs help me to my Cloſet, | 
Ah poor Clarence! [ Ex. nie crith the K.ng & Dneen 
Ca. This is the fruits of Raſhneſs: Mark'd you not, 
| 8 B 5 How 
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Yet from my Dogs he . not this Deceit. 


How that the kindred of the Queen 


Look d pale, when they did hear of Clarence? Death ? 
O! they did urge it ſtill unto the King. : 


| God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go 


To comfort Edward with your Company ? 


Buck. We wait upon your Grace, | 3 [Exeunt 
. SCENE II 
Enter the Dutch 7 York, avith the tavo Children 1221 
Clarence. 


Son. Good Grandam tell us, is our Father tac ; 4 
Dutch. No, Boy. 
Daugh:Why do you weep fo oft ? 5 beat your Breaſt > 
And cry O Clarence my unhappy Son! 
Son, Why do you look on us, and ſhake your Head, 
And call us Orphans, Wretches, gan; ba 
If that ouf noble Father were alive? : 
Dutch. My pretty Coufins, you miſtake me both, 


I do lament the Sickneſs of the King, 
As loth to loſe him, not your Father's Death : 


It were loft Sorrow to wail one that's loſt. | 
Sor. Then you conclude, my e he i is dead: 


The King mine Uncle is too blame for it. 
God will revenge it, whom I will i imponune 
With earneſt Prayers, all to that effect. 


Daugh. And ſo will J. | 
Dutch. Peace, Children, peace; the King doth love 
Incapable and ſhallow Innocents,” you well. 
You cannot gueſs who caus'd your Father's Death. 
Son. Grandam, we can; for my ood: Uncle G/ofter 
Told me, the King, provok'd. to it by the Queen, | 
Devis'd Impeachments to impriſon him ; _ 
And when my Uncle told me ſo, he wept, 
And pitied me, and kindly Kiſs'd my Cheek; 
Bad me rely on him as on my Father, © 


And he would love me dearly as a Child. 


Dusch. Ah! that Deceit ſhould fieal ſach gentle Shape, 
And with a virtuous Vizard hide deep Vice. 
He is my Son, ay, and therein my Shame, 
80 
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Son. Think you my Uncle did diſſemble, Sudan ? 
Dutch. Ay, Boy. 

Son. I cannot think it. Hark, 8 Noiſe i is this? 
Enter the Queen abith her Hair 2 her E ars, Rivers 
and Dorſet - air her. 


Queen. Ah! who ſhall hinder me to wail and weep? | 


To chide my Fortune, and torment myſelf? 
Fl join with black Deſpair againſt my Soul. 


And to myſelf become an Enemy ——— _ 
Dutch. What means this Sceze of rude Impatience? 


Queen. To make an act of Tragick Violence, *':' 
Edward, my Lord, thy Son, our King is dead. hs 
Why grow the Branches, when the Root is gone? 
Why wither not the Leaves that want their Sap? 

If you will live, lament; if die, be brief; 
That our ſwift- winged Souls may catch the King 8 
Or. like obedient Subjects follow him, 

To his new Kingdom of ne'er changing Night. 

Dutch. Ah, ſo much Intereſt have I in thy Sorrow, 
As I had Title to thy Noble Husband; + 
| have bewept a worthy Husband's Death, 

And liv'd with looking on his Images 

But now two Mirrors of his Princely ſemblance 
Are crack'd in pieces, by malignant Death, 

And 1 for comfort have but one falſe Glaſe, 

Fhat grieves me when I'fee my Shame in ; 
Thou art a Widow, yet thou art a Mother, 


And haſt the comfort of thy Children left; 


But Death hath ſnatch'd my Husband from mine Arms, 
And pluckt two. Crutches from my feeble Hands, 
Clarence and Edward. O, what cauſe have I, 
(Thine being but a Moiety of my moarn) 
Io over-go thy Woes, and drown thy Cries, . 
Son. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Father's Denk 
How can we aid you with our Kindred Tears? 
Daxgh. Our Fatherleſs diſtreſs was left unmoan'd, 
You Widow dolour likewiſe be unwept. 
Queen. Give me no hub in Lamentation, 
1 am not barren to bring forth Complaints : r 
All Springs reduce their currents to mine Eyes, 
That I being govern'd by the watry Moon, 
N ſend forth plenteous Tears to drown the World. 


Ab, 


3 36 The Life and Death $ 


4 


Ah for my Husband---for my dear Lord "> Sor" 


(il. Ah for our Father, for our dear Lord Clarence. 4 
Dutch. Alas, for both; both mine, Edivard & Clarence. 
Queen. What ſtay had I but Edward ? and he's gone. 7 
Chi]. What ſtay had we, but Clarence? and he's gone. v 
Dutch. What ſtays had I but they ? and they are gone. 1 
Queen. Was never Widow had fo dear a Loſs. B 
1 Were never Orphans had ſo dear a Loſs. M 
utch. Was never Mother had ſo dear a Loſs. M 
Alas! I am the Mother of theſe Griefs, 5 Fe 
Facir Woes are parcell'd, mine is general. H 
She for an Edward weeps, and ſo do 1 
I for a Clarence-weep, ſo doth not ſhe; M 
Theſe Babes for Clarence weep, ſo do not they. | 
Alas! you three, on me threefold diftreſt T 
Pour II your Tears, I am your Sorrows Nurſe, W 
And. J will pamper it with Lamentation. By 
Dor. Comfort, dear Mother, God is much blplea'd, W 
That you take with Unthankfulneſs his doing. An 
In common worldly thing- *tis call'd-ungrateful, As 
With dull unwillingneſs to repay a Debt, In 
Which with a bounteous Hand was kindly lent: ( 
Much more to be thus oppoſite with Heav'n, An 
For it requires the Royal Debt it lent you. | 1 
| Riw. Madam, bethink you like a careful Mother WE Yet 
Of the young Prince your Son, ſend ſtraight for * 6 To 
Let him be crown'd, in him your comfort lives. | Wh 
Drown deſperate Sorrow in dead Edward's Grave, The 
And p'ant your Joys in living Edward's Throne. Tha 
Enter Gloceſter, Buckingham, Derby, Haſtings and Z 
| Rateliff. | G 
Glo. Siſter, have < comfort, all of us have cauſe 73 Whe 
To wail the dimming of our ſhining Sta: Mad 
But none can help our Harms by wailing them. To x 
Madam, my Mother, I do cry you, Mercy, : 
I did not ſee your Grace. Humbly on my Knee B, 
I crave your Blefling. For 
Dutch. God bleſs thee, and put Meekneſs in thy Breaſt For l 
Love, Charity, Obedience, and true Duty. As I 
Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old Man, Tax 
That is the butt-end of a Mother's Bleſſing ; | 2 


1 marvel that her Grace did leave it out. My 
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Buck, You cloudy Princes, and heart-ſorrowing Peers, 


That bear this mutual heavy load of Moan, 
Now chear each other in each others Love; 
Though we have ſpent our harveſt of this King, 
We are go reap the Harveſt of his Son, 
The broken rancour of your high-ſwoln hates, 
But lately ſplinter'd, knit and join'd together, 
Mutt gently be preſerv'd, cheriſht and kept: 
Me ſeemeth good, that with ſome little Train, 
Forthwith from Lad/ow the young Prince be ſety.. 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our King. 

Riv, Why with ſome little Train, 
My Lord of Buckingham ? 5 | 
Buck. Marry, my Lord, leſt, by a Multitude, 


The new-heal'd wound of Malice ſhould break out, i 


Which would be ſo much the more dangerous, 


By how much the Eſtate is green, and yet ungovern d. 


Where every Horſe bears his commanding Rein, 


And may direct his Courſe as pleaſe himſelf, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my Opinion, ought to be prevented. 


Glo. I hope the King made Peace with all of us, 


And the Compact is firm and true in me. 
Riy, And ſo in me, and fo, I think, in all, 

Yet ſince it is but green it ſhould be put | 

To no apparent "likelihood of breach, 


: * 


Which haply by much Company might be urg'd; 


Therefore I fay, with noble Buckingham 480 
That it is meet ſo few ſhould fetch the Prince. 
Haſt. And ſo ſay I. | 
Glo, Then be it ſo, and go we to determine 


| 
, 


Who they ſhalt be that ſtrait ſhall poſt to London. 


Madam, and you my Siſter, will you go, 


To give your Cenſures in this Buſineſs? —[Exeunt. 


Manent Buckingham and Gloceſter. 


Buck. My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince, 


For God's fake let uot us two ſtay at home; 
For by the way, III fort occaſion, des, 
As Index to the Story we lately talk'd of. 


Ta part. the Queen's proud Kindred from the Prince. 
C. My other ſelf, my Counſel's Confiſtory, 


My Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Couſin, | 


- 
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J. ab a Child, will go by thy direction. 
Toward London then, for we'll not ſtay behind. Exeunt. 


SCE NN] I. 
Enter one Citizen at one Door, and another. at the other. 


ICit. Good morrow, Neighbour, whither away ſo faſt ? 
. _2Cz. I promiſe you I hardly know my ſelf: | 
| wo” -ix the News abroad ? | — 
Jö , 8. 
2 Cit. Ill News by'r Lady, ſeldom comes the better: 
I fear, I fear, twill prove a giddy World. 
| Enter another Citizen, | 
3 Cie. Neighbours, Good ſpeed. | 
1 Czt, Give you good morrow, Sir. 
3 Cit. Doth the Nes hold of good K. Edward's Death? 
2 Cie. Ay Sir, it is coo true, God Felp the while. 
3 Cit. Then Maſters look to ſee a trovblous World. 
1 Cit. No, no, by God's good Grace, his Son ſhall Reign. 
3 Cze. Wo to that Land that's govern'd by a Child. 
2 Cit. In him there is a hope of Government 
Which in his Non-age, Counſel under him, . 
And in his full and ripened Years, himſelf 4 
No doubt ſhall then, and till then, govern well. "MW 
1 Cit. So ſtood the State when Henry the Sixth 1 
Was crown'd'in Paris, but at nine Months old. 
3 Cit. Stood the State ſo? No, no, good Friends, God F 


For then this Land was famouſly enrich d (wat; 

With politick grave Counſel ;. then the King | | 
Had virtuous Uncles to protect his Grace, ; (ther. M 
1 Cie. Why ſo hath this, both by his Father and Mo- M 
3 Cit. Better it were they all came by his Father; 8 | 
Or by his Father there were none at al! * 
For Emulation, who ſhall now be neareſt, 55 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. | 3 


O full of danger is the Duke of 767 4 * OY 7 

And the Queen's Sons, and Brothers, haught and proud: 15 

And were they to be rudy and not rule 6 e 

| This fiekly Land might folace as before.. 91 
1 Cit. Come, come, We fear the worſt, all will be well. 

3 Cit. When Clouds are ſeen, wile 7 . on their 

When great Leaves fall, then Winter is at hand ; . A 


˙— 


When the Sun ſets, who doth not look for Night? 


3 Cie. And ſo was I I'll bear you Company. [Exeunt. 


Small Herbs have Grace, great Weeds do grow apace. . - | 
Becauſe ſweet Flowers are flow, and Weeds make haſt. 
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Untimely Storms make Men expect a Dearth : 
All may be well; but if God fort it ſo, he 
Tis more than we deſerve, or I expect. 44 

2 Cit, Truly the Hearts of Men are full of fear : 
You cannot reaſon, almoſt, with a Man | 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread. | 

3 Cit. Before the days of Change, till is it ſo: 

By a divine inſtinct Mens Minds miſtruſt | 
Purſuing Danger; as by proof we ſee _ 

The Water ſwell before a boiſt'rous Storm; 
But leave it all to God. Whither away? 
2 Cit, Marry we were ſent for to the Juſtices. 


SO: Er | 
Enter Archbiſhop of York, the young-Duke of York, the || 
2 Deen, and the Dutcheſs. | 


Arch. Laſt Night I heard they lay at Stony Stradſord, l 
And at Northampton they do reſt to Night : | l 
Ta morrow or next day they will be here. | * 4 
Dutch. I long with all my Heart to fee the Prince 
I hope he is much grown ſince laſt I ſaw him. | 
Queen. But J hear no, they ſay my Son of ork i 
Has almoſt overtaken him in his growth. if 
York. Ay, Mother, but I would not have it fo. Þ 
Dutch. Why, my good Couſin, it is good to grow. | 
York, Grandam, one Night as we did fit at Supper, | 
My Undle Rzvers talk d how I did grow. d | 
More than my Brother. Ay, quoth my Uncle Cher, i 


And ſince, methinks I would not grow ſo faſt, 


Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the ſaying did not hold | 

In him that did object the ſame to thee. | : * 

He was the wretched'ſt thing when he was young, 1 

So long a growing, and fo leiſurely, * LHE2S. 

That if his Rule were true, he ſhould be gracious, | 

York. And ſono doubt he is, my gracious Madam. 
Dutch. I hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt. 15 | 
Es ts | Tork; i 


/ 
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York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remembred, 


could have given my Uncle's Grace a flout 

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 
Dutch. How my young York ? 
York. Marry, they ſay, my Uncle grew ſo faſt, 

That he could r a Cruſt at two Hours old; 

T was full two Vear's ere I could get a Tooth. 

Grandam, this would have been a biting Jeſt, 
Dutch. I prithee, pretty York, who told thee this ? 
Terk. Grandam, his Nurſe, 


Dutch. His Nurſe! why ſhewas dead ere thou waſt born 


Tork. If *twere not ſhe, I cannot tell who told me. 


Queen. A parlcus Boy Goto, you are too ſhrew'd, : 


Dutch. Good Madam, be not angry with a —— 
Qucen. Pitchers have Ears. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
- Arch. Here comes a Meſſenger : What News? 
"Mef. Such News, my Lord, as grieves me to report, 
Queen. How doth the Prince? 
Meſ. Well, Madam, and in Health. 
Dutch. What is thy News? 
Mef. Lord Rivers, and Lord — 
Are ſent to Pamfret, and with them 
Sir Thomas Vaughan, Priſoners. 
Dutch. Who hath committed them ? | 
M/. The mighty Dultces, Gl ter and Beckigber. 
Arch. For whatoffence? 
Me. T lie ſum of all I can, I have diſclos'd : 
Why, or for what, the:Nobles were 4+ pre 
Is all unknown io me, my gracious Lord. 
Queen. Ah me I ſee the ruin of my Hoaſe's $6] 
The 5 N05 now hath ſeiz'd the gentle Hind: - 
7 Tnivking: 'yranny begins to jut 
Upon the, innocent and awleſs Throne: IFN 
Welcome Deſtruction, Blood and Maſſacre, 
I ſee, as in a Map, the end of all. TO 
Dutch. Accurſed and unquiet wrangling Day 35 
-Haw many of you have mine Eyes beheld 
My Husband loſt his Life to get the Crown, 2 | 2 
And often up and down my Sons were toſt, | 
| E and eee ure, ee 6. 
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And be: ing ſeated, and Domeſtick broils 
Clean over blown, themſelves, the Conquerors, 
Make War upon themſelves, Brother to Brother, 
Blood to Blood, ſelf again ſelf : O prepoſt'rous 
And frantick Outrage! end thy damned Spleen, 4 
Or let me die, to look on Earth no more. 

Queen. Come, come. my Boy, we will to Sanctuary. 
Madam, farewel. 

Dutch. Stay, I will go with you. 

Queen. Vou have no cauſe. 

Arch, My gracious Lady, go, 
And thither bear your Treaſure and your Goods, 
For my Part, I'll refign unto your Grace, | 
The Seal I keep, und ſo betide it me, 
As well I tender you, and all of yours. : 
Go, I'll conduct you to the Sanctuary. Ereunt. 


bead e 
. AC 2 III. SCENE I. 


The 1 found. E. nter Prince of Wales, the Dues of 
Gloceſter and Buckingham, Archbi/bop, with others. 

Buck, T Elcome ſweet Prince to London, 

To your Chamber, 

Cle. Welcome dear Couſin, my thoughts Sovereign, 

The weary way hath made you Melancholy. 
Prince. No, Uncle, but our croſſes on the Way 

Have made it tedious, weariſom and heavy. 

I want more Uncles here to weleome me. 

S6. Sweet Prince, the untainted Virtue of _ Years 

Hath not yet diy'd into the World's deceit : 

No more can you diſtinguiſh of a Man, 

Than of his outward ſhew, which; God he knows, 

Seldom or never jumpeth with the Heart. 

Thoſe Uncles which you want were dangerous: 

Tour Grace attended to their ſugar'd Words, 

But look'd not on the poifon of their Hearts : 

God keep you from them, and from ſuch falſe F riends, 
Prince. God keep me from falſe Friends, 

But they were none. 


Glas 
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Sl. My 1301 the Mayor of London comes to greet you. 
Enter Lord Mayor. 
8 Mayer. God bleſs your Grace — 85 Health and Happy 
= - Daye.- 
Prince. I thank you, good my Lord, and thank you all 
I thought my Mother, and my Brother 79r4, 
Would long ere this have met us on the way. 
Fie, what a ſlug is Haſtings, that he comes not, 
To tell us, whether they will come or no. 
| Enter Lord Haſtings. _ 
Buck. And in good time, here comes sthe ſweating 34 
Prince. Welcome, my Lord; what, will our Mother come 
Ha/?. On what Occaſion God he knows, not I, 
The Queen your Mother, and your Brother Yor4,. 
Have taken Sanctuary; the tender Prince 
Would fain have come with me te meet your Grace, | 
But by his Mother was. perforce with-held. 
_ «© Buck:. Fie, what an indirect and peeviſn courſe 
Y this of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perſuade the Queen to ſend the Duke of Yor4 
Unto his princely Brother preſently ? l 
If ſhe deny, Lord Haſings, you go with him, 
And from her jealous Arms pluck him perforce. 
Arch. My Lord of Buckingham, it my weak 97 
Can from his Mother win the Duke of 75r4, - 
Anon expect him here: but if ſhe be obdurate 
To mild Entreaties, God forbid: 
We ſhould infringe the holy Privilege 
Of bleſſed Sanctuary; not for all this Land 
Would I be guilty of fo great Sin. 
Buck. Vou are too ſenſeleſs obſtinate, my Lord, 
Tos ceremonious and traditional. 
Weigh it but with the groſſneſs of this Age, 
You break not Sanctuary, in ſeizing him; 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
To thoſe whoſe dealings have deſerved the Place, 
And thoſe who have the wit to claim the Place: 
This Prince hath never claim'd it, nor deſerv'd it, "22 
Therefore, in mine Opinion, cannot have it, 
Then taking him from thence that is not ms | 
you break no Privilege nor Charter there: 2 
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Oft have I heard of Sanctuary Men, 
But Sanctuary Children, 'ne'er till now. _ Ha, 
Arch. My Lord, you ſhall o'er-rule my Mind for once. 
Come on, Lord Haſtings, will you go with me? . 
Haff. 1 go, my Lord, [ Exeunt Arcbbiſbop and Haſtings. 
Prince. Good Lords, make all the ſpeedy haſte you may. 
Say, Uncle Ge ſer, if our Brother come, 
Where ſhall we ſojourn till our Coronation ? - 
- Gh. Where it . beſt unto your Royal ſelf. 
If I may counſel you, ſome Day or two 
Your Highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the Tower: 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall be thought moſt fie 
For your beſt Health and Recreation. | 
Prince. I do not like the Tower of any Place; 
Did Fuilus Cæſar build that Place, my Lord? 
Buck. He did, my gracious Lord, begin that Place, 
Which ſince, ſucceeding Ages have re-edify'd. 
 Przince, Is it upon Record? or elſe reported 
Succeſſively from Age to Age he built it? 
Buck. Upon Record, my gracious Lord, 3 
Prince. But ſay, my Lord, it were not regiſter'd, 
Methinks the Truth ſhould. live from Age to Age, 


As twere retail'd to all Poſterity, | 
Even to the general ending Day, 
Cl. So wile, ſo young, they ſay do never live long. 
Prince. What ſay you, Uncle? $42 
Glo. I ſay, without Characters Fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal Vice, Tniquity, - Aide. 
I moralize two meanings in one Word. | 
Prince. That Julius Cæſar was a famous Man 
With what his Valour did enrich his Wit, 
His Wit ſet down to make his Valour live: 
Death makes no Conqueſt of his Conqueror; 
For now he lives in Fame, though not in Life, 
Fl! tell you what, my Couſin Buckingham. += 
Buck: What, my gracious Lord? | 
Prince. And if I hve until I'be a Man, 

I'll win our antient Right in France again, 8 
Or die a Soldier, as I liv'd a King. 1 
le. Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring. 
nter York, Haſtings, and Archbijhop. 
Buck. Now in good time, here comes the Duke 7 York, 

N | Printe. 
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Prince. Richard of York, how fares our Noble Brother ? 
York. Well, my dear Lord, ſo muſt I call you now, 
Prince. Ay, Brother, to our Grief, as it is yours; 

Too late he dy'd that might have kept that Title, 

Which by his Death hath loſt much Majeſty. © 
Glo. How fares our Coufin. Noble Lord of York ? 

York. I thank you gentle Uncle. O my Lord, 
You ſaid, that idle Weeds are faſt in growth : | , 
The Prince my Brother hath outgrown me far. 
' Gh. He hath, my Lord. __ | 
York. And therefore is he idle? | 
G. Oh mp fair Couſin I muſt not ſay ſo. 
York. Then he is more beholden to you than IT. 
S. He may command me as my Sovereign, 
_ But you have power in me as ina Kinſman. 
York. I pray you Uncle, give me this Dagger. 
Gb. My Dagger, little Coufin ? with all my Heam. 
Prince. A Beggar, Brother? | 
York. Of my kind Uncle, that I know will giye, 
And being a Toy it is no grief to give. 
Gh. A greater Gift than that I'll give my Couſin. 
York. A greater Gift? O, that's the Sword to it. , 
Gh. Ay, gentle Couſin, were it _ enough. W 
York: O then I ſee you will part but with light Gift, 
In weightier things you'll ſay a! A 
GI. It is too weighty for your Grace to wear. 
York, I weigh it lightly were it heavier. | 
Gh. What would you have my Weapon, little Lord ? 
York. I would, that I might thank you, as you call me. 
Glo. flow ? | 5 | 
York. Little, | | | 
| Prince. My Lord of Tor will till be croſs in talk : 
Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. 
York, You mean to bear me, not to bear with me: 

Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me, 

Becauſe that I am little, like an Ape, | 
He thinks that you ſhould bear me on your Shoulders, 

| Buck. With what a ſharp provided Wit he reaſons : 

To mitigate the Scorn he gives his Uncle, 

He prettily and aptly taunts himſelf ; 

80 _— and ſo young, is wonderful, 

G. My Lord, wilt pleaſe you paſs along? 5 
My elf, and my good Coufin Buckingham, Will 


* 
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Will to your Mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you: | 
York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord? 
Prince. My Lord Protector will have it ſo. 
York. J ſhall not ſleep in quiet at the Tower, 
., Gh. Why, what ſhould you fear? f | 
York. Marry, my Uncle Clarence angry Ghoſt : 
My Grandam told me, he, was murther'd there. 
Prince. 1 fear no Uncles dead. 
Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. EEE 
Prince. And if they live, I hope I need not fear, 
But come, my Lord, and with a heavy Heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 
1 [Exeunt Prince, York, Haſtings and Dorſet. 
Manent Gloceſter, Buckingham and Catesby. 
Buck. Think you, my Lord, this little prating York « 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtle Mother, | 
To taunt and ſcorn you thus opprobriouſly ? 
Glo. No doubt, no doubt: Oh 'tis a parlous Boy, 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable; 
He is all the Mother's, from the top to toe. 
Buck. Well, let them reſt: Come hither, Catesby, 
Thou art ſworn as deeply to effect what we intend, 
As cloſely to conceal what we impart : | 
Thou know'ft our Reaſons urg'd upon the Way, 
What think'ſt thou? is it not an eaſy Matter 
Jo make William Lord Haſtings of our Mind, 
For the Inſtalment of this Noble Duke, 
In the Seat Royal of this famous Iſle? | 
Cateſ. He for his Father's ſake ſo loves the Prince, 
That he will rot be worn to ought againſt him. 

' Buck. What think'ſt thou them of S any? Will not he? 
Cateſ. He will do all in all as Haſtings doth, 
Buck. Well then, no more than this: « 

Go, gentle Cateſby, and as it were far off 
Sound thou Lord Haſtings, | 
How he doth ſtand affected to our Purpoſe, 
And ſummon him to Morrow to the Tower, 
To fit about the Coronation! . 
If thou doſt find him tractable to aus, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our Reaſons: 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
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And give us notice of his Inclinationn | | 
For we to Morrow hold divided Councils, 


If yc 
Wherein thy ſelſ ſhalt highly be employ d. i | 400 
Glo. Commend me to Lord William; tell him, Catesby, To 
His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverſaries H 
To morrow are let Blood at Pomfret Caſtle, Bid | 
And bid my J. ord, for joy of this good News, | His ] 
_ Give Mrs. Shore one gentle Kiſs the more. And 
Buck. Good Cateſby, go, effect this Buſineſs ſoundly, Whe 
Cate/. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can, Whe 
S. Shall we hear from you, Cazeſby, ere we ſleep ? Tell 
Cate. You ſhall, my Lord. 1 2 And 
' Glo. At Croſby Houſe there you ſhall find us both. 1 To ti 
Buck. Now my Lord, © © Eis Catesby. To fl 
What ſhall we do, if we perceive _ r : 8 Wen 
Lord 1 will not yield to our Complots? | And 
Glo. Chop off his head: 8 Go, 
Something we will determine: 8 And 
And look when I am King, claim thou of mne | Whet 
The Earldom of Hereford, and all the Moveables Me 


| Whereof the King, my Brother, was poſſeſt. 

| Buck. I' claim that promiſe at your Grace's Hand. 

G6 lo. And look to have it yielded with all kindneſs. 
Come, let us ſup betimes, that afterwards 5 
We may digeſt our Complots in ſome form, [Exeurt, 


1 S 
5 Enter a Meſſenger to the Door of Haſtings. 
| +Meſ. My Lord, my Lord. 3 
| Haß. Who knows? b 
Meſ. One from the Lord Stanly. 
Haft. What is't a Clock * 
Me/. Upon the ſtroak of four. _ 
. Enter Lord Haſtings. | 
Haft. Cannot my Ld S:anly\leep theſe tedious Nights? 
Me. So it appears by what J have to ſay : 
Firſt, he commends him to/your noble Self, 

Haft. What then? 5 Oh 
Mieſ. Then certifies your Lordſhip , that this Night 
He dreamt the Boar had raiſed off his Helm: 

| Viides, he ſays there are two Councils kept; 


* 


And 
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And that may be determined at the one, . 
Which may make you and him to rue at th' other. 
Therefore he ſends to know your Lordſhip's pleaſure, 
If you will preſently take Horſe with him, 
And with all ſpeed poſt with him towards the North, 
To ſhun the danger that his Soul divines. 
Ha. Go Fellow, go, return unte thy Lord, 
Bid him not fear the ſeparated Counſel: 
His Honour and myſelf are at the one, 
And at the other is my. good Friend Catesby; 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us, 
Whereof I ſhall not have Intelligence: 
Tell him his Fears are ſhallow without Inſtance ; 
And for his Dreams, I wonder he's ſo ſimple 
To truſt the mock'ry of unquiet Slumbers. 
To fly the Boar, before the Boar purſues, 
Were to incenſe the Boar to follow us, © 
And make purſuit where he did mean no chaſe, 
Go, bid thy Maſter riſe and come to, me, 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he ſhall ſee the Boar will uſe us kindly. 
Me. I'll go, my Lo:d, and tell him what you ſay. [Ex, 
| Enter Catesby. | 
Cat. Many good morrows to my noble Lord, 
Ha. Good morrow, Catesby, you are early ſtirring, 
What News, what News in this our tottering State ? 
Cat, It is a reeling World indeed, my Lord ; 
And I believe will never ſtand upright, 
Till Richard wear the Garland of the Realm. 
Haß. How ! wear the Garland? 5 
Doſt thou mean the Crown? 
Cat. Ay, my good Lord. | 
Haft. III have this Crown of mine cut from my Shoul- 
Before I'1 ſee the Crown ſo foul miſplac'd ; [ders, 
But canſt thou gueſs that he doth aim at it? ; 
Cat. Ay, on my Life, and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his Party, for the gain thereof; 
And thereupon he ſends you this good News, 
That this ſame very Day our Enemies, 
The Kindred of the Queen, mult die at Pomſrer. 
Haft. Indeed I am no Mourner for that News, 
becauſe they have been ſtill my Adverſaries ; | 1 
N ; ut 
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Vou may jeſt on, but by the holy Rood, 
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Were jocund, and ſuppos'd their States were ſure, 
But yet you ſee how ſoon the Day o'er-caft. 


Pray God, I ſay, I prove a needleſs Coward. 
What, ſhall we rowaid: the Tower ? the Day is ſpent, 


But that III give my Voice on Richard's Side, 
To bar my Maſter's Heirs in true Deſcent, _ 
God knows I will not do it to the Death. 
Cat. God keep your Lordſhip in that gracious Mind. | 
Ha. But ſhall laugh at this a Twelve-month hence, Ho 


That they which brought me in my Maſter's hate, 1 
J live to look upon their Tragedy. ; * F 
Well Catesby, ere a Fortnight make me older, Th: 
II ſend ſome packing that yet think not on 't The 
Cat. Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious Lord, By 
When Men are unprepared, and look not for it, Put 

| Haft. O monſtrous, monſtrous! and ſo falls it out Thi 
With Rivers, J. aug han, Gray; and ſo *twill do | And 
With ſome Men elſe, that think themſelves as ſafe " 
As thou and I, who as thou know'ſt, are dear A 
'To Princely Richard and to Buckingham. | . 

"7 


Cat. The Princes both make high account of you---. 


For they account his Head upon the Bridge. Alia, 


Hf. I know they do, and I have well deſerved i, W 7. 


| Enter Lord Stanley. H 
Come on, come on, where is your Boar-ſpear, Man? [ al 
F ear you the Boar, and go ſo unprovided? we 

7 


Stan. My Lord. good morrow, good morrow, Catesly; 


1 do not like theſe ſeveral Councils, I. 
Haß. My Lord, I hold my Life as dear as yours, 
And never in my Days, I do . proteſt, | 
Was it ſo precious to me as tis now; 
Think you, but that I know our State ſecure, 
I would be ſo triumphant as I am? 
Stan. The Lords at Pomfret, when they rode from Londen. 


And they indeed had no cauſe to miſtruſt ; 
This ſudden ſtab of -Rancor I miſdoubt, 


Hajj. Come, come, have with 375 


Wot he what, my Lord, 


To day, the Lords you 'talk A are beheaded. 2 Enter 
Sta. They, for their Truth, might better wear their Head, 
Than ſome that have accus'd them Wear their Hats. 


* come, my Lord, let's _ 5 Ri 


7 
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| Enter a Purſuivant. e 
Haſt. Go on before, I'll talk with this good Fellow. 
wa FT: [ Exeunt Lerd Stanley and Catesby. 

How now, Sirrah? how goes the World with thee? - 
Purſ. 1 he better, that your Lordſhip pleaſe to ask. 
Ha, I tell thee Man, 'tis better with me now, 

Than when thou met'ſt me laſt where now we meet; 

Then was I going Priſoner. to the Tower, 

By the Suggeſtion of the Queen's Allies. 

Put now | tell thee, keep it to thyſelf, 

This Day thoſe Enemies are put to Death, 

And J in better State than e'er I was. | 
Purſ. God hold it to your Honour's good Content. 
Haſt. Grammerey Fellow; there drink that for me. 

ENS .[ Throws him his Purſe. 
Tur. IJ thank your Honour. [Exit Purſuivani. 
Enter. «Prado. - -; ci: 

Prieſt, Well met, my Lord, I am glad to ſee your Honour. 


- Haſt. | thank thee, good Sir John, with all my Heart, 


am in your debt for your laſt Exerciſe : | 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 

Prieſt, Vl wait upon your Lordſhip. _ 

Enter 3 | | 

Buck, What, talking with a Prieſt, Lord Chamberlain ? 
Your Friends at Pon fret, they do need the. Prieſt, 
Your Honour has no ſhriving work in hand. = 

Haſt. Good faith, and when JI met this holy Man, 
The Men you talk of came into my mind. 1 8 
What, go you toward the Tower? 

Buck, | do, my Lord, but long I cannot ſtay there: 
I ſhall return before your Lordſhip thence. 

Haſt. Nay, like enough, for I'll ſtay Dinner there. 

Huch, And Supper too, altho thou know'lſt it not. [ Afdes 
Come, will you go? | 

Haſt, I'll wait upon your Lordſhip. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


Enter Sir Richard Rateliff, with Halberds, carrying the 
? Nebles to Death at Pomfret. 


Riv. Sir Richard —_— let me tell thee this, 


To 
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To ox. Gale thou behold a Subje& 'die 
For Truth, for Duty, and for Loyalty, 
' + Gray, God bleſs the Prince from all the pack of you, 
A Knot you are of damned Blood-ſuckers. 5 
| Paugh. You live that ſhall cry wo for this hereafter, 4 
Rat. Diſpatch, the limit of your Lives is out. 
RN. O Pomfret, Pemfret! O thou bloody Priſon! 
Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers. 8 
Within the guilty clofure of thy Walls _ 
Richard the, Second here was hackt to Death 
And for more ſlander to thy diſmal Seat, 
We give to thee our guiltlefs Blood to drink. 
Gray. Now Magaret's Curſe is faln upon our Heads, 
When ſhe exclaimed on Haſtings, you and I, 
For ſtanding by, when Richard ſtab'd her Son. 


'* Rzv. Then curs'd ſhe Richard, 
Then curs'd ſhe Buckingham, | 
Then curs d ſhe Haſtings. O remember God 

o hear her Prayer for them, as now for us: Wh 
As for my Siſter and her Princely Sons, 7 

Be ſatisfy d, dear God, with our true Blood, | | 

Which, as thou know'ſt, unjuſtly muſt be ſpilt. 
Rat. Make haſte, the hour of Death is now expir'd. 
" 'Rzv. Come Gray, come Yaughan, let us here embrace; 
Farewel, until we meet again in Heaven. | Excunt. 

offs 7 
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| Enter Buckingham; Derby, Haſtings, Biſhop of Ely, Nor- ; 
folk, Ratelif, Lovel, with others, at à Table, | 


7285 Haſt. Now Noble Peers, the cauſe why we are met 
Iʒ to determine, of the Coro nation: 1 
In God's Name ſpeak, wlien is the Royal Day? 
Buck. Are all things ready for the Royal Time? 
Derby. They are, and want but Nomination. 
Eh. To Morrow then I judge a happy Day. 
' Buck. Who knows the Lord Protectors Mind here 


port ne re on Tere: [in? 
Who is moſt inward with the Noble Duke? 


BY 


Ne 4 


or- 


net 


re: 
in? 


2 


Lord Haſtings, you and he are near in Love. 
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E). Vour Grace, we think, ſhould ſooneſt know his Mind. 
Bu k. We know each others Faces; for our Hearts, 
He knows no more of mine than 1 of yours, = Hg 

Or I of his, my Lord, than you or mine e 


Haft. I thank his Grace, I know he loyes me well ; 
But for his purpoſe in the Coronation,. - 
[ have not {ounded him, nor he deliver'd 
His gracious pleaſure any way therein: | 
But you! my honourable: Lord, may name the time, 
And in the Duke's behalf Ill give my Voice, 
Which I preſume he'll take in gentle part. 
r Enter Glouceſter. 
Ely. In happy time here comes the Duke himſelf, 
Glo. My Noble Lords and Couſins all, good morrow, 
1 have been a long ſleeper; but I truſt 18 
Ty abſence doth neglect no great deſign, 
Which by my preſence might have been concluded. 
Buck. Had you not come upon your Cue, my Lord, 
William Lord Haſtings had pronounced your part, 
mean your Voice for crowning of the Ki gg. 
Glo. Than my Lord Hat ings no Man might be bolder, 
His Lordſhip knows me well, and loves me well. 
My Bord of By, when I was laſt in Holbeurn, | 
law good Strawberries in your Garden there, 
I do beſeech you ſend for ſome of them. 
Eq. Marry fand will, my Lord, with all my Heart. 
erate Pe 2 £5248 [ Exit Ely. 
Glo, Coulin of Buckingham, a Word with you, 
Catesby has founded Hadlings in our Buſineſs, 
And finds the teſty Gentleman lo hot, 
That he will loſe his Head ere give conſent 
His Maſter's Child, as worſhiptully he terms it, 
Shall loſe the Royalty of Englands Throne. 
Buck. Withdraw yourſelf a while, IIl go with you. 
ö 6h Hs | [ [Exeunt. 
Derby. We hays not yet ſet down this Day of Triumph: 
To-Morrow, in my Judgment, is too ſudden, 
For I myſelf am not ſo well proyided, 
As elſe 1 would be were the Day prolong' d. 
ort Enter. Biſbæp o Ely. 9 135 
Eh. Where is my Lord, 2 Duke of Glouc ter? 
vicn 3: | 2 
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T have ſent for theſe Strawherries. 
Haſt. His Grace lookscheatfully and ſmooth this Morning, 
There's ſome Conceit or other likes him well 
When that he bids Good-morrow with ſuch Spirit. 
I think there's never a Man in Chriſtendom 
Can leſſer hide his Love or Hate than he, 
For by his Face ſtraight ſhall you know his Heart. 
Derby. What of his Heart perceive you in his Face, 
By any livelihood he ſhew'd to Day ? 
Ha#. Marry that with no Man here he is offended: 
For were he, he had ſhewn it in his Looks. 
Enier Glonceſter and Burkingham. | 
Glo. I pray you all, tell me what they deſerve, 
That do conipire my Death with devilith Plots 
Of damned Witchcraft, and that have prevailed 
Upon my Body, with their helliſh Charms. 


Haff. The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lord, 


| Makes me moſt forward in this Princely preſence, 
Jo doom th' Offenders, whoſoe er they be: ; 
I fay, my Lord, they have deſerved Death. 
Glo. 1 hen be your Eyes the witneſs of their Evil, 
Look how [ am bewitch'd ; behold mine Arm 


Is like a blaſted Sapling wither'd up: 


And this is Edward's Wife, that monſtrous Witch 
Conſorted with that Harlot, Strumpet Sh re, 
That by their Witeheraſt thus have marked me. 


HFlaſt. If they have done this Deed, my Noble Lord— 


Glo. If? thou Protector of this damned Strumpet, 
Talk'ſt thou to me of Iffs ? thou art a Traitor —— 
Off with his Head ——— now by Saint Paul 1 ſwear, 
I will not dine until I ſee the ſame. 

Tovel and Ratcliff look that it be done: 


The reſt that love me, riſe and follow me. ¶ Exe unt. 


Manent Lovel and Rateliff with the Lord Haſtings. 
Hifi. Wo, wo for England, not a whit for me, 
For l, too fond, might baye prevented this: 
Stanly did dream the Boar did raſe our Helms, 

And I did ſcorn it, and diſdain to fly; 8 
Three times to day my Foot - cloth Horſe did tumble, 
And ſtarted when he looked upon the Tower. 8 
As loth to bear me to the has 2 houſe. 


O now I need the Prieſt that ſpake to me:: 


I now 


Mu.azke a ſhort Shrift, he longs to ſee your Head. 
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now repent I told the Purſuivant, 
As too triumphing, how mine Enemies 
To day at Pomf ret bloodily were butcher'd, 
And I myſelf ſecure in Grace and Fayour. 
Oh A argaret, Margaret, now thy heavy Curle 
Is lighted on poor Haſtings wretched Head. | 
Rat. Come, come, dilpatch,the Duke would be at dinner. 


Haſt. O momentary Grace of mortal Men. 
Which we more hunt for, than the Grace of God! 
Who builds his hope in Air of your good Looks, 
Lives like a drunken Sailor on a Maſt, 

Ready with-every nod to tumble down 
Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep. hey 2 
Lov. Come, come, ditpatch, tis bootleſs to exclaim. 

Haſt. Oh bloody Richard, miſerable England. 
I prophetic the fearful'ſt time to thee, 

That ever wretched Age hath looked upon. 

Come, lead me to the Block, bear him my Head: 

They ſmile at me who ſhortly ſhall be dead. ¶ Exeunte 

Enter Glouceſter 2d Buckingham in ruſty Armour, mar- 
„ ellous ill-favour d. 

Gle. Come Couſin, | 
Can'ſt thou quake and change thy colour, 
Murther thy Breath in the middle of a Word, 
And then again begin, and ſtop again, , _ 
As if thou wert diſtraught and mad with Terror? 

Buck, Tut, I can counterieit the deep Tragedian, 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every ide, 
Lremble and ſtart at wagging of a Straw : 

Intending deep Suſpicion, ghaitly. Looks 

Are at my Service, like enforced Smiles; 

And both are ready in their Offices, 

At any time, to grace my Stratagems. 

But what, is Catesly gone? | 

Glo. e is, and ſre he brings the Mayor along, 
Enter the Lord ayer and Catesby. 

Buck. Lord Mayor — | 

Glo. Look to the Draw b.idge there. 

Fuck. Hark, a Drum. e 

Glo, Catesby,. o erlook the Walls, | 

Back. Lord Mayor, the reaſon we haye ſent « » :: 

| C3 Glo, 
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Glo. Look back, defend there, here are Enemies. 
Buck, God and our Innoceney defend and guard us, 
Enter Lovel and Ratcliff with Haſtings's Head. 


Glo. Ee patient, they are Friends; Ratcliff and Love]. : 
Tov. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traitor, } 
The dangerous and unſuſpected Hafings. a \ 
Slo. So dear J loved the Man that I muſt weep : q 
I took him for the plaineſt harmleſs Creature 7 
That breath'd upon the Earth, a Chriſtian : 
Made him my Book, wherein my Soul recorded \ 
The Hiſtory of all her ſecret Thoughts; / 
So {ſmooth he daub'd his Vice with ſhew of Virtue, 
That his apparent open Guilt 'omitted, 1 
I mean his Converſation with S here's Wife, 7 
He lived from all attainder of ſuſpects. 5 1 
Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'ſt ſhelter*d Traitor 1 
That ever lived. eee | 2 C 
Would you imagine, or almoſt believe, B 
Wer't not, that by great preſervation =” 
We live to tell it, that the ſubtle Traitor * 
This Day had plotted, in the Council-houſe, 1 
To murther me and my good Lord of Glo fer. . 
| May, Had he done lo? Ei 
Glo. What! think you we are Turks or Infidels? W 
Or that we ſhould; againſt the form of Law, | N 
Proceed thus raſhly in the Villain's Death, 1. 
But that the extream peril of the Caſe, 0 
The Peace of England, and our Perſons Safety M 
Enforc'd us to this Execution, 1 5 pe 7 
Mayor. Now fair befal you, he deſerv'd his death, Be 
And your good Graces both have well proceeded, W. 
To warn falſe Traitors from the like Attempts. Be 
Buck. I never look d for better at his Hands, Ye 
Alter he once fell in with Miſtreſs Shore: | 
Yet had we not determin d he ſhould die ; 
Until your Lordſhip came to fee his end, As 
Which now the loving haſte of theſe our Friends, We 
Something againſt our meanings hath prevented; 1 
Becauſe, my Lord, I would have you heard Wi 
The Traitor (peak, and timorouſly confeſs | Wi 
The manner and the purpoſe of his Treaſons: ; 


That you might well have ſighify'd the ſame + 5 
. | | N nto 


to 


Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his Houſe, 
Which hy the Sign "thereof was termed ſo, 
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Unto the Citizens, who haply may 
Miſconſtrue us in him, and wail his Death. 


dM 


Mayer. But, my Bood Lord, your Grace's Words mal 


As well as I had ſeen and heard him ſpeak.: [ſerve, 
And do not doubt, right Noble Princes both, 


But III acquaint our duteous Citizens, 
With all your juſt Proceedings in this Caſe, 


Glo. And to that end we wiſh'd your Lordſhip here, 
T'avoid the Cenſures of the carping World. 
Buck. Which ſince you come too late of our intent, 
Yet witneſs what you hear we did intend: 
And ſo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid fare wel. Ex. Maycr. 
Glo. Go after, after, Couſin Buckingham. 
The Mayor towards Guild Hall hies him in all poſt: 
There, at your meereſt vantage of the time, 
Infer the Baſtardy of Edward's Children, 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizen, 
Only for ſaying he would make his Son 


% 


Moreover, urge his hateful Luxury, 
And beſtail appetite in change of Luſt, 
Which ſtreteh'd unto their Seryants, Daughters, Wiyes, 
Eyen where his raging Eye, or ſavage Heart, 
Without controul, luſted to make a Prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my Perſon: 
Tell them, when that my Mother went with Child. 
Of that inſatiate Edward, Noble Fk, 
My Princely Father then had Wars in France, 
And by true Computation of the Time, 
Bound that the Iſſue was not his begot: 
Which well appeared in his Lineaments. 
Being nothing like the oble Duke, my Father : 
Yet touch this ſparingly as twere far off. 
Becauſe, my Lord, you know my Mother lives. 
Buck, Doubt not, my Lord, il] play the Orator 
As if the Golden Fee, for which I plead, 
Were for myſelf; and fo, my Lord, adieu. 
Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's Cs 


Where you ſhall me, well accompanied 


With reverend Fathers, and well learned Biſhops. 
Buck, J go, and towards three or four a Clock | | 
C 4. Look 


I b' unſatiate greedinefs of his Deſire, 


Witbal, I did infer your Lineaments, 


Both in your Form and Nobleneſs of Mind. 


Jour Bounty, Virtue, fair Humility : 


The Life and Death 
Look for the News that the Guild Hall affords. 


1 | Exit Euckingham. 4 
Glo. Go, Tevel, with all ſpeed to Poctor Shaw, L 
Go thou to Friar Beaker, bid them both [Iv Rateliff. A 
Meet me within this hour at Baynard's Caſtle, [ Exeunt. J 
Now will I go to take ſome privy Order 0 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of ſight, 

And to give order, that no manner of Perlon 5 
Have any time recourſe unto the Princes. Exit. B 
| Enter a Scrivener. | St 
Scriv.Here is the Indictment of the good Lord Haff ng. * 
Which in a ſet Hand fairly is engroſs' d, | A 
That it may be to Day read o'er in Paul's. H 
And mark how well the feque! hangs together : 1. 
Eleven hours I have ſpent vo write it over, FH 
For yeſternight by Catesby was it ſent me, J | 
| L 


The Precedent was full as long a doing, : 
And yet within theſe five hours Haſtings lived, * 
Untainted, unexamined, free, at liberty. i | 


Here's a good World the while; who is fo grofs Ar 
That cannot ſee this palpable Device? | Ar 
Yet who fo bold, but lays, he ſees it not? 1h 
Bad is the World, and all will come to nought, | Th 
When ſuch ill dealing muſt be ſeen in thought. ¶ Exit. Art 

Enter Glouceſter and Buckingham at ſeveral Doors. An 
Glo, How now; how now, what ſay the Citizens? 0 
Back. Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, has. 
The Citizens are mum, lay not a word, i 


Glo. Touch'd you the Baſtard y of Fdward's Children? 7 
Buck. I did, with his Costract with Lady TLuq, | 
And bis Contract by Deputy in France, 


And his enforcement of the City Wives, 

His Tyranny for Trifles, his own Baſtardy, 
As being got, your Father then in France, 
And his reſemblance, being not like the Duke. 


Being the right Idea of your Father, 


Laid open all your Victories in Scotland. 
Your Diſcipline in War, Wiſdom in Peace, . 


indeed 


. 


D 


. 


ed 


Indeed left nothing fitting for your Purpoſe 


Then he was urg' d to tell my Tale again: 


At lower end of the Hall, hurl'd up their Caps, 


1 think the Duke will not be ſpoke w. hal. 
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Untoucht, or ſlightly handled in Diſcourſe, 
And when my Oratory grew toward end, 1 
bid them that did love their Country's good, 1 
Cry, God lave Richard, England's Royal King. El; 
Glo. And did they ſo? 5 | ; 
Buck. No, ſo God help me, they ſpake not a Word, 1 
But like dumb Statues or unbreathing Stones, "i 
Star d each on other, and loek'd deadly pale: i 
Which when I ſaw, I reprehended them, 
And ask'd the Mayor, what meant this wilful ſilence ? 18 
His Anſwer was, the People were not uſed 5 13s 
To be ſpoke to, but by the Recorder. | 


Thus ſaith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd, | 9 
But nothing ſpoke in warrant from himſelf. | 
M hen he had done, ſome Followers of mine own, ' 


And ſome ten Voices ery d, God ſave King Richard > 
And thus I took the vantage of thoſe few. 2 
Thanks, gentle Citizens and Friends, quoth I, 
This general App' auſe, and chearful Shout, 
Argues your Wiſdom, and your love to Richard: 
And eyen here break off and came away. 
Glo. M hat Tongue-lels Blocks were they, 
Would they not ſpeak? 
Will not the Mayor then and his Brethren come? 
Buck, The Mayor is here at hand; intend ſome fear, 
Be not you ſpoke with, but by mighty ſuit; 
And look you get a Prayer-Book in your Hand, 
And ſtand between two Churchmen, good my Lord, ni 
For on that ground I'll make a holy Deſcant : w 
And be not eaſily won to our Requeſts, | 
Play the Maid's part, till anſwer nay, and take it, 
Glo, I go: And if you plead as well for them, 
As I can lay nay for thee to myſelf, _ | 
No doubt we bring it to a happy Iſſue. [Exit Glo. 
Buck. Go, go up to the Leads the Lord Mayor knocks. 
Enter Lord Mayer and Citizens. 
Welcome my Lord, I dance attendance here, 
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Buck, Now Celli, what 5 voiut Lord to 50 Re- 
Cate. He does iptreat your Grace, my noble Lord, 

"To viſit him to Morrow, or next Day; 

| He is within, with two right Reverend Fathers, 
Dixinely bent to Meditation 
And in no worldly Suits would he be moy'd, 
To draw him from his holy Exerciſe... _ 


Buck, Return, good Catesh, to the gracious Duke, 

Tell him, -my{elf,, the Mayor and Aldermen, 

In deep Deſigns, in matter of great Moment, 

No leſs importing than our general Good, 

Are come to have ſome conference with his Grace. 
Cel ſignify ſo much anto him Rraight, [ Exit. 
Buck, Ah ha, my Lord, this Prince is not an Eda, d, 

He is not lulling on a lewd Love-Bed, he 

But on his Knees at Meditation 
Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, _ 
But meditating with two deep Divine: 
Not ſleeping, to engroſs his idle Body, 
But praying to enrich his watchful Soul. 
Happy were England, would this virtuous Prince 
Take on his Grace the Soyeraignty thereof, 
But ſure I fear we ſhall not win him to lt. 
Mayer. Marry, God defend, his Grace ſhould ſay us nay, 
Ek. I fear he will; here Catesby comes again, 
) - GE LISLE. + oo 
Now Catesby, what ſays his Grace? 
- . Cateſi He wonders to what end you haye aſſembled 
Such Troops of Citizens to gome to him 
is Grace not being warn'd. thereof before: 
He fears, my FLOP you, mean no good to him: 
Buck. Sorry I am, my noble Coufin ſhould . 
Suſpe& me, that I mean no good to him 
By Heav'n, we come to him in perfect Love, 
And ſo once more retutn, and tell his Grace, ¶ Exit Catel, 
When holy and deyout Religious Men 
tis much to draw them thence, 


» 


Are at their Beads, ch to d 
So ſweet is zealous Contemplation... 
Enter Glouceſter above, between two Biſhops. 


Mayor. See where his Grace ſtands tween 2 Clergymen 
Buck. Two Props of Virtue, for a Chriſtian . , 


T 


it. 


To ſtay him from the fall of Vanity: 


And pardon us the interruption 


On our entreaties to amend your Fault. 


The Sceptred Office of your Anceſtors, 
To the corruption of a blemiſh'd Stock; 


The noble Iſle doth want his proper Limbs : | 
His Royal Stock graft with ignoble Plants, 


Of dark Forgetfulneſs, and deep Oblivion. 
Which to re-cure, we heartily ſollicit 


For this, conſorted with the Citizens, 


And ſee a Book of Prayer in his Hand, 
True Ornaments to know a holy Man. 3 
Famous Plantagenet, moſt gracious Prince. 
Lend favourable Ears to our requeſts, _ 


Glo. My Lord, there needs no ſuch Apology; 
I do beleech your Grace to pardon me, FEE 
Who earneſt in the Service of God. 
Deferr'd the Viſitation of my Friends. 5 | 
But leaving this, what is your Grace's pleaſure ?*  _ 
Buck, Eyen that, I hope, which plealeth God abovez 
And all good Men, of this ungoyern'd Ile, _ *. 
Glo. 1 do ſuſpe& I have done ſome offence, _ 
That ſeems diſgracious in the City's Eye, 
And that you come to reprehend my Ignorance, _ 
c oo 
Would it might pleaſe your Grace, 


Of thy Devotion and right Chriſtian Zeal. B 


Glo. Elſe wherefore breath I in a Chriſtian Larg. 
Buck. Know then, it is your. Fault that you reſign, 
The Supream Seat, the Throne Majeſtical, Ce Oy 


Your State of Fortune, and your due of Birth, 5 
The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houſe 
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Whiles in the mildneſs of your {Itepy een 3 
Which here we waken to our Country's good : 


His Face defac'd with skars af Intamy, 
And almoſt ſhouldred in the {ſwallowing Gulf: 


Your gracious {elf to take on you the charge 
And kingly Government ot this your Land: 
Not as Prete&or, Steward, Subſtitute, 

Or lowly Factor, for another's gain; 
But as ſucceſſiyely, from Blood to Blood,. 
Your right of Birth, your Empiry, your on. 
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Your very Worſhipful and loving Friends, 
And by their vehement Inſtigation, 
In this juſt Cauſe come I to move your Grace. 
Sb. | cannot tell, if to depart in ſilence, 
Or bitterly to ſpeak in your reproof, | 
. Beſt fitteth my Degree, or your Condition. 
For not to an{wer, you might haply think 
Tongue-ty'd Ambition, not replying, yielded: 
To bear the Golden Yoak of Soveraipnty, 
Which fondly you would bere impoſe on me. 
If to reprove you for this ſuit of yours, 
So ſcaſon'd with your faithful Love to me, 
Then on the other fide I check'd my Friends, 
Therefore to ſpeak, and to avoid the firſt, 
And then in ſpeaking, not to in-ur the laſt, 
Definitively thus I anfwer you. 8 
Your Love deſerves my thanks, but my deſert 
Unmeritable, ſhuns your high requeſt. 
Firſt, if all Obſtacles were cut away, | 
And that my Path were even to thre Crown, 
As the ripe Revenue, and due of Fi th; 
Yet ſo much is my poverty of Spirit, 
So mighty, and ſo many my Detects, ; 
That 1 would rather hide me from my Greatneſs, 
Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea; 
Than in my Greatneſs covet to be hid, 
And in the Vapour of my Glory ſmother d. 
But God be thanked, there is no need of me, 
And much I need to help you ; were there need: 

" The Royal Tree hath left us Royal Fruit, 

Which mellozy'd by the ſtealing hours of time, 

Will well become the Seat of Majzity, 

And make us, no doubt, happy by his Reign. 

On him I lay that you would lay on me, 

* The Right and Fortune of his happy Stars, 

Which Ged defend that I ſhould wring from him. 
Buck. My Lord, this argues Conſcience in your Graee, 

But the Reſpects thereof are nice, and trfyial, 

All Circumſtances well confidered. © 
You ſay, that Edward is your Brother's Son, 
So ſay we too, but not by Edward's Wife: 
For firſt was his contract to Lady Zug, = 
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Your Mother lives a Witnels to his Vow, 

An afterward by Subſtitute betroth'd 

1o Bona, Siſter to the King of France. 

Theſe both put off, a poor Petitioner, 

A Care-craz'd Mother to a many Sons, 

A Beauty-waiting, and diſtreſſed Widow, 

Even in the Afternoon of her beſt Days, 

Made prize and purchate ot his wanton Eye, 

Seduc'd the pitch, and height of his Degree, 

To baſe Declenſion, and oath'd Bigamy. 

Py her, in his unlawtu! Bed, he got | 

1his Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince. 

More bitterly I could expoſtulate, 

Save that tor reperence of ſome alive, 

] give a ſparing limit to my Tongue. 

Iden, good my Lord, take to your Royal Self 

This proffer'd benefit of Dignity : | 

If not to bleſs us, and the Land withal, 

Yet to draw forth your noble Anceſtry 

From the corruption of abuſing times, 

Uno a Lineal true derived Courſe. 
Mayer. Do, good my Lord, your Citiz-ns intreat you, 
Buck, Refuſe not, my Lord, this proffer d Love. 
Cateſ. O make them joyful, grant their lawful Suit. 
Glo. Alas, why would you heap this Care on me ? 

I am unfit for State, and Majelty : | 

] do beleech you take it not amils, 

] cannot, nor I will not yieid to uu. 
Buck, If you refuſe it, as in love and zeal, 

Loath to depoſe the Child your Brother's Son, 

As well we know your Tenderneſs of Heart, 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorſe, ; 

Which we have noted in you to your Kindred, 

And equally indeed to al! Eſtates : 55; 

Jet know, where you accept our Suit, or no, 

Your Brother's Son ſhall never reign our King, 

But we will plant ſome other in the Throne, 

To the difgrace and down-fall. of your Houle ; 

And in this reſolution here we leave you. 7 

e Citizens, we will intreat no more. L Exeaunt 

Cateſ. Call him again, ſweet Prince, accept their Suit : 


If you deny chem all the Land will rue it, 
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| Dach. 
Led in the Hand of her kind'Aunt of Glo'fter * 2 


Glo. Will you inforce me to a World of Cares? 
Call them again, I am not made of Stones, 


But penetrable to your kind Intreaties, 
Albeit againſt my Conſcience and my Soul. 


Enter Buckingham and the reſ?. 


Couſin of Buckingbam, and ſage, grave Men, 


Since you will buckle Fortune on my Back, 
To bear her Burthen, whether I will or no, 
I muſt have Patience to endure the Load: 


But if black Scandal, or foul-fae d Reproach, 


Attend the ſequel af your Impoſition, 

Your meer Enforcement ſhall Acquittance me 

From all the impure blots and ſtains thereof, 

For God doth know, and you may partly ſee, 


How far I am from the Deſire of this. 


Mayer. God bleſs your Grace, we ſee it and will i it. 
Glo. In ſaying fo, you ſhall but ſay the truth. 
Buck, Then I ſalute you with this Royal Title, 


Long live King Richard, England's worthy King. 


All, Amen. 
Buck, To Morrow may it pleaſe you to be Crown'd. 
Glo. Even when you pleaſe, for you will have it ſo. 
- Buck. To Morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
And ſo moſt Joyfully we take our leave. 
Glo. Come, let us to our holy Work again. 
Farewel my * farewel gentle friends. | * CExeunt 
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ACT, W. SCENE L 


Enter the Queen Anne Ducheſs of Glouceſter, the 
See of York, and Marqueſs of Dorſet, 


HO meets us here? 
My Niece Plantagenet, ; 


Now, for my Life, ſhe's wandring to the Tower, | 

On pure Heart's Love, to e ehe tender Prinoe. 

' Danghter, Wen nett | 
Anne. God give your Gracos both a happy 


* And a joyful time of N uten 7 


it. 


ee. 


Thy Mother's Name is ominous to C 


| Go hye thee, bye thee from this Slaughter-houſe, 
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Queen. As much to you, good Siſter ; whither away? 


Anne. No farther than the Tower, and as I gueſs, 
Upon the like devotion as your ſelves, 


To gratulate the gentle Princes there. 


Cueen. K ind ſiſter thanks, we'll enter all rogerher, 
Enter the Lieutenant. 
Aud in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 
Maſter Lieutenant, pray you, by your: leave, 
How doth the Prince, and my young Son of Tork ? 
Lieu, Right well, dear Maher, by your a 
I may not ſuffer you to viſit them? 


The Kiyg hath ſtrictly charg'd the contrary. 


Luten, The King? who's that? 
lieu. I mean the Lord Protector. 

Lueen, The Lord protect him from that Kingly Title. 
Hath he ſet bounds between their love and me? 


1 am their Mother, who ſhall bar me from them? 


Duch. Lam their Father's Mother, I will ice them. 
Anne. Their Aunt I am in Law, in love their Mother: 
Then bring me to their Sights, I'll bear thy blame, 
And take thy Office from thee, on my Peril, 
Lieu. No, Madam, no, I may not leave it ſo: 
I am bound ** Oath, and therefore pardon me. 
[Exit Lieu. 
Enter Stanley. 
Stan. Let me but meet you Ladies one bout hence, 
And Fll ſalute your Grace of TirÞ as Mother, 
And reverend looker on of two fair Queens. 
Come Madam, you muſt ſtraight to Weſtminſter, 
There to be Crowned Richareh Royal Queen, 
Queen. Ah, cut my Lace aſunder, 


: That my-pent. Heart may have ſome ſcope to beat, 


Or elſe 1 ſwoon with this dead-killing News. 
Anne. Deſpightful tidings, O unpleaſing News? 
Dorſet. Be of good Chèar: Mother, how 9 8 your 
race; 
Queen. 0 Darſet, ſpeak not to me, get thee gone, 
Death and Deſtruction dogs thee at _ Heels, 
tldren. : 
If thou wilt out-ſtrip Death, go croſs the Seas, 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of Hell. 
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Leſt thou inereaſe the number of the dead, 

And make me die the thrall of Aargaret's Curſe, 
Nor Mother, Wite, nor Englands counted Queen. 


Stan. Pull of wiie Care is this your Counſel, Madam; 


Take all the ſwift advantage of the Hours; 
You ſhall have Letters from me to my Son, 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : 
Be not ta'en tardy by waw:ſe delay, 
_ Datch, O ill diſperſing wind of Miſery, 
O my accurſed Womb, the Bed of Death: 
A Cockatrice haſt thou hatch'd to the World. 
 Vhoſe unavoided Eye is Murderous. 
Stan. Come, Madam, come, I in all haſte was ſent. 
Anne. And 1 with all unwillingneſs will go. 
O would to God, that the incluſive Verge _ 
Of Golden Metal, that muſt round my Brew, 
Were red hot Steel, to ſcar me to the Brains. 
Anointed let me be with deadly Venom, 
And die e er Men can ſay, God ſave the Queen. 
L£ueen. Go, go, poor Soul, L envy not thy Glory, 
To feed my Bumour wiſh thy ſelf no harm. 
Anne. No! why? When he that is ny Husband now, 
Came to me, as | follow'd Henry's Coarſe: 
W hen ſcarce the Blood was well waſh'd\ from his Hands, 
Which iſſued from my other Angel Husbard, 
And that dear Saint, which then I weeping fllow'd : 
O when, I ſay, I look on Richard's Face, 
This was my Wiſh; be thou, quoth 1, accurſt, 
For. making me, fo young, io old a Widow: :- 
And when thou wed'ſt let Sorrow haunt thy Bed; 
And be thy Wife, if any be ſo mad, 
More miſerable, by the Lite of thee, _ | 
Than thou haſt: made me, by my dear Lord's Death, 
Loe, cer I can repeat this Curſe again. 
Within fo ſmall a time, my Woman's Heart 
+ Grotsly grew captive to his Honey words, 
And pray'd the ſubject of mine on Soul's Curſe ; 
Which hitherto hath held mine Eyes from reſt: 
For never yet one Hour in his Bed  _ 
Did JI enjoy the golden Dew of Sleep. 
But with his timerous Dreams was till. aivak'd, 
Beſides, he hates me for my Father Farwick, 
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And will. no doubt, ſhortly be rid of me. | 
Gueen. Poor Heart, adieu, I pity thy comp'aining. 
Anne. No more han with'my Soul 1 mourn for yours, 
Derſ. Farewel, thou wofu]l welcomer of Glory, 
Anne. Adieu, poor Soul, that take'ſt thy leave of it. 
Dutch, Go thou to Richmond, and good Fortune guide 
thee. 5 "= [To Dorſet. 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels tend thee. [To Anne, 
Go thou to Sanctuary, and good I houghts poſſeſs thee, 
: @ | 'To the Queen. 
to my Grave, where Peace and Reſt lie with me. 
Eighty odd Years of Sorrow have I ſeen, 
And each Hours joy wrack'd with a Week of teen. 
Queen. Stay, yet look back, with me, unto the Tower. 
Pity, you ancient Stones, thoſe tender Babes. 
Whom Envy hath immur'd within your Walls, 
Rough Cradle for ſuch little pretty ones, 
Rude ragged Nurſe, old ſullen Play-fellow, 
For tender Princes; uſe my Babies well; 
So fooliſh ſorrow bids your Stones farewel, [Exeunt. 


SCENE IL 


Flouriſh of Trumpets. Enter Glouceſter as King, Bucking- 
ham Cota, Ratcliff and Live | 1 

K. Rich, Stand all apart — Couſin of Buokingbam ' 

Buck. My gracious Sovereign. : | 

K. Rich. Give me thy Hand. Thus high by thy advice, 
And thy aſliſtance, is King Richard ſeated; 1 
But ſhall we wear theſe Glories for a Day? 

Or ſhall they laſt, and we rejoice in them? 

Buck, Still live they, and tor ever let them laſt. 

K. Rich. Ah Buckingham, now do I play the Touch, 
To try if thou be current Gold indeed: - | 
Young Edward lives think now that | would ſpeak. 

Buck, Say on, my loving Lord. | 
A. Rich, Why, Buckingham, | ſay T would be King. 

Huck, Why ſo you are my thrice renowned Lord. 

R. Rich. Ha! am l King: 'tisio— but Edward lives 

Buck, T rue, noble Prince. 

K. Rich, O bitter Conſequence! 8 | 
That Eda d ſtil} ſhould live True noble Prince, 
Couſin, 
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Couſin, thou waſt not wont to be ſo dull. 
Shall I be plain? I wiſh the Biſtards dead, 
And I would have it ſuddenly perfornt'd. 
What ſayſt thou now? ſpeak ſuddenly, be brief. 
Buck. Your Grace may do your Pleaſure. 


* 


K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all Ice, thy kindneſs freezes: 


Say, haye I thy Conſent, that they ſhall die? 

Buck. Give me ſome little breath, ſome paule, dearLord, 

Before I poſitively ſpeak in this: M1 
1 will reſolve you herein preſently. - [Exit Buckingham, 
Cate}, The King is angry, ſee he gnaws his Lip. 

K. Rich. I will conyerle with Iron-witted Fools, 
And unreſpeRive Boys; none are for me, 
That lock into me with conſiderate Eyes, 

3 Buckingham grows circumſpect. 
Boy. | 0 "EY 
ZVV. oi 
K. Rich. Know'ſt thou not any, whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt unto a cloſe exploit of Death? | 
Page. | know a diſeontented Gentleman, 
"Whoſe humble means match not his haughty Spirit: 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, | 

And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 
EK. Rb. What is his Names 
Page. His Name, my Lord, isTixrel. 


eh know che. Man z go call him hither, 


Boy. | noir tor ajfriok Exit. 
The deep revolving, witty Buckingham, | 
No more ſhall be the Neighbour to my Counſels,. 

 Hath he fo long held out with me untired, 

And ſtops he now for breath? Well be it ſo. 

Be! x Enter Stanley. : 

How. now, Lord Stanley, What's the News? 

Stan. Know, my loving Lord, the Marquis Dorſet, 

As I hear, is fled to Richmond, | 

In the Parts where he abides. 

EK. Rich. Come hither, Catesby, Rumor is abrcad, 

That Anne, my Wife, is very grievous lick; | 

1 will take order for keeping her cloſe. 

Inquire me out ſome mean poor Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ſtraight to Clarence Daughter: 


The Boy is fooliſh, and L tear not him. 
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Look how thou dream't—1 ſay again, give out, | 
That Anne my Quee p is ſick, and like to die. 
About it ; for it ſtands me much upon 
To ſtop all hopes whole growth may damage me. 
| muſt be married to my,Brother's Daughter, 
Or elſe my Kingdom {ſtands on brittle Glaſs : . 
Murther her Brothers, and then marry her! 
Uncertain way of gain. But I am in 
So far in Blood, that Sin will pluck on Sin, 
Tear-falling Pity qwells not in this Eye. 


Enter Tirrel. 
Is thy Name Kew Tp 
Tir. James Tirrel, and your = obedient Subject. 
K. Rich. Art thou indeed? 
Iir. Prove me, my gracious 3 
K. Rich. Dar ſt thou reſolve to kill a F riend of mine? 
Tir. Pleaſe you- | 
But I had rather kill two (- A 
K. Rich. Why then thou haſt it; two deep 5 
Foes to my Reſt; and my ſweet deep's diſturbers, 


Are they that I would have thee deal upon; 


Tirrel, IJ mean thoſe Baſtards in the Tower, 


A. Let me have open means to come to them. 


And ſoon I'll rid you from the fear of them. 
K. Rich. Thou ſing ſt ſweet Muſick: 
Hark, come hither Errel, a 
Go by this token; riſe, and lend thine Ear, [1/h:ſpers. 
There is no more but ſo; ſay it is done, 
And J will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 4 
Tr. I will diſpatch it ſtraight. [ Exit, 
| Enter Buckingham. Z 
Buck. My Lord, I have conſider'd in my mint; 
That late Requeſt that you did ſound me in. 
K. Rich. Well, let that 5 Dorſet is fled to Richmond. 
Buck, I hear the News, my Lord. 
K. Rich. Stanly, he is your Wite's Son; well look 
unto it. 
Buck. My Lord, I claim the Gift, my due by Promila, 
For which your Honour and your Faith is pawn'd. 
Th'Earldom of Hereford, and the Moveables, 


Which you have promiſed I- ſhall poſſeſs. 


K. Rich, Stanly, look to * Wie; if ſhe convey 
Letters 


68 The Life and Death 

Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. | 1 
Buck. M hat ſays your Highnels to my juſt Requeſt? 7 

K. Rich. I do remember me, Henry the Sixth F; 

Did Propheſie, that Richmond ſhould be King, fi 


When Richmond was a little peeviſh Boy. But 
A King r op | F K 
| Buck. May it pleaſe you to reſolve me in my Suit. Whi 
18 K. Rich, Thou troubleſt me, I am not in the 2 Mis 
| ; f | « xit, Ant 
Buck. And is it thus? repays he my deep Service Far 
| With ſuch Contempt? made I him King for this? T, 
O let me think on Hafings, and be gone a K 
To Breenech, while my fearful Head is on. {[ Exit. His 
= Enter Tirrel. The 
Nr. The tyrannous and bloody Act is done, And 
The moſt Arch-deed of piteous Maſſacre Nov 
That ever yet this Land was guilty of: At) 
Dighton and Forreſt, whom I did ſuborn And 
To do this piece of ruthful Butchery, o- 
Albeit they were fleſnt Villains, bloody Dogs, 
Melted with Tenderneſs, and mild 1 Re 
Wept like to Children, in their death's ſad Story: K. 
O thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle Babes, Re 
Thus, thus, quoth Forreſt, girdling one another Ard 
Within their Alablaſter innocent Arms: Js in 
Their Lips were four red Roſes. on a Stalk!, 5 K. 
And in their Summer Beauty kiſs d each other. | That 
A Book of Prayers on their Pillow lay, : Com 
M hich once, quoth Frreſt, almoſt chang d my mind. Is le: 
But oh the Devil — there the Villain ſtopt: Dela 
When Dighten thus told on, we ſmothered Ther 
The moſt repleniſhed ſweet Mork of Nature. | Jove 
That trom the prime Creation e er ſhe tramed. oo r 
Hence both are gone with Conſcience and Remorſe. Wer 


They could not ſpeak, and ſo | left them both, 
To bear theſe Ii ydings to the bloody King. 
Enter King Richard. 

Andhere he comes. All health, my Sovereign Lord: 
K. Rich. K ind Tirre] — am i happy in thy News? 
Tir. if to have done the thing you gave in Charge And 

Beget your Happineſs, be happy tben, | | Here 

For it is done. | - 

| K. Riche 
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K. Rich. But did'ſt thou ſee them dead ? : 
Ir. 1 did, my Lord. 1 
K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tirre] ? 
Tir, The Chaplain. of the Tower hath buried them, 
But where, to ſay the Truth, I do not know. 
K. Rich. Come to me Tirrel ſoon, ſoon iſter Supper, 
When thou ſhalt tell the proceſs of their Death. 
Mean time — but think how I may do thee good, 
And he lnheritor of thy deſire. 
Farewel till then. | 
Tir. I bembly take my leave. 
K. Rich, The Son of Clarence have I pent up cloſe, 
His Daughter meanly have | match'd in Marriage, 
The Sons of Edward fleep in Abrahims Bolom, 
And Anne my Wife hath bid this World good Night. 
Now, for I know che Briton Richmond aims 
At young Elizabeth my Brother's Daughter, 
And by that knot loozs proudly on the Crown. 
Jo her go I, a jolly thriy ing Wooer, 
Enter Ratcliff, 
Rat. My 9s | { bluntly ? 
K. Rich. Good or bad News, that thou com'ſt in ſo 
Rat. Bad News, my Lord, Morton is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welſhmen, 
Is in the Field, and ill his Power increaleth. 
K. Rich. Ely with Richmend troubles me more near, 
Than Buckingham and his raſh levied Strength. 
Come, I have learn'd that fearful commenting 
Is leaden Servitor to dull delay, 
Delay leads impotent and ſnail-pac'd Beggary : 
Then fery Expedition be my Wing, 
Jove's Mercury, and Herald for a King: 
Co muſter Men; my Council is my Shield, 
Me mult be brief, when Traitors brave the Field. [ Ex. 


SCENE II. 


| Enter Queen Margaret. 

2. Mar, So now Proſperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of Heath: 
Here in th-ſe. Confinzs flily have lurkt, 

To watch the waining of mine Enemies. 


A dire 


* 
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A dire Induction am I witneſs to, . 
And will to France, hoping the Conſequence 
Will prove as bitter, black and tragical. . 
Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes here? 
Enter Dutcheſs and Cueen. 
Queen. Ah my poor Princes! ah my tender Babes 
My unblown Flowers, new appearing Sweets: 
If yet your gentle Soul fly in the Air, 
And be not fixt in doom perpetual, 7 
Hover about me with your airy Wings, 
And hear your Mother's Lamentation.  / 
C. Mar. Hover about her, lay, that nieht ſor right 
Hath dimm'd your infant Morn to aged Night, 
Dutch. So many Miſeries have craud. my Voice, 
That my woe-wearied Tongue is ſtill and mute. 
Edward Plant genet, why art thou dead? 
©. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit: Plantagenet. 
Edward for Edward pays a dyiag Debt. 


- 


©. Queen, Wilt thou, O God; fly from uch gentle Lambs, 


And throw them in the Intrails of the Wolf ? 


"Why didſt thou ſleep when ſuch a Deed: was done? 
C. Mar. When Holy Henry dy d, and my ſwect Son. 
Dutch. Dead Life, blind Sight, poor mortal living Gbolt, 

Woes Scene, Worlds ſhame, Grave due, by Lite ulurpt, 

Brief abſtract and record of tedious Days, 

Reſt thy unreſt on Englands lawſul Earth, 

Unlawfully made drunk with innocent Blood, 
Queen. Ah that thou wouldſt as ſoon afford a Graz, 
As thou canſt yield a melancholly Seat; 85 

Then would I hide my Bones, not reſt them here. 

Ah who hath any cauſe to mourn but we? 

C. Mar, H ancient Sorrow be molt reverent, 
Give mine the benefit ol Signeury we 1 13 $4: 
And let my Griefs frown on the upper hand, 

If Sorrow can admit Society. _ 

I had an Edward till à Richard kill'd him: 

I had a Husbard till a Richard killd bim: 

Thou had ſt an Edward till a Richard kill'd him: 

Thou had'ſt a Richard till a Richard kill'd him. 

Dutch. J had a Richard ton, and thou didſt kill him. 

I had a Rat land too, thou help to kill him. 


2. Mar 
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{  2.Mar. Thou hadſt a Clarence too, and Richard kill'd him. 
From forth the kennel of thy Womb hath crept | 
A Hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to Death: 
? That Dog, that had his Teeth before his Eyes, 
To worry Lambs, and lap their gentle Blood; 
N That foul defacer of God's handy work, 
That reigns in gauled Eyes of weeping Souls : 
That excellert grand Tyrant of the Earth. 
Thy Womb let looſe to chaſe us to our Graves. 
O upright, juſt, and true diſpoſing God, 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal Cur 
alt proys on the Iſſue of his Mother's Body, 

And makes Her, Pue- fellow with” others moan, 
ö Dutch, Oh Harry's Wife, triumph not in my Woes : 
Ged witnels with me, I have wept for thine. 

2, Mar. Bear with me: I am hungry for revenge, 

Ard now I cloſe me with beholding it. 

Thy Eduard, he is dead that kill'd my Edward, 
bs, The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward: 
Young Pri, he is but boot, becauie both they 
; latch'd not the high perfection of my Los. 
don. Thy Clarence he is dead that ſtab'd my Edward; 
bolt And the beholders of this frantick Play, 
t, Th adulterate Haſtings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray. 

Untimely ſmother'd in their dusky Graves, 

Richard yet lives, Hell's black Intelligencer, 

Only reſerv'd their Factor to buy Souls, 


rah, And ſend them thither: But at hand, at hand 
Inſues his piteous and unpitied End. a 
. Earth gapes, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray, 


To have him ſuddenly conyey'd from hence: 
Cancel his Bond of Life, dear God, I pray, 
That I may live and ſay, the Dog is dead. 
Queen. O thou didſt Propheſie the time would come, 
That I ſhould: with for thee to help me Curſe 
That bottePd Spider, that foul bunch-back'd Toad. - - 
V. Mar. IU call d thee then, vain flouriſh of my Fortune: 
T call'd thee then, poor ſhadow,” painted Queen, - 
The Repreſentation of but what 4 was; 
The flattering Index of a direful Pageant, 
One heav'd a high to be hurl'd down below: 
A Mother only mockd with two fair Babes 
mY | | A dream 
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A dream of what thou waſt, a gariſh Flag 


To be the aim of ev'ry dang'rous Shot; 

A ſign of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble; 

A Queen in Teſt; only to fill the Scene. | 

Where is thy Husbard now ? where be thy Brothers? 

W here be thy two Sons? wherein doſt thou joy? 

Who ſues, and kneels, and ſays, God ſave the Queen: 

Where be the bending Peers that flatter'd thee ? 

Where be the thronging Troops that follow'd thee ? 

Decline all this, and ſee now what thou art. 

For happy Wite, a moſt diſtreſſed Widow; 

For joytul Mother, one that wails the Name 

For one being ſu'd to, one that humbly ſues; 

For Queen, a very Caytiff crown'd with Care; 

For ſhe that ſcorn'd at me, now {corn'd of me; 

For ſhe being kar'd. of all, now fearing one; 5 

For the commanding all, obey'd of none. 

Thus hath the courſe of Juſtice whirl'd about, 

And left thee but a very Prey to Time, 

Having no more but thought of what thou waſt, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didſt uſurp my Place, and doſt thou not 

Uſurp the juſt Proportion of my Sorrow? 

Nov thy proud Neck bears halt my burthen d Moak, 

From which, even here I flip my wearied Head. 

And leave the Burden of it all on thee. 

Farewel Lrk s Wife, and Queen of {ad Miſchance, 

Theſe Engliſh Woes ſhall make me ſmile in France. 
Queen. O thou well skill'd in Curſes, ſtay a while, 

And teach me how to curſe mine Enemies. 
£. Mar. Forbear to ſleep the Night, and faſt the Day: 

Compare dead Happineſs with living Woe; 

Think that thy Babes were ſweeter than they were, 

And he that ſlew them fouler than he is: 

Bett'ring thy loſs makes the had Cauſer worſe, 

| Reyolving this will teach thee how to curſe. 

Queen. My Words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

£. Mar. Thy Woes will make them ſharp, 

And pierce like mine. ES [Exit Margaret. 

Dutch. Why ſhould Calamity be full of Words? 

ueen. Windy Attorneys to their Clients Woes, 
Airy tucceeders of inteſtine Joys, | 


Poor 


The ſlaughter of the Prince that own'd that Crown, 


Thus will I drown your 


That cannot. brook the accent of Reproof. pO 89 
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Poor breathing Or itors of Miſeries, | 
Let them have ſcope, tho' what they will impart 
Help nothing elſe, yet they do eaſe the Heart. 
Dutch. If ſo, then be not Tongue-ty'd ; go with me, 
And in the breath of bitter Words, let's ſmother 
My damned Son, that thy two ſweet Sons ſmother'd. 
The Trumpet ſounds, be copious in Exclaims. 
Enter King Richard and his Tram. 
K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition ? 
Dutch. O ſhe that might have intercepted thee. 
By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed Womb, . 
From all the flaughters, Wretch, that thou haſt done. 
Queen. Hideſt thou that Forehead with a Golden Crown, 
Which ſhould be branded, if that right were right, 


And the dire death of my poor Sons and Brothers. 
Tell me, thou Villain-ſlave, where are my Children? 

Dutch. Thou "Toad, thou Toad, 
Where is thy Brother Clarence? 

And little Ned Plantagenet his Son? 

Deen. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Grey? 

Dutch. Where is kind Haſtings ! 

X. Rich. A flouriſh, Trumpets ; ſtrike Alarum, Drums: 
Let not the Heav'ns hear theſe Tall-tale Women 
Rail on the Lord's Anointed. Strike, I fay. f 

VV Fouriſb Alarums: 
Either be patient, and intreat me fair, | 
Or with the clamorous report of War 
eee | 

| Dutch. Art thou my Son? | . 
K. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my Father, and yourſelf. 
Dutch. Then patiently hear my Impatience. 


K. Rich. Madam, . I have a touch of your Condition, 
Dutch. O let me ſpeak. 


Dutch. I will be mild and gentle in my Words, 
K. Rich. And brief, good Mother, for I am in haſte. 
Datch. Art thou fo haſty ? I have ſtaid for thee, 


K. Rich. And came I not at laſt to comfort you ? 
Dutch, No, by the holy Rood, thou know'ſ it well, 
5 "= my Thou 
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Thou cam'lſt on Earth to make the Earth my Hell, 
A grievous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Detchy and wayward was thy Infancy ; 

Thy School- da. * frightful, eſperate, wild and farious, 


Jo 


L 
Oo 
ym 


Thy prime of Manhood, -daring, bold and venturous: So { 
Thy Age confirm'd, proud, ſubtle, fly and bloody. iy 
More mild, but yet more harmful, king in hatred : * 

What comfortable hour can'ſt thas: name, 7 
That ever grat'd me with thy Company? yp 
. Rich, Faith. none but Humpbry Hover, : 
That call'd your Grace : 
_ To-breakfaft once, forth of my Company. J 
If be ſo diſgracious in your Eye ; 
| Let me. march-on and not offend you, Madam. LS 
Strike up the Drum. | If ( 
| Dutch. I prithee hear me ſpeak. * x 
K. Rich. 4 too bitterly. 9 
Dutch. Heat me a Word, Ml or] 
For I ſhall never ſpeak to thee again. 1 1 
K. Rich. So. Th 
Dutch. Either thou wilt die by God's juſt Ordinance. Ne 
Ere from this War thou turn a Conqueror; Til 
Or I with Grief and extream Age ſhall periſh, Tor 
And never more behold thy Face again. | "Vi 
Therefore take with thee my moſt grievous Curſe, My! 
Which, in the Day of Battle, tire thee more, 3 Fa 
Than all the compleat Armour that thou wear'ſt. Aud 
My Prayers on the adverſe Party fight, ie 
And there the little Souls of EAward's a, Te Pu 
Whiſper the Spirits of thine, Enemies, | x 
And promiſe them Succeſs and Victory. 1 An 


Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end: 
Shame ſerves chy 8 thy death attend. [Exit "Tha 


Queen. Tho' far more cauſe, yet much leſs Spirit to curie 9 
Adides in me, I ſay Amen to her. T0 
K. Rich Stay, Madam, I muſt talk a Word with you, FF 
Queen. I have no more Sons of the Royal Blood 9, 
Far thee. to ſlaughter; for my Daughters, Richard, 7 
They — be (Praying Nat 82 weeping Queens; The 
therefore level not to hit their Lives. 5 
. Rich. You es a Daughter call'd Elizabeth, 1& 


Virtuous aud Fair. Royal and Gracious, ._ I 
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Nuten. And muſt ſhe die for this? O let her live, 

And I'll corrupt her Manners, ſtain her Beauty, 

Slander my {elf as falſe to Edward's Bed: 

Throw over her the Vail of Infamy, 

80 the may live unſcarr'd of bleeding Slaughter, 

I will confeſs ſhe was not Edward's Daughter. 

K. Rich. Wrong not her Birth, ſhe is a Royal Princeſs; 

Queen. To fave her Lite I'll ſay ſhe'is not ſo. £4 
K. Rich. Her Life is ſafeſt only in her Birth. 

Queen. And only in that ſafety dy'd her Brothers. 
K. Rich. Lo, at their Birth good Stars were oppoſite. 
Queen. No, to their Lives ill Friends were contrary. 
R. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of Deſtiny, _ © 
Queen. True; when avoided Grace makes Deſtiny, 

My Babes were deſtin'd to a fairer Death, 

If Grace had bleſt thee with a fairer Life. . [ 
X. Rich. You ſpeak as if that I had flain my Couſins? 
Queen. Couſins indeed, and by their Uncle coen'd, 

Of Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Lite. 

Whoſe Hands ſoever lanced their tender Hearts. 

Thy Head, all Indirectly, gave Direction. 

No doubt the mard'rous Knife was dull and blunt, 

Till it was whetted on thy Stone hard Heart, 

Jo revel in the Intrails of my Lambs. 

But that ſtill uſe of Grief makes wild Grief tame, 

My Tongue ſhon'd w thy Ears not name my Boys, 

Till that my Nails were anchor'd in thine Eyes: 

And I in ſuch 2 deip'rate Bay of Death, _ 

Like a poor Bark of Sails and Tackling reft, 

Ruch all to Pieces on thy Rocky Fo om. 
K. Rich. Madam, fo thrive I in my Enterptizs, 

And dangerous ſucceſs of blacdy Wars. 

As I intend more good to you and yours, 

Than ever you or yours by me were harmd. 

Queen. What gocd is cover'd with the Pace of Heav's. 
To be diſcover'd, that can do me good? - pts 3} 
| A Rich, Th'AdFfancementof your Children, gentle Lady. 

Leen. Up to ſome Scaffold, thereto loſe their — 
K. Rich. Unto the dignity and héighth ot Fortune, 
The high Imperial Type of this Earth's Glory. 4 
: Nerz. Flatter my Sorrow with report of it; 
tell me, what State, what Dignity, what Honour. _ 

6 i ts Cant 


5 


76 The Life and Death 


Can'ſt thou deviſe to any Child of mine? 
K. Rich. Ev'n all I have; ay, and myſe'f and all, 
Will I with all endow a Child of thine : 
So in the Lethe of thy angry Scul _ | 
Thou drown the ſad Remembrance of thoſe Wrongs, 
Which thou ſuppoſeſt I have done to thee, 
Queen. Be brief, leſt that the proceſs of thy kindne; 
. Laſt longer telling, than thy kindneſs date, | 
K. Rich. Then know, | 
That from my Soul I love thy Daughter. 
Queen. My Daughter's Mother thinks it with her Soul. 
K. Rich. What do you think? 

Queen. That thou doſt love my Daughter from thy Soul. 
So from thy Soul's love didſt thou love her Brothers, 
And from my Heart's love, I do thank thee for it. 
K. Rich. Be not ſo haſty to confound my meaning; 
I mean, that with my Soul I love thy Daughter, 
And do intend to make her Queen of England. 

5 4 75 Well then, who doit thou mean ſhall be her King. 

& Rich. Even he that makes her Queen: 
Who elſe ſhould be? | 
Queen. What, thou! _ | 
K Rich. Even ſo ; how think you of it! 
veen. How can'ſt thou woo her? 
Rich. That I would learn of you, + 
As one being beſt acquainted with her Humour. 
Queen. And wilt thou learn of me? 
K Rich. Madam, with all my Heart. | 
Queen. Send to lier, by the Man that flew her Brothers 

A pair of bleeding Hearts; thereon ingrave 
Edward and York, then haply will the weep : 
Therefore preſent to her, as ſometime Margaret 
Did to thy Father, ſteept in Ratland's Blood, 

A Handkerchief ; which ſay to her, did drain 
The Purple ſap from her ſweet Brothers Bodies, 

And bid her wipe her weeping Eyes withal. 

If this inducement move her not to Love, 

Send her a Letter of thy noble Deeds; | 

Tell her thou madeſt away her Uncle Clarence, 
Her Uncle Rivers; ay, and for her ſake, 
Madeſt quick Conveyance with her good Aunt Anne. 

K Rich. You mock me, Madam, this is not the wa) 
* win your Daughter. | Queen, 


of RICHARD III. 77 


ueen. There is no other way, | 
Unieſs thou could'ſt put on ſome other Shape, 
And not be Richard, that hath done all this. 
. K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for Love of her. 
Queen. Nay then indeed ſhe cannot chuſe but hate thee, 
ne: Having bought love with ſuch a bloody Spoil. 5 
| K. Rich. Look, what is done, cannot be now amended ; 
Men ſhall deal unadviſedly ſometimes, 
Which after-hours give leiſure to repent of. 
oul, If I.did take the Kingdom from your Sons, 
To make amends, I'Il give it to your Daughter: 
oul, If I have kill'd the Iſſue of your Womb, 
To quicken. your encreaſe I will beget 
| Mine Iſſue of your Blood, upon your Daughter: 
g. A Grandam's name is little leſs in love, | 
Than is the doting Title of a Mother; 
They are as Children but one ſtep beo, 
ing! kven of your Metal, of your very Blood: 
Of all one pain, ſave for a Night of Groans 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like Sorrow. 
Your Children were Vexation to your Vouth, 
Zut mine ſhall be a Comfort to your Age. 
The loſs you have is but a Son being King, 
And by that loſs your Daughter is made Queen, 
I cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept ſuch kindneſs as I can, 
Dorſet, your Son! that with a fearful Soul 
hers Leads diſcontented Steps in Foreign Soil, 
his fair Alliance quickly ſhall call home 
Jo high Promotions and great Dignity. 
The King that calls your beauteous Daughter Wife, 
Tamiliarly ſhall call thy Dorſet Brother: 
Ain. ſhall you be Mother to a King; 
And all the Ruins of diſtreſsful Times, 
Repair d with double Riches of Content. 
Wat? we have many goodly Days to ſee: 
The liquid drops of Tears that you have ſhed- 
Shall come again, transformed to Orient Pearl, 
Advantaging their Love with Intereſt 
Otentimes double gain of Happineſs, 
Go then my Mother, to thy Daughter, _ 
Make bold her baſhful Yo with your Experience, 
D 2 5 
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Prepare her Ears to hear a Wooer's Tale, 
Put in her tender Heart th' aſpiring Flame 
Ot golden Sovereignty ; acquaint the Princeſs 
With the ſweet filent Hours of Marriage Joys ; 
And when this Arm of mine hath chaſtiſed 
The petty Rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant Garlands will I come, 
And lead thy Daughter to a Conqueror's Bed ; 
To whom I will retail my Conqueſt won, 
And fhe ſhall be ſole Victreſs, Cæſar's Cæſar. 
2rcer. What were I beſt to ſay, her Father's Brother 
Would be her Lord? or ſhall I fay, her Uncle? 
Or he that flew her Brothers? and her Uncles ? 
Under what Title ſhall I woo for thee, 
That God, the Law, my Honour, and her Love, 
Can make ſeem,pleaſiag to her tender Years ? 
K. Rich. Inter fair Eng/and's Peace by this Alliance, 
Dueen. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with ſtill laſting ar 
K. Ri. Tell her, the King, that may command, intreats, 
De. That all her Hands, which the King's King forbids, 
. Rich. Say, ſhe ſhall be high and mighty Queen, 
Buren. To vail the Title, as her Mother doth, 
K. Rich. Say I will love her everlaſtingly. 
Queen. But how long ſhall that Titlegever laſt ? 
K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair Life's end. 
Queen. But how long, fairly, ſhall her ſweet Life last! 
K. Rich, As long as Heav'n and Nature lengthensit. 
Queen. As long as Hell and Richard likes of it. 
K. Rich, Say, I, her Sovereign, am her Subject low, 
Qucen. But ſhe, your Subject, loaths ſuch Sovereignty, 
XK. Rich. Be gloquent in my Pehalf to her. 
Queen. An bonelt Tale ſpeeds beſt, being plainly toll 
X. Rich. Then, plainly, to her tell my loving Tale. 
Queen. Plain and not honeſt, is too harſh a Stile. 
XK. Rich. Your Reaſons are too ſhallow and too quick 
Queen. O no, my Reaſons are too deep and dead; 
To deep and dead poor Infants in their Graves, 
Harp on, it till ſhall I, till Heart-ftripgs break. 
x Rich. Harp not on that String Madam, that is pal 
Now by my George, myGarter, and my Crown — 
Queen. Profan'd, diſhonour'd, and the third uſprp'd. 


K, Rich. I ſwear. . 


Pre 
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Queen. By nothing, for this is no Oath : - 
Thy George profan'd, hath loſt his lordly Honour, 
Thy Garter blemiſh'd, pawn'd his Kingly Virtue, 
Thy Crown ttfurp'd, diſgrac'd his Kinply Glory : - 
If ſomething thou would'ſt ſwear to be believ'd, 
Swear then by ſomething that thou haft not wrong'd, 
K Rich. Then by my ſelf —— | 
Queen. Thy ſelf is felf-miſus'd. 
K. Rich. Now by the World 
Quern. Tis full ef thy'foul Wrongs. 
K. Rich. My Father's Death 
Queen. Phy Life hath it diſhonour'd. 
K. Rich. Why then, by Heaven 
Queen. Heav'n's Wrong is moſt of all: 
If thou didſt ſear to break an Oath with him, 
The Unity the King my Husband made 5 
Thou hadſt not broken, nor my Brothers dy'd. 


lance. If thou hadſt fear'd to break an Oath by him, 
Wal: DH) Imperial Metal, circling now thy Head, 
treats, Had 'grac'd the tender Temples of my Child, 
bids, And both the Princes had been breathing here, 

. Which now two tender Bed ſellows for duſt, 


Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Worms 
What canſt thou ſwear by now ? f 
K. Rich. The Time to come. 


id, Queen. That thou haſt wronged in the time eer-paſt , 
laſt! For I my felfghave'many Tears to waſh _ | 
$It, Hereafter Time, for time-paſt, wrong'd by thee. 


The Children live, whoſe Fathers thou haſt butcher'd, 
Ungovern'd Youth, wail it with their Age. 
The Parents live, whoſe Children thou haſt butcher'd, 
Old barren Plants, to wail it with their Age. 
_ Swear not by Time to come, for that thou haſt 
Miſus d ere us'd, by times ill-ug'd o'er-paft. - 
K. Rich. As J intend to oy 70 and repent; 
So thrive J in my dangerous Affairs 
Ol hoſtile Arms; My felf, my ſelf confound, 
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy Hours, 
Day yield me not thy Light, nor Night thy Reſt, 
Be oppoſite all Planets of good Luck N 
To my proceeding, if with dear Hearts Love, 
„ Unmaculate Devotion, holy Thoughts, i 
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J tender not the beautious Princely Daughter. 
In her conſiſts my Happineſs and thine; 
Without her, follows to myſelf and thee, 
_ Herſelf, the Land, and many Chriſtian Soul, 
Death, Deſolation, Ruin and Decay: 
It cannot be avoided, but by this; 
It will not be avoided, but by this: 
Therefore, dear Mother; I muſt call you ſo, 
Be the Attorney of my Love to her t | 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 
Not my Deſires, but what I will deſerve : | 
Urge the neceſſity and and ſtate of Limes; 
And be not peeviſh found in great Deſigns. 
Queen. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus r 
K. Rich. Ay, if the Devil tempt you to do good. 
Queen. Shall I forget myſelf to be my ſelf? 
K. Rich. Ay, if yourſel's remembrance wrong yourſelf, 
Queen. Vet thou didit kill my Children. | 
K. Rich. But in your Daughter's Womb I bury them; 
Where i in that neſt of Spicery they will breed 1 
Selves of themſelves to your Recomforture, | 
Queen. Shall I go = my Daughter to thy Will? 
K. Rich. And be a happy Mother by thy Deed, 
Fan J go, write to me very ſhortly, 
And you ſhall underſtand from me her mind. (Ex. Qu. 
K. Rich. Bear her my true Love's kiſs,and fo farewel -- 
 Relenting Fool, and ſhallow: changing e 
How now, what News? | 
Enter Ratcliff. 
Rar. Moſt mighty Sovereign, on the Weſtern Coaſt 
Rides a puiſſant Navy: To our Shores 
| Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted Friends, 
Unarm d, and unrefolv'd ta. beat them back. 
Tis thought that Richmond is their Admiral. 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them aſhore. _ 
K. Rich. Some light. foot Friend poſt to the Duke o Nor- 
Ratclif, thyſelf, or Catesby ; where is he; elk. 
Cat. Here, my good Lord. 
K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the Duke. 
Cat. I will, my Lord, with all convenient haſte. 


K. Rich. Rare; uf, come hither, poſt to Salisbury. 1 
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When thou comeſt thither---Dull unmindful Villain, 


(To Catesby. 8 


Why ſtay ſt thou here, and go'ſt not to the Duke? 


Cat. Firſt, mighty Liege, tell me your Highneſs pleaſure, 


What from your Grace I ſhall deliver to him. 

K. Rich. O true, good Catesby- bid him levy ſtrait 
The greateſt Strength. and Power that he can make, 
And meet me ſuddenly at Salisbury. | 


Cat. 1 go. | | (Ex. : 


Rar. What, may it pleaſe you ſhall 1 do at Salisbury? 


K. Rich. Why, what would'ſ thou do there before I go? | 


Rat. Your Highneſs told me- I ſhould 255 before. 


K. Rich. My Mind is chang'd--- 
Enter Lord Stanley.“ 


Stanley; what News with you? 


Stan. None, for my Liege; to pleaſe you with the 


Nor none ſo bad, but well may be reported. (hearing, 


K Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle, neither good nor bad: 7 


What need'ſt thou run ſo many. Miles about, 
Wen thou may'ſf tell thy Tale the neareſt way * 
Once more, what News-? 

Stan. Richmond is on the Seas: 


K. Rich. There let him ſink, and be the Seas on him. 


White: liver'd Run a-gate, what doth he there? 
Stan. I know not, mighty Sovereign, but by gueſs. 
Ki Rich. Well. as yo gueſs. 


Stan. Stirr'd up by Dor/et, Buckingham and Merton. 


He makes for England, here to claim the Crown. 

K. Rich. Is the Chair empty? is the Sword unſwayed ? 
Is the King dead? the Empire unpoſſeſs d?) 
What Heir of Vork is there alive but we? 
And who is Eng/and's King, but great Yor#'s Heir ? 
Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas? : 

Stan. Unleſs for that, my Liege, I cannot gueſs, 

K. Rich. Unleſs for that he comes to be your Liege. 
Yau cannot gueſs wherefore the Velchman comes. 


Thou wilt revolt, and-fly.to him, I fear. 
Stan. No, my good Lord, therefore miſtruſt me not. 


K. Rich. Where is thy Power then tobeat him back? 


Where be thy Tenants, and thy:Followers ? 
Are they not now upon 'the Weſtern Shore, 
dafe 3 the Rebels from their Ships? 


D 5 Star, . 
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Stan. No, my good Lord, my Friends are in the North. 
wie Rich. Cold Friends to me: what do they in the North, 
n they ſhould ſerve their Sovereign in the Weſt ? 


your Majeſty to give meleave, 
I'll muſter up my Friends, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Majelty ſhall pleaſe. 
K. Rich. Ay, thou wouid'it be gone, to join with Rich- 
But Pll not truſt thee. D mond: 
Stan. Moſt mighty Sovereign, 
Vou have no cauſe to hold my F riendſhip doubtful, 
I never was, nor never will be falſe. 


Your Son George Stanley : Look your Heart be firm, 
Or elſe his Head's aſſurance is but frail, | 
. r him, as I prove true to . 

| Enter a Me enger. 
| Me. My gracious Sovereign, now in Devore, 
As I by Friends am well advertiſed, 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty Prelate, 
U Biſhop of Exeter, his elder Brother, 
Wich many more Confederates are in Arms. 
li Enter another Meſſenger. 
i Meſ. I n Kent, my Liege, the Guild/ords are in Arms, 
| And. every hour Competitors 

Flockte the Rebels, and their Power grows rong, 
1 Enter another Meſſenger. 
M/ My Lord, the Army of great Buckingham —— 
K. Rich. Out one, Ouls, nothing but Songs of Death. 

| Ho firikes him. 
i There take chow that, ill thou bring better News. 

| Ae. The News I have to tell your Majeſty, 
Is, that by ſudden F loods, and fall of Waters, 

| Buckinghant's Army is diſperſed and ſcatier d, 
And be himſelf. wandred away alone, 
| No Man knows: whither. _ 
| XK Richard. I cry thee Mercy; 
There is my Purſe, to cure that Blow of mme. 
| Hath any well adviſed Friend proclaim'd. ' 
_—_— to him that W the Traitor in? 


. Ab. have not been commanded, mighty King; 
Pleaſi 


K. Rich. Go then, and muſter Men; but leave behind 


Ne. 
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Me/. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord. 
Enter another Meſſenger. | 
Meſ. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord e e Dor ſet, 
'Tis ſaid, my Liege, in Yori/orre are in Arms ; 
But this good comfort bring I to your Highneſs, 
The Britain Navy is diſperſed by Tempeſt. 
Richmond in Dor /ct/hire ſent out a Boat 
Unto the Shore, to ask thoſe on the Banks, 
It they were his Aſſiſtants, yea, or no? | 
Who anſwer'd him, they came from Buckingham: 
Upon his Party; he miſtruſting them, | 
Hois'd Sail, and made his Courſe again for Britain. 
K. Rich March on, march on, ſince we are up in Arms, 
If not to ſight with Foreign Enemies, 155 
Yet to beat down theſe Rebels here at Home: _ : 
2 Eee, | 
Cateſi My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
That is the beſt News; that the Earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty Power landed at Migfard. 
Is colder News, but yet it mult be told. | 
K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury; while we reaſom 


A Royal Battle might be won and loſt: 5 

ome one take order that Buckingham be brought | 

19 Salisbury, the reſt march on with me. LEæeunt. 
SCENE IV. 


Enter Derby and dir Chri ſtoplier. 


Derby. Sir Chriſtapher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That inthe Sty of the moſt deadly Boar, 
My Son George Stanley is frankt up in hold: 
if I revelt, off goes young George's Head, 
The fear of that Fold: off my preſent Aid. 
So get thee gone; commend me to thy Lord. 
Vial fay, that the Queen. hath heartily conſented: 
Ile ſhould. elpouſe Elizabeth her Daughter. 
But tell me, Where is Princely Richmond now? 
CV, At Her:brook or at Hertford Weſt in Wales, 
Deriby, What Men of Name reſort to him.? 
Chriſ. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Soldier, 
St Gilbert Talbot, Sir H"/liam Stanley, 
|  Oxfard, 


1 
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And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, 
And many other of great Name and Worth : 
And towards London do they bend their Power, 
Tf by the way they be not foughtwithal. 


Der. Well, hye, thee tomy Lord : I kiG his Hand, 
My Letter will reſolve: him of my Mind. 
Farewell. W FP 5g, 


whe, | [Exeunt. 
W aasee $302 
XC r EN F 


ur the Sheriff, and Buckingham, avith Halberdi led 


to Execution. 


Back. WE. not K. Richard let me ſpeak with him, 
VV S/. No, good my Lord, therefore be patient. 
Buck, Haſtings and Edward's Children, Gray and Riwers, 
Holy King Henry, and thy fair Son Edaward, 
Faughan, and all that have miſcarried, 
y under - hand corrupted foul Injuſtice, 
f that your moody diſcontented Souls, 


Do through the Clouds behold this preſent Hour, 


Even for Revenge mock my Deſtruction. 
This is All. Soul Day, Fellow, is it not? 

Sher. It is. „ | 
Buck. Why then A Soul Day is my Body's Doomſday. 
'This is the Day, which in King Edward's Time 
J wiſht might fall on me, when l was found 
Falſe to his Children, and his Wife's Allies. 

This is the Day wherein I wiſht to fall 
By the fal e Faith of him. whom moſt I truſted. 
This, this All. Sault. Day to my fearful Soul, 


$i 
That high All-ſeer, which I dallied with, 
Hath turned my feigned Euerm my Head, 
And given me in earneſt, what I begy'd in jeſt, 
Thus doth he force the Sword: of wicked Men 
To turn their own Points in their Maſters Boſoms. 


Thus Margaret's Curſe falls heavy on my Neck : 


When 
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When he, quoth ſhe, will ſplit thy Heart with Sorrow, 
Remember Margaret was a Propheteſs: _ 

Come lead me Officers to the Block of Shame, 


Wrong hath but Wrong, and blame the due of Blame. 
LES [Exeunt Buckingham with Officers, 


SCENE 


Enter Richmond, Oxford „Blunt, Herbert, and others, 
with Drums and Colours. 3 


Richm. Fellows in Arms, and my moſt loving Friends, 
3 Brais'd underneath the Yoak of Tyranny, 
Thus far into the Bowels of the Land, | 
Have we marcht on without Impediment ; 
And here receive we from our Father Stanley, 
Lines of fair Comfort and Encouragement.: 
7 The wretched, bloody and uſurping Boor, | 
That ſpoil'd our Summer-Fields, and fruitful Vines, -. 
Swills your warm Blood likeWaſh,and makes his Trough 
In your embowell'd Bofoms.: This foul Sw ine ; 
Is now even in the Center of this Ile, 
Near to the Town of Leice/er, as we learn: 
From Tamavorth thither is but one Day's march. 
In God's Name cheerly on, couragious Friends, 
To reap the Harveſt of perpetual Peace, 
V. By this one bloody trial of ſharp War. . 
| Oxf. Every Man's Conſcience is a thouſand Men, 
To fight againſt this guilty Homicide. | 
Herb. 1 doubt not but his Friends will will turn to us 
Blunt. He hathno Friends, but what are Friends for fear, 
Which in his deareſt need will fly from him. | 
Richm. All for our vantage, then in God's Name march, 
True hope is ſwift, and flies with Swallow's Wings, 
Kings it make Godss, and meaner Creatures Kings. 
1 : Is Exeunt. 


Enter King Richard in Arms, ævith Norfolk, Ratcliff, 
aul the Earl of Surrey. 
K. Rich. Here pitch your Tent, even here in Beſworth 
My Lord of Surrer, why look you fo fad Feld. 
wp Sur. My Heart is ten u mes lighter than my 3 . 
- l Nic z 


K. Rich. My Lord of Narfo/8. 
Nor. Here, moſt gracious Liepe, 18. 


K. Rich. Norfolk, we muſt have knocks: 
Ha. muſt we not? | 


Nor. We muſt both give and'take, my loving Lord. 


K. Rich. Up with my Tent, here will I lie to Night, 
But where to Morrow ?----well all's one” for that. 
Who. hath deſcry'd the number of the Traitors ? 

* Nor. Six or ſeven thouſand is their utmoſt Power. 

K. Rich. Why our Battalia trebles that account: 

Beſides, the King's Name is a Tower of Strength, 
Which they upon the adverſe Faction want. 
Up with the Tent : Come, Noble Gentlemen, 
Let us ſurvey the vantage of the ground. 

Call for ſome Men of ſound Direction: 

Let's lack no Diſcipline, make no delay, 


For, Lord's, to Morrow is a buſy Da). | [Exennt... 


Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and 
og ne” 3% V 

Nichm. The weary Sun hath made a Golden ſet, 
And by the bright Tract of his fiery Car, 
Gives token of a goodly Day to Morrow. 
Sir William Brandon, you ſhall bear. my Standard. : 
Give me ſome Ink and Paper in my Tent; 
 Tll draw'the Form and Mcdel of cur Battle, 

Limit each Leader to: his ſevera} Charge, 
And part in juſt proportion our ſmall Power, - 
My Lord of. Oel you Sir Milliam Brandon, 
And you Sir William Herbert Ray with me; 
The Earl of Pembroke keeps his Regiment 
Good Captain Blunt, bear my good Night to him, 
And by the ſecond Hour in the Morning, 
Deſire the Earl to ſee me in my Tent. 
\ Yet one thing more, good Captain, do for me- 
Where is Lord Stanley quartered, do you know ?: 

Blunt. Unleſs I have miſta'en his Colours much, 
(which well I am. affur'd I have not done); 
His Regiment lies, half a Mile at leaſt, 
South from the mighty Power of the King, 
Richm. If without Peril it be poſiible, 

Sweet Blunt, make ſome good means to ſpeak with him, 
Aud give him from me this molt needtul Note. 


Ou. 


Blunt. 
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TA ; x 
Blunt, Upon myſelf, my Lord, I'll undertake it: 

And ſo God give you quiet reſt to Night. 

Richm. Good Night, good Captain Blunt. 

Come, Gentlemen, 

Let us conſult upon to-Morrow's Buſineſs ; 

Into my Tent, the Dew is raw and cold. 

gk _ {They withdraw into the Tent. 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Nortolk and Catesby. 
K. Rich. What is't a Clock? 
Cat. It's Supper time, my Lord, it's nine a Clock. 
K. Rich. J will not Sup to Night. 

Give me ſome Ink and Paper: 

What, 15 my Beaver eaſier than it was? 

And all my Armour laid into my Tent? | 
Cat. It is, my Teige; and all things are in readineſs, 
K. Rich. Good Norfolk hye thee to thy Charge, 

Uſe careful Watch, chuſe truſty Centinels. 

Mr. I go, my Lord. e e | | 

K. Rich. Stir with the Lark to-Morrow, gentle Norſolł. 
Mr. I warrant you, my Lord. LEZæit. 
R. Rich. Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord. 3 
K. Rich. Send out a Purſuivant at Arm 

To Stanley's Regiment; bid him bring his Power 

Before Sun- riſing, left his Son George fal! 

Into the blind Cave of eternal Night. 

Fill me a Bowl of Wine; give me a Watch : 

Saddle white Surrey for the Field to-morrow : | 

Look that my Staves be ſound, and not too heavy. 
Nm,, fothogl lh eroirs 7 3 

X Ri. Sawẽſt thou the melancholy Lord Northumberland. 
Rat, Thomas the Earl of Surrey and himſelf, 

Much about Cock-fſhut time, from Trooꝑ to Troop - 

Went through the Army, cheering, up the Soldiers. | 
K. Rich, So---I am ſatisfied ; give me a-Bow!l of Wine. 

have not that alacrity of Spirit, 5 

Nor cheer of Mind that I was wont to have. 

det it down. Is Ink and Paper ready? 

Rat. It is, my Lord. 5 : 

L Rich, Bid my Guard watch. Leave me. 


« ſ 


Rat; 


— 
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Rarclif,, about the mid of Night come to my Tent. 
And help to Arm me. Leave me, I fay, [Exit Ratcliff. 
\ Enter Derby to Richmond zz his Tent. 
Derby, Fortune and Victory fit on thy Helm. 
Kich. All comfort that the dark Night can afford, 
Be to thy Perſen, noble Father- in Law, 
Tell me, how fares our noble Mother ? + 
Derby. I, by Attorney, bleſs thee from thy Mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good. 
So much for that. The ſilent Hours ſteal on, 
And flaky Darkneſs breaks within the Eaſt. 
In brief, for ſo the Seaſon bids us be, 
Prepare thy Battle early in the Morning, 
And put thy Fortune to the Arbitrement 
Of bloody Stroaks, and mortal ſtaring War: 
I, as I may, (that which IT would, Ielnnot) 
With beſt advantage will deceive the time, 
And aid thee in this doubtful ſhock' of Arms. 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 
Left being ſeen thy Brother, tender George 
Be executed in his Father's Sighhlt. 
Farewel; the leiſure, and the fear-ul time 
Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love, 
And ample enterchange of ſweet Diſcourſe, 
Which fo long ſundred Friends ſhould dwell upon: 
God give us leiſure for theſe rites of Love. 
Once more Adieu, be valiant, and ſpeed well. 
Richm. Gocd Lords, conduct him to his Regiment: 
III ſtrive, with troubled Noiſe, to take a Nap, 
Left leaden ſlumbers poize me down to Morrow, 
When TI ſhould mount with Wings of Victory : 
Once more, good Night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 
ru 2.97 © Bxennt, Manent Richmond. 
O thou, whoſe Captain T account my ſelf, | 
Look on my Forces with a gracious Eye: 
Put in their Hands thy bruiſing Irons of wrath, 
That they may ci uſn down, with a heavy fall, 
Th' uſurping Helmeis of our Adverſaries. 
Make us thy Miniſters of Chaſtiſement, 
That we miy praiſe thee in thy Victory: 
To thee I do commend my watchful Soul, 
Exe I let fall the Windows of mine Eyes: 


Sleepiz 


nd, * 


epi 


Be chearful, Richmond, for the wronged Souls (To Richm 


I that was waſh'd to death in Fulſom Wine, 
The wronged Heirs of 7774 do pray for thee, 


Good Angels guard thy Battle, live and flouriſh, 


Let fall thy Launce, deſpair and die. 


And think our wrongs in Richard's Boſom 


ef RI on ARD III. 


Sleeping, and Walking, oh defend me ſtill, [ Sleeps. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Prince Edward, Sox to Henry the fixth. 
Ghoſt. Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to-morrow - 
4 | | [To X. Rich. 
Think how thou ſtabb'dſt me in the prime of Youth 
At Tewkſbury; deſpair therefore and die. 


Of butcher'd Princes fight in thy behalf: 

King Henry's iſſue, Richmond, comforts thee. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Henry the Sixth. 

Ghoſt, When I was mortal, my anointed Body 


$a (To K. Rich. 
By thee was punched full of holes: On 
Think on the Tower, and me, deſpair and die. 
Henry the Sixth bids thee deſpair, and die. 
Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror. (To Richm. 
Harry, that prophecied thou ſhould'ſt be King, 
Doth comfort thee in ſleep; live thou and flouriſh, 
3 Euter the 0 of Clarence, : 
Ghoſt, Let me ſit heavy on thy Soul to-morrow - ; 
PE . Rich. 


Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death : 
To- morrow in the Battle think on me, 

And fall thy edgleſs Sword ; deſpair and die. 
Thou Off-ipring of the Houſe of Lancafler (To Richm, 


Enter the Ghoſts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 
Rzv, Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to-morrow, 
. 5 | (To K. Rich. 
Rivers, that dy'd at Pomfret: Deſpair and die. 
Gray. Think upon Grey, and let thy Soul deſpair. 
ei Think aha Fakes wit wth Os Go: 
Vaugb. | an, and w uilty fear 
0M Mus een (TK Rich, 


All. Awake. (4 Richm. 


Will conquer, Awake, and win the Day. 


4 
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uſo the Ghoſt if Lord Haſtings. 

bo! Bloody and Gulſty; uilty, awake; * K Ri. 
* in a bloody Battle end Why Days, 
Think on I. = Haſtings ; deſpair and die. 
Quiet'untroubled Soul, awake, awake. 2 Richm, 
| Army f ht, and conquer, for fair E wldnd's fake. 
a nter the Ghoſts of the two young Princes. 

Glo. Dream on thy Couſins {mother'd i in the Tower, 

{To X. Rich. 

Let us be laid Wltkin thy Boſom, Richard, 
An! weightheetbyn to ruin, fame and death. 
Iny Nephews Souls bid thee dilpair and die, 
Sleep Rich mond, Herp in Peace, and Wake 135 


1 Good Angels guard thee from the Boar's PR 
Live, and be 75 a happy race of Kings. 

Edward's unhappy Sons do bid thee flourifh. 

2 50 G of Anne his Win. g 
Go. Richard, thy Wiſe, that wretched Anne thy Wife, 
That never ſlept "a quiet Hour with thee, [To K. Mich, 
Now Hills thy Slexp. with perturbations, _ 
Jo morrbW in the Battle think on me, | 
And fal thy elpleſs Sword, deſpair-and die. 
Thou quiet Scul, 'leep thou a ops Sleep: [Jo Richm, 
Dream of Suctels, Oo of y i{fory, - 
TN Adverfaries W fte doth pray fot thee, 
. © Enter the Ghoſt 7 Buckingham. ä 

_ Ghoft. "The firſt was I, that help'd thee to the Crown. 
. Rich, 


Richm, 


? „The laſt was I, chat felt thy Tyranty. 
O, in the Battle think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy Guiltineſs. | 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody Deeds and Death, 
| „ Faris: ge deſp ring icy thy Breath. - 
1 4y'd tot hope, e dithee Aid; [Zo Richm, 
But cheer thy Kors and be thou not. diſmay'd : 
God aud 21 Angels fight on Richmond's fide, 
And Richard fallin height of all hispP ride. (T. heGhoſts vaniſh 
(i Richard farts out of bis Drean. 
EK. Rich. Ove me anottier Horſe, bind up my Wounds: 
Have mercy, Fefu---Soft, I did but dream. 
O coward Conſcience ! how doſt thou afflict me? 


The Lights burn blue----Is it not dead Midnight? 


l, 


What? do I fear myſelf? There's none elle by, 


Is there a Murtherer here? No; Yes, I am: 
Then fly-.--what from myſelf ? Great.reaſon 3 Why? 
Leſt I revenge. What? myſelf upon myſelf? 

.Alack, I love myſelf. Wherefore? For any good 


- Nay, wherefore ſhould they" ? Hikes that T myſelf 


To morrows, Vengeance on the head of FITS: 


Have ſtruck more terror ta the Soul of Richard, 
Than can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand Soldiers 


n R 1c HARD III. 
Cold fearful Drops ſtand on my trembling Fleſh : K 


Richard loves Richard, that is, I am I. 


That I myſelf have done unto myſelf ? 

O no. Alas, I rather hate myſelf, 

For hateful Deeds committed by myſelf. 

I am a Villain; yet I lie, I am not. | 
Fool, of thyſelf ſpeak well---Fool do not flatter. 
My Conſcience hath a thouſand ſeveral Tongues, 
And every Tongue brings ina ſeveral Tale, 

And every Tale condemns me for a Villain ; 
Perjury-in the high'ſt degree, 

Murther, ftern Murther in the dir'ſt degree, 

All ſeveral Sins, all us'd in each degree, 
Throng all to the Bar, crying all, uilty, guilty. 
I ſhall deſpair, there is no Creature loves me. 
And if I die, no Soul ſhall pity 


Find in myſelf no pity to myſelf. 
Mean the Souls of all tar had murther'd 
Came to my Tent, and every one did threat 


Enter Ratcliff. 
Rat My Lord. 


. Rick, Who's there ? 1 

Rar. Rateliꝶ, my Lord, *tis I; the early Village Cock | 
Have twice done Salutation to the Morn; | 
Your Friends are up, and buckle on their Armour. 
EK. Rich. © Ratchf, I fear, I fear 

Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of Shadows. 

K. Rich. By the Apoſtle Paul, Shadows to night 


Armed in Proof, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 
*Tis not yet near Day. Come, go with me, 

Under our Tents; III play the Eaves dropper, | 

To ue if any mean to ſhrink from me. $ 

[Exeunt K. Richard and 1 i 

ner 
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Enter the Lord to Richmond fitting in his Tent., 


Lords. Good morrow, Rictmond. n 
Richm. Cry you mercy, Lords, and watchful Gentle- 
That you have talen a tardy Sluggard here. [men, 
Lords. How have you ſlept, my Lord? 
Richm. The ſweetelt Sleep, and faireſt boadingDreams, 
That ever entered in a drowiy Head, 
Have I ſince your departure had my Lords. 42 
Methought their Souls, whoſe Bodies Richard murther d, 


Came to my Tent, and cried on Victory. 


I promiſe you my Heart is jocund, 
In the remembrance of ſo ee 
How far into the Morning is it, Lords? - 
Lords. Upon the ſtroak of four. r 
Richm. Why then tistime to Arm, and give direction. 
More than I have ſaid, loving Country men, 
The leiſure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon; yet remember this. 
God, and our good Cauſe, fight upon our ſide, 
The Prayers of holy Saints, and wronged Souls, 
Like high rear d Bulwarks, ſtand before our Faces. 
Richard except, thoſe whom we fight againſt, 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 
For, what is he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, 
A bloody Tyrant, and a Homicide: 


Line IT in Blood: ani oe in Bicol cdabiith's ; © 


One that made means to come by what he hath, + 
And ſlaughter'd thoſe that were the means to help him; 
A baſe foul Stone, made precious by the foil 


"Of Erxg/and's Chair, where he is falſely ſet, 


One that hath ever been God's Enemy ; 
Then if you fight againſt God's Enemy, 
God will in juſtice ward you as his Soldiers. 


If you do ſwear to put a Tyrant down, 


You ſleep in Peace, the Tyrant being ſlain : 

If you do fight againſt your Countries Foes, 

Your Countries Fat ſhall pay your pains the hire. 
If you do fight in ſafeguard of your Wives, 
Your Wives ſhall welcome home the Conquerors, - 
If you do free your Children from the Sword, oY 
13 ; * 1 75 0 our 
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Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age. 
Then in the Name of God and al! theſe rights, 
Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swords, 
For me, the ranſom of my bold attempt, 
Shall be this cold Corps on the Earth's cold face. 
Bur if I thrive, the gain of my attempt, 
The leaſſ of you ſhall ſhare his part thereof. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets boldly, and chearſully, 
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, and Catesby. 
K. Rich, What ſaid Northumberland, as touching 
Richmond? | | We 
Rat. That he was never trained up in Arms. 
K. Rich. He ſaid the truth; and what ſaid Surrey then? 
Rat. He ſmil'd and ſaid, the better for our purpoſe. 
K. Rich. He was in the right, and ſo indeed it is. 
Tell the Clock there. {Clocks ftrikes, 
Give me a Kalender——who ſaw the Sun to Day ? 
Rat. Not I, my Lord. Th | | 
K. Rich. Then he diſdains to ſhine ; for, by the Book. 
He ſhould have brav'd the Eaſt an Hour ago 
A black Day it will be to ſome body, Ratc/:F. 
Rat. My Lord. 4 
K. Rich. The Sun will not be ſeen to day; 
The Sky doth frown and lowre upon our Army = 
I would theſe dewy Tears were from the Ground 
Not ſhine to Day? why what is that to me | 
More than to Richmond? for the fe lf-ſame Heaven 
That frowns on me, looks ſadly upon him. 
5 Enter Norfolk. 
Norf. Arm, arm, my Lord, the Foe vaunts in the Field. 
K. Rich. Come, buſtle, buſtle --- Capariſon my Horſe, 
Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his Poyer, | 
I will lead forth my Soldiers to the Plain, 
And thus my Battle ſhall be ordered, 
My Foreward ſhall be drawn in length, 
Conſiſting equally of Horſe and Foot: 
Our Archers ſhall be placed in the midſt ; 
John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surey, 
Shall have the leading of the Foot and Horſe. 
They thus directed, we will follow 


In the main Battle, whoſe puiſſance on either fide 


Shaj, 
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Shall be well wing'd with our chiefeſt Horſe : 

This, and St. George to boot, What think thou, Noro/z ? 
Mor. A good Direction, warlike Sovereign. 
This found I on my Tent this Morning. [Giving a Scrow!. 


Jocky of Norfolk, be not ſo bold, [Reads. 
For Dickon thy Maſter is bought and ſold. 


K. Rich. A thing deviſed by the Enemy, 
Go Gentlemen, every Man to his Charge, 

Let not our babling Dreams affright our Souls, 
For Conſcience is a Word that Cowards uſe, 
Devis'd at firſt to keep the ſtrong in awe, 


Our ſtrong Arms bei our Conſcience, Swords our Law, | 


March on, join bravely, let us to't pell mell, 

If not to Heav'n, then hand in hand to Hell. 

What ſhall 1 ſay more than I have inferr'd ? 

Remember whom you are to cope withal, 

A ſort of Vagabonds, Raſcals, Run-aways, 

A ſcum of Britains, and baſe Lackey-Peaſants, 

Whom. their o er- cloyed Country vomits forth 

To deſperate Adventures, and affur'd Deſtruction. 

You fleeping fate, they bring you to unreſt: 

You having Lands, and bleit with beauteous Wives, 

They would reſtrain the one, diſtain the other. 

And who doth lead them, but a paltry Fellow ? 

Long kept in Britain at our Mother's Coſt, 

A milk - ſop, one that never in his Life 

Felt fo much Cold, as over Shooes in Snow 

Let's whip theſe Stragglers oer the Seas again, 

Laſti hence theſe over-weening Rags: of France, 

Theſe famiſh'd. Beggers, weary of their Lives, 

For want of means, por Rats, had hang'd themſelves, 

It we be conquer 'd, let hien conquer us, : 

And not thoſe Baſtard Brituins, whom our Fathers 

Have in their own Land beaten; bobb'd and thump'd, 

And on Record, left: them the Heirs of Shame. 

Shall _ enjoy — Lands? lie won "46 | 
Raviſh our lyaughters?* Dun afar of, 


Right 
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Right Gentlemen of Exgland, fight boldly, Yeomen, 
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the Head. 
Spur your proud Horſes hard, and ride in Blood, 
Amaze the Welkin with your broken Staves, 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 
What ſays Lord Stanley. will he bring his Power? 
Me/. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 
K. Rich, Off with his Son George's Head. 
Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paſt the Marth ; 
After the Battle let George Stanley die. | 
K. Rich. A thouſand Hearts are great within my 
Advance our Standards, ſet upon our Foes, (Boſom 
Our ancient word of Courage fair St. George, 
Inſpire us with the Spleen of fiery Dragons 
Upon them, Victory fits on our Helms. [ Exeunt. 
Alarum, Excurſions. Enter Catecby, _ 
Cateſ. Reſcue, my Lord of Norfo/k, Reſcue, Reſcue : 
The King enacts more Wonders than a Man, *' 
Daring an Oppoſite to every Danger: | 
His Horſe is ſlain, and all on foot he fights, 
Secking for Richmond in the throat of Death : 
Reſcue, fair Lord, or elſe the Day is loſt. s 
| Alarum. Enter King Richard, 5 
K. Rich. A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe. 
Cate/. Withdraw, my Lord, I'll help you to a Horſe, 
K, Rich. Slave, I have ſet my Life upon a caſt, 
And I will ſtand the hazard of the Die: 
I think there be fix Richmond in the Field, 
Five have I ſlain to Day, inſtead of him. 
A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe. 


Alarums, Enter King Richard and Richmond, they 
" ./ Fight, Richard is ſlain. = 


Retreat, and Fluri. Eater Richmond, Derby bear- 
ing the Crown, avith divers other Lords. © | 


* 141 3 


 Richm. God and your Arms be prais'd, ViRtorious © 
The Day is ours, the bloody Dog is dead, [ Friends; 
Derby. Couragious \ Rizzo, well haſt thou acquit 
Lo, here theſe long uſurped Royalties, © [thee : 
From the dead Temples of this bloody Wretch, 


Have 
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Have I pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal, 
Wear it, and make uſe of it. | 
 Richm. Great God of Heaven, ſay Amen to all. 
But tell me, is young George Stanley living? 
Derby. He is my Lord, and ſafe in Leiceſtr Town; 
Whither, if you pleaſe, we may withdraw us. 
'8 Richm. What men of Note are flain on either Side 
| Derby. Jobn Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferris, 
1 Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Barndon 
| Richm, Inter their Bodies as becomes their Births, 
Proclaim a Pardon to the Soldiers fled, 
; That in Submiſſion will return to us : 
1 And then as we have ta'en the Sacrament, 
We will unite the White Roſe, and the Red. 
il Smile Heav'n upon this fair Conjunction, 
| That long hath frown'd upon their Enmity : 
What Traitor hears me, and ſays not Amen ? 
England hath long been mad, and ſcar'd her ſelf, 
The Brother blindly ſhed the Brother's Blood; 
The Father raſhly ſlaughter'd his own Son; 
The Sons, compell'd, been Butchers to the Sire: 
All this divided Tor and Lancaſter, 1 
Divided, in their dire Diviſion. 
O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true Succeeders of each Royal Houſe, 
BY By God's fair Ordinance, conjoin together : 
And let their Heirs, God, if thy Will be fo, 
Enrich the time to come, with ſmooth-fac'd Peace, 
With ſmiling Plenty, and fair proſperous Days. 
Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, 
That would reduce theſe bloody Days again, 
And make good England weep in ſtreams of Blood, 
Let them not live to taſte this Land's encreaſe, | 
That would with Treaſon wound this fair Land's Peace. 
Now Civil Wounds are ſtopp'd, Peace lives again; 
That ſhe may long live here, God ſay, Amen. {[Exeur. 
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an perſonæ. 


U KE of Nor olk. 

Duke of Suffolk. 

' Fatl of Bedford and his Hoſt. 

Cardinal Wolſey. 

Gardner, Biſhop of Wincheſter. 

Sir Thomas Moor. | 

Sir Chriſtopher Hales. 1 

Sir Ralph Sadler. 

Old Cromwell, a Blackſmith of Paley. 

Young Thomas Cromwell, his Son. 

Maſter Bowſer, a ant. 

Baniſter, a broken Merchant, and his Wife. 

Bago, a cruel covetous Broker. 

Friskibal, a Florentine Merchant. 

The Governors of the Exgliſb Houfe at 

+, Antwerp. © 
States and. Officers of Bononia. Bu, 

Goodman Seely, and his Wiſe Joan. = 

Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Hodge, Will and Tom, old "Cromurll 's Ser- 


vants. | | 
Two Citizens. . N 

Two Merchants. 9 CY 2 
A Poſt. uk, > | 


Mr 
Uſhers, and Servants. 
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OF 
Themas Lord Cromwell. 
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Enter Hodge, and two other Smiths, Servants to 
21 old Cromwell, 


HODGE. 


OME, Mailers, I think it be paſt five 
a Clock, 1s it not time we were at 
Work ? my old Maſter he'll be ſtirring 
anon X 

lg 1 Smith, I cannot tell whether my 
— old Mailer will be ſtirring or no; but 
Jam ſure I can hardly take my Afternoons Nap, 
tor my young Maſter Thomas, he keeps ſuch a coil in 
his Study, with the Sun, and Moon, and the Seven 
Ears, that I do verily think he'll read out his Wits. 
| A 3 | Hodge. 
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There's Goodman Car of Fulham, | 
He that carried us to the ſlrong Ale, where Goody Trund:/ 
Had her Maid got with Child: O, he knows the Stars, 
He'll tickleyou Charles's Wain in nine Degrees: 
That ſame Man will tel Goody Trunde/ _ 

When her Ale ſhall miſcarry, only by the Stars. 

2 Smith. Ay, that's a great Vinue indeed, I thinkThomas 
Be no Fody in compariion to him. | 
IsSxvitb. Well, Matters, come, ſhall we to our Hammers? 
Hodge. Ay, content; fitft let's take our Mornings 
Draught, and then to work roundly. 

2 Smith. Ay, agreed, go in, Hodge. (Exeunt, 


Enter Young Cromwell. IE; 

Crem. Good Morrow, Morn, I do ſalute thy brightneſs, 

The Night ſeems tedious to my troubled Soul: 

Whole black Obſcurity binds in my Mind 

A thouſand ſundry Cogi.ations : 

And now Aurora with a lively dye, 

Adds Comfort to my Spirit that mounts on high. 

Too high indeed, my tate being ſo mean: 

My Study like a mineral of Gold, 5 

Makes my Heart proud, wherein my Hope's inroll'd ; 

My Books are all the Wealth I do poſſeſs, 

And unto them I have ingag'd my Heart; 

O, Learning, how divine thou ſeem'ſt to me ! 

Within whoſe Arms is all Felicity. | 

Peace with your Hammers, leave your knocking there, 
[Here «within they beat with their Hammers, 

You do diſturb my Study and my Reſt ; | 

Leave off, I ſay, you mad me with the Noiſe. 


Enter Hodge, and. the two Men. | 
Hodge. Why, how now, Maſter Thomas, how now; 
Will you not let us work for you? 

Crom. You fret my Heart, with making of this Noiſe. 
Hodge. How, fret your Heart? Ay, but Thomas, you'll 
Fret your Father's Purſe if you let us from Workirg. 
2 Smith. Ay, this'tis for him to make him a Gentleman: 
Shall we leave work for your muſing ? that's well i' faith; 
But here comes my old Maſter now. | ; 
3 | Euler 
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of Thomas Lord Cromwell. 7 
| Enter Old Cromwell. 
O.. Cre. You idle Knaves. what are you loitering now! ? 
No Hammers walking, and my work to do? 
What not a Heat among your Work to day? 
Hodge. Marry, Sir, your Son 7 bomas will not oo us 
work at all. 


Ol. Cro Why Knave I ſay, have I is cark'd _ car 4 
And all to keep thee like a Gentleman; 


And doſt thou let my Servants at their work; 


That ſweat for thee, Knave? labour thus for thee? 
Crom. Father, their Hammers do offend my Study: 


Ol. Cro. Our of my Doors, Knave, if thou lik'ſt it nat; 


T cry you Rlerey, are your Ears fo line ? 


I cel thee, Knabe, theſe get when I do ſleeps. 


{ will not have my Anvil ſtand for thee. 
Crom. I ixere's Money, Father, I will pay your Men. 
He throws Money amongſt them, 
OI. Cre, Have thus brought thee up unto my Coft, 
In hope that one Day thou would'ft relieve my Age, 


And art thou now fo laviſh of thy Coin, 


To ſcatter it among theſe idle Knaves? 
Cro. Father be patient, and content yourſelf, 
The time will come I ſhall hold Gold as traſh : 


And here I ſpeak with a preſaging Soul, 


To buiid: a Palace where now this Cottage ſtands, - 


As fine as is King Henry's Houte at Sheen. (Beggar ; 


Ol. Oro. You build a Houſe? you Knave, y04'll be a 
Now afore God all is but caſt away 
That is beftow'd upon this thriftleſs I. ad- 
Well, had I bound him to ſome honeſt Trade, 
This had not been ; but it was his Mother's doing, 
To ſend him to the Univerſity : 
How? build a Houſe where now this Cottage lands, 


As fair as that at Sheen ? he ſhall not hear me, 


A good Boy Tom, I con thee thank Tom, 
Well faid Tom, Grammarcies Tom: 
In to your work, Knaves; hence ſaucy Boy. 
[ Exeunt all but young Cromwell, 
Crom. Why ſhould my Birth keep down my n, 
Spirit! 
Are not al Creatures ſubject unto time? 
To time, who doth abuſe the Worid, 
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Make haſt, leſt ſome Body 
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And fil's it full of hodge-podge Baſtardy ; 
There's Legions now of Beggars on the Earth, 
That their Original did fpring from Kings; 


And many Monarchs now, whoſe Fathers were 


The riff- raff of their Age; for time and Fortune 


Wears out a noble Train to Beggary ; 


And from the Dunghill Minions do advance _ 
To State; and mark, in this admiring World 
This is but Courſe, which in the name of Fate 
Is ſeen as often as it whirls about: 
The River Thames that by our Door doth paſs, 
His firſt beginning is but ſmall and ſhallow, 
Yet keeping on his Courſe grows to a Sea. 
And likewiſe Wolſey, the wonder of our Age, 
His Birth as mean as mine, a Butcher's Son ; 
Now who within this Land a greater Man? 
Than Cremavel!, cheer thee up, and tell thy Soul, 
That thou may'ſt live to flouriſh and controul. 
e | Enter old Cromwell. 
O Crom. Tom Cromwell, what Tom I ſay. 
. Crom. Do you eall, Sir; 2 g | 
Old Crom. Here is Maſter Bowſer come to know if you 


| have diſpatch'd his Petition for the Lords of the Counſel, 
or ns. | 2 , 


Crom. Father, I have, pleafe you to call him in. 
Old Crom. That's well faid, Tom, a good Lad, Tom. 


Enter Maſter Bowler. 


' Bow. Now, Maſter Cromwell, have you diſpatch'd 
this Petition? 5 | . . 


Crom. T have, Sir, here it is, pleaſe you peruſe it. 
Boo. It ſhall not need, we'll read it as we go by Water, 
And, NMaſter Cromavell, I have made a Motion 


May do ) ou good, and if you like of it. 
Our Secretary at Antwerp, Sir, is dead, 


And the Merchants there have ſent to me, 


For to provide a Man fit for the Place, 


Now I do know none fitter than yourſelf, : 
If with your liking it ſtand, Maſter Cromævell. | 
Crom. With all my Heart, Sir, and I much am bound, 
In Love and Duty for vour Kindneis ſhown. 
Old Crom. Body of me, Tem, | 
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of Thomas Lord Cromwell. 9 
Get between thee and home, Tom, 

thank you, good Maſter Bow/er, 

I thank you — We 45. 7 

I thank you always, I thank you moſt heartily, Sir: 
Ho, a Cup of Beer here for Maſter Bow/er. 

Bow. It ſhall not need, Sir: Maſter Cromwell, will 
you go? | 57+ av. 1 12 

Crom. I will attend you, Sir. | 

O14 Crom. Farewel Tom, God bleſs thee, Tom, 

God ſpeed thee, good Tom, [Exeunt. 
FEuater Bagot, a Broker, ſolus. | 
Bag. I hope this Day 1s fatal unto ſome, 
Ard by their Loſs muſt Bagot ſeek to gain. 
This is the Lodging of Maſter Fristibal, 
A liberal Meichant, and a Florentine, 
To whom Banifler owes a thouſand Pound, | 
A Merchant-Bankrupt, whoſe Father was my Maſter. 
What do I care for pity or regard, 
He once was wealthy, but he now is fall'n, 
And this Morning have I got him arreſted 
At the Suit of Maſter Fr:is4ibal, 
And by this means ſhall I be ſure of Coin, 
For doing this ſame good to him unknown : 
And in good time, ſee where the Merchant comes, 
5 Enter Friskibal. ; 
Good morrow to kind Mafter Friskabal. 

Fri/. Good morrow to yourſelf, good Maſter Bagot, 
And what's the News you are fo early ſtirring ? | 
It is for Gain, 1 make no doubt of that. 

Bag. It is for the Love, Sir, that I bear to you. 
When did you ſee your Debtor Banifter F 

Fri; 1 promiſe you, I have not ſeen the Man 
Fhis two Months day, his Poverty is ſuch, 

As I do think he ſhames to ſee his Friends. | 

Bag. Why then aſſure yourſelf to ſee him ſtraight, 
For at your Suit I have arreſted him. 

And here they will be with him preſently. 

Friſ. Arreſt him at my Suit? you were too blame, 

T know the Man's misfortunes to be ſuch, 

As he's not able for to pay the Debt, 

And were it known to ſome, he were . undone, 
JR | Bag. 
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Bag. This is your pitiful Heart to think it fo, 
But you are much deceiv'd in Baniſter : 
Why, ſuch as he will break for Faſhion 1 
And unto thoſe they owe a thouſand Pound, 
Pay ſcarce a hundred. O, Sir, beware of him, 
Ie Man is lewdly given to Lice and Drabs, 
Spends all he hath in Harlots companies, 
It is no mercy for to pity him: 
I ſpeak the truth of him, for nothing elſe, - 
But for the kindneſs which I be:r to yuu. 
Fri/. It it be ſo, he hath decciv'd me much, 
And to deal ſtrictly with ſuch a one as he, 
Better ſcvere than too much lenity ; 
But here is Maker Banifer him'elt, 
And with him, as I take't, the Omieers 
Enter Baniſter. bis N iſe, and taus Oficers. 
Bar. O Maſter Friskibal/, you have undone me 
1y flate was well nigh overthrown before, 
Now altogether down caſt by your means. 
_ Ars. Bar. O, Mr. Frickibal puy my Husband' 5 cat, 
He is a Man hath liv'd as well as any, 
Lill envious Fortune, and the ravenous Sea, 
Did rob, diſrobe, and ſpoil us of our own. 
i Mitre Banifter, I envy nct your Husband, 
Nor willing'y would I have us'd him thus: 
But that 1 hear he is fo lewdly gven, 
Haunts wick d Company, and hath enough | 
To p. y his Debts, yet will not be known thereof. 
Ban. I his is that damned Broker, that lame oh 
Whom I have often from. my I rencher fed: 
Ingrateful Villain for to uſe me thus. 
Pag. What 1 have faid to him is nought but Truth. 
Mis. Baz. What thou haſt ſaid ſprings trom an envious 
A Cannibal that doth eat Men alive Heart. 
Bat here upon my Knee believe me, Sir, | 
And what I ſpeak, io hep me God, is true, 
We ſcarce have Meat to feed our little Babes: 
Moſt of our Plate is in that Broker's Hand, 
Which had we Money to defray our Debts, 
O think, we would not bide that Penury : 
Le tae: cial, Kd Maſter Freckibal, 
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/ Thomas Lord Cromwell. 11 
My Hasband, Children, and myſelf will eat 
But one Meal a Day, the other will we keep and fell; 
Friſ. Go to, I ſee thou art an envious Man, 
Good Miſtreſs Baniſter, kneel not to me, 
I pray riſe up, you ſhall have your deſire. 
Hold Officers ; be gone, there's for your pains, [i 
You know you owe to me a thouſand Pound, | 
Here take my Hand, if &er God make you able, 
And place you in your former flate again, 
Pay me: but if ſtil] your Fortune frown, 
Upon my Faith I'll never ask you Crown: 
I never yet did wrong to Men in thrall, 
For God doth know what to myſelf may fall. 
Ban. This unexpected Favour undeſerv'd, 
Doth make my Heart bleed inwardly with Joy: — 
Ne' er may ought proſper with me is my own, : li 
If I forget this kindneſs you have ſhown. _. = 
Mrs. Ban. My Children in their Prayers both night and 1 
For your good Fortune and Succeſs ſhall pray. day, | 
Friſ. I think you both, I pray go dine with me, 
Within theſe three Days, if God give me leave, 
I will to Florence to my native home: 
Hold, Bago?, there's a Portague to drink, 
Altho' you ill deſerv'd it by your merit: 
Give not ſuch cruel ſcope unto your Heart ; 
Be ſure the ill you do will be requited : 
Remember what I fay, Bagot, tarewel. 
Come, Maſter Bazifer, you ſhall with me, 
My Fare's but ſimple, but welcome heartily. 
| Sed of l Exeunt all but Bagot. 
Ba, APlague gowith you, would you had eat your laſt, 
Ts this the thanks I have for all my pains? 
Confuſion light upon you all for me; | 
Where he had wont to give 2 ſcore of Crowns, 
Doth he now foift me with a Portague ? 
Well, 1 will be revenged upon this BaniJer. 1 
Pl to his Creditors, buy all the Debts he owes, Tl 
As ſeeming that I do it for good Will, 1 
Jam ſure to have them at an eaſy rate; 4 
And when 'tis done, in Chriſtendom he ſtays not, | 
But I'll make his Heart t'ake with Sorrow. 3 6 
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And if that Banifter becomes my Debtor, 
By Heav'n and Earth I'll make his Plague the greater. 
[Exit Bagat, 
Enter Chorus. 
| Che. Noab, Gentlemen, imaging 
| That young Cromwell zs. in Antwerp. 
Ledger for the Engliſh Merchants. 
And Baniſter, t /oun this Bagot' Hate, 
Hearing that he hath got: ſome of his Deles, 
Ts fied to Antwerp, with his Wife and Children; 
Which Bagot hearing, is gone after them.: 
And thither ſends his Bills of Debt before, 
To be reveng'd on auretebed Baniſter : | 
What doth fall out, with Patience fit and ſee 


A juſt Reguital of falſe Trcachery. (Exit. 1 
Enter Cromwell in his Study, with Bags if Mong | | 
before him, caſting of. Account. ] 

Crom. Thus far on eee doth go ſtraight and ev'n 
But, Cromavell, this ſame plodding fits not * f 


Thy mind is altogether ſet on Travel, p 
And not to live thus cloyſter'd, like a. Nun: A 
It is not this ſe me traſh that I regard, 
3 is the Jewel of my Heart. 
Enter à Poſt. 
Pofl. 1 pray. Sir, are you ready to diſpatch - me? 
Crom. Ves, here's thoſe Sums of Money, you muſt carry. 
Von ge ſo far as Frenkfard, do you not ? 
-— Poſt. 1 do, Sir. 
Crom. Well, prithee make all the haſte thou canſt,. 
Far there be certain Engl, % Gentlemen 
Are bound for Venice, and may happily want, 
And that if you. ſhould linger by the way : 


% 


Hut in hope that you will make good ſpeed, | It 
There's two, Angels to buy you Spurs and Wands. B. 
Poft. I thank you, Sir, this will add wings indeed. . 
Crom. Gold is of Pow'r. to make an Eagie's Pe. O 
Enter NMliſtreſs Baniſter. Fi 


What Gentlewoman. is this, that grieves ſo much? 
It ſeems ſhe doth addreſs herſelf to me. 
Mrs. Bean. God fave you Sir, pray is your Name: 


M — Cromwell? 
Crom. 
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of Thomas Lord Cromwell. 13 
Crom. My Name is Thomas Cromæuell, Gentlewoman. _ 
Mrs. Baz. Know you not one Bagot, Sir, that's come 
to Antwerp? ” | | 
Crom. No, truſt me, FI never ſaw the Man, 
Put here are Bails of Debt I have received 
Againſt one Baniſter, a Merchant fall'n into decay. 
Mrs. Ban. Into decay indeed, long of that Wretch : 
Jam the Wite to woful Banter, 
And by that bloody Villain am purſu'd, + 
From London here to Antaverp : 
My Husband he is in the Governor's Hands, f 
And God of Heav'n knows how he'll deal with him; 
Now, Sir, your Heart is fram'd of milder Temper, 
Be merciful to a diſtreſſed Soul, 
And God no doubt will treble bleſs your Gain, 
Crom. Good Miſtreſs Banifter, what I can, I will, 
In any thing that lies within my Power. 
Mrs. Ban. O ſpeak to Bagot, that ſame wicked Wretch, 
An Angel's Voice may move a damned Devil, 
Crom. Why is he come to Antwerp, as you hear? 
Mrs. Ban. I heard he landed ſome two Hours fince. 
Crom. Well Miſtreſs Banifer, aſſure yourlelf, 
Tl ſpeak to Bagot in your own behalf, 
And win him tall the pity that I can: 
Mean time, to comfort you in your diſtrefs, 
Receive thele Angels to relieve your need, 
And be aſſur'd, that what I can effect, 
To do you good, no way will I neglect. 
Mrs, Ba. That mighty God that knows each Mortal'sHeart 
Keep you from trouble, ſorrow, grief and ſmart. 
e 1 22 Mitres Baniſter. 
Crom. Thanks, courteous Woman, for thy hearty Pray'r- 
It grieves my Soul to ſee her Miſery, 
But we that live under the Work of Fate, 
May hope the beſt, yet know not what to ſtate 
Our Stars and Deſtinies have us aſſign'd, 
Fickle is Fortune, and her Face is b. ind. 


| Enter Bagot holus. 
Bag. So, all goes well, it 1s as I would have it, 
Baniſler he is with the Governor : | 


[Exit. 
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Thus ſhould I do; pardon, I ſpeak my Mind. 
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And ſhortly ſhall have Gyves upon his Heels. 

It glads my Heart to think upon the Slave: 

J hope to have his Body rot in a Priſon, 

And after here, his Wife to hang her ſelf, 

And all his Children die ſor want of F ood, 

The Jewels I have brought to Antwerp | 
Are reckon'd to be worth five thouſand Pound, 
Which ſcarcely ſtood me in three hundred Pound, 
I bought them at an eaſy kind of rate, 

I care not which way they came by them 

That fold them me, it comes not near my Heart; 
And leaſt they ſhould be fole, as ſure they are, q 
I thought it meet to fell them here in Antwerp, * 
And fo have left them in the Governor's Hand, 


Who offers me within two hundred Pound 


Of all my Price: but now no more of that, 

I muſt go ſee and if my Bills be ſafe, 

The which I ſent to Maſter Cromwell, 

That if the Wind ſhould keep me on the Sea, 

He might arreſt him here before I came: 

And in good time, ſee where he is: God ſave you, Str, 
Enter Cromwell. 


Crom. And you; „ pray pardon me, I know you not. 


Bag. It may be ſo, Sir, but my Name is Bagot, 
The Man that ſent to you the Bills of Debt. 
Crom. O, the Man that purſues Banifter, 
Here are the Bil ils of Debt you ſent to me- 
As for the Man, you know beſt where he. i is; 
It is reported you've a Flinty Heart, | 
A Mind that will not Roop to any- Pity 3 920 
An Eye that knows not how to bed a Tear, 
A Hand that's always open for Reward. | 
But, Maſter Bages, would ) ou be ral'd by me, 
You ſhould turn all theſe to the contrary; _ 
Your Heart ſhould ſtill have feeling of remorſe. 
Your Mind, according to your State, be liberal, 
To thoſe that ſtand in need, and in diſtreſs; 
Vour Hand to help them that do ſtand in want, 
Rather than with your Poiſe to hold them down, 
For every ill curn ſhow your ſelf more kind, | 
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But he muſt lye, cog, with his deareſt Friend; 


A] 


I will not tarry here full two Hours longer: 


To fee the fruitful Parts of Jtag; 


of Thomas Lord Cromwell. 15 
Bag. I, Sir, you ſpeak to hear what I would fy, 

But you muſt live, I know, as well as I: 

J know this Place to be Extortion, . 

And 'tis not for a Man to keep ſafe here, 


And as for Pity, ſcorn it, hate all Conſcience : 
But yet I do commend your Wit in this, 

To make a ſhow of what I hope you are not, 
But I commend you, and it is well done: 
This is the only way to bring your Gain, 

Crom. My Gain? I had rather chain me to an Oar, 
And like a Slave, there toil out all my Life, a 
Before I'd live ſo baſe a Slave as thou, 

J, like an Hy pocrite, to make a ſhow 

Of ſeeming Virtue, and a Devil within? 

No. Bagot, if thy Conſcience were as clear, 
Poor Baniſter ne'e had been troubled here, Wil. 

Bag. Nay, good Maſter Cromabell, be not angry, Sir, 

I know full well that you are no ſuch Man. 
But it your. Conſcience were as white as Snow, 
It will be thought that you are otherwiſe. _ 

Crom. Will it be thought that I am otherwiſe ? 
Let them that think ſo, know they are deceiv'd ; 
Shall Cromavell live to have his Faith miſconiter'sd ? 
Antwerp, tor all the Wealth within thy Town, 


As good luck ſerves, my Accounts are all made even, 
Therefore I'll ſtraight unte the Treaſurer: 

Bagot, I know you'll to the Governor. 

Commend me to him, ſay I am bound to Travel, 


And as you ever bore a Chriſtian Mind, 
Let Baniſter ſome Favour of you find. | 
Bag, For your Sake, Sir, I'll help him all I can, 
To ſtarve his Heart out ere he gets a Groat ; 
So, Maſter Cromwell, do I take my leave, 1 
For I muſt ſtraight unto the Governor. [Exit Bagot 
Crom. Farewe!, Sir, pray you remember what I fad. 
No, Cromwe#; no, thy Heart was ne' er ſo baſe, 
To live by Falſhood, or by Brokery ; . 7 
But 't falls out well, I little it repent, 
Hereafter, time in Travel ſhall be ſpent, 
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1 Enter Hodge, his Father's Man. | 
Hed. Your Son Thomas, quoth you, I have been Y- 
mat; I had thought it had been no ſuch matter to a gone 
hy Water; for at Putney I'll go you to Pariſh Garden for 
two Pence, fit as ſtill as may be 
joulting in my Guts, in alittle Boat too: Here we were 
icarce four Miles in the great green Water, but I think- 
ing to go to my Afternoon's Lunchines, as twas my manner 
at home, but Ifelt a kind of riſing in my Guts: At laſt 
one of the Sailors ſpy ing of me, be a good cheer, ſays he, 
ſet down thy Victuals, and up with it, thou haſt nothing 
but an, Eel: in thy Belly: Well, to't went I, to my 
Victuals went the Sailors, and thinking me to be a 


Man of better Experience than any in the Ship, ask'd me 


what Wood the Ship was made of: They all {wore I told 
them as right as if I had been acquain ed with the Car- 
penter that made it : At laſt we grew near Land, and I 


grew villainous hungry, went to my Bag, the Devil a 


bit there was, the Sailors had tickied me: yet I cannot 


blame them, it was a part of kindneſs, for I in kindneſs 


told them what Woed the Ship was made of, and they 
in kindneſs eat up my Victuals, as indeed one good turn 


aſnketh another - Well, would I, eould I, find my Ma- 
ſter Thomas in this Dutch Town, he might put ſome 


Engi Beer into my Belly. | 
Crom. What, Hodge, my Father's Man, by my Hand 


welcome: How doth my Father? what's the News at 


Home ? LGU | 

Hed. Maſter Thomas, O God, Maſter Thomas, your 
Hand, Glove and all, this is to give yeu to Underſtanding, 
that your Father is in Health, and Aůce Downing here hath. 
ſent you a Nutmeg, and Beſs Make-wwateraRace of Ginger, 
myFellows Will and Tom hath between them ſent you a do- 
zen of Points, and Goodman Joll, of the Goat, a pair of 
Mittons, myſelf came in Perſon, and this is all the News. 


Crom. Gramercy, good Hodge, and thou art welcome 
Bat in as ill a time thou comeſt as may be; 


o me, 
For I am travelling into tal, 


What ſay'ſt thou, Hodge, wilt thou bear me Company ? 


Hod Will I bear thee Company, Tom? what tell'ſt me of 
Ttaly ? were it to the fartheſt part of Flanders, I would go 
with thee, Tom ; Lam thine in all weal and woe, thy own 
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Thomas Lord Cromwell. „„ 
to command; what Tom, I have paſs d the rigorous Waves 1 
of Neptune's Blaſts, I tell you Tom, I have been in danger 
of the Floods, and when I have ſeen Boreas begin to play 
the Ruffin with us, then would I down a my Knees, and 
call upon Vulcan. 

Crom. And why upon him ? | 

Hedge. Becauſe as this ſame Fellow Neptune is God of 
the Seas, ſo Vulcan is Lord over the Smiths, and there- 
fore I being a Smith, thought his Godhead would have 
ſome Care yetof me. 3 | 

Crom, A good Conceit : but tell me, haſt thou din'd yet? 

Hodge. Thomas, to ſpeak the Truth, not a bit yet I, 

Crom. Comegowith methou ſhalt haveCheer good ſtore: 
And farewel Antwerp, if I come no more. | 

Hodge. I follow thee, ſweet Tow, I follow thee, 

| | | [Exeunt ambo, 
Enter the Governor of the Engliſh Houſe, Bagot, 

Baniſter, his Wife, and two Officers. 

Gov. Is Cromavell gone then? fay you, Mr. Bagot. 
What Diſlike, I pray? What was the Cauſe ? 

Bag. To tell you true, a wild Brain of his own, 
Such Youth as they cannot ſee when they are well: 
He is all bent to Travel, that's his Reaſon, 

And doth not love to eat hisBread at home, 

Gov. Well good Fortune with him, if the Man be gone 
We hardly ſhall find ſuch a Man as he, | 
To fit our Turns, his Dealings were ſo honeſt. 

But now Sir, for the Jewels that I have, 
What do you fay 7 What will you take my Price? 

Bag. O Sir you offer too much under foot. 

Gow. *Tis but two hundred Pound between us, Man. 
What's that in Pay ment of five thouſand Pound. 
Bag. Two hundred Pound, birlady Sir, 'tis great, 
Before J got fo much it made me ſweat. 

Gov. Well, Maſter Baggot, Dil proffer you fairly, 
You. tee: this Merchant, Maſter Bani#er, 

Js going now to Priſon on your Suit: 

His Subſtance all is gone, what would you have? 
Vet in-Regard I knew the Man of Wealth, 
Never diſhon:| Dealing, but ſuch Miſhaps 
Hath fallen on him, may light on me or you. 
There is two hundred Pound between us, 


| Wwe 


18 Te Life and Deatb 


We will divide the ſame, I'Il give you one, 
On that condition you will ſet him free: 
Fis ſtate is nothing that you ſee yourſelf, _ 
And where nought is, the King mult loſe his Right. 
Ba. Sir, Sir, you ſpeak out of your Love, TS 
*Tis fooliſh Love, Sir, ſure, to pity him 
Therefore content yourſelf, this is my Mind, 
To do him good I will not bate a Penny. 
Ban, This is my Comfort, tho' thou doit no good, 
A mighty Ebb ſollows a mighty Flood. 0 
Mrs. Ba. O thou baſe Wretch, whom we have foſter'd, 
Even as a Serpent for to poiſon us, 
If God did ever right a Woman's wrong, 5 
To that fame God I bend and bow my Heart, 
To let his heavy. wrath fall on thy Head. 
By whom my hopes. and joys are butcher'd. 
Bag. Alas! fond Woman, I prithee pray thy worſt, 
The Fox fares better fill when he is curſt. 


E 5 Maſter Bowſer a Merchant. 


Gow Maſter Bowſer ! you're welcome, Sir, from England, 
What's the beit News? how do all our Friends? 
Bow. They are all well, and do commend them to you, 
There's Letters from your Brother and your Son- 
So, fare you well, Sir, I muſt take my leave, 
My Haſte and Buſineſs doth require fo. | 
Gov. Before you dine, Sir ? what go you out of Town? 
- Bow, I'faith unleſs I hear ſome News in Town, 
TI muſt away; there is no Remedy. . . 
So. Maſter Bozuſer, what is your Buſineſs, may I know it. 
Bow. You may, Sir, and fo ſhall all the City. 
The King, of late hath had his Treaſury robb'd, 
And of the choiceſt Jewels that he had: - 
The value of them was ſeven thouſand Pounds, 
The Fellow that did ſteal theſe Jewels is hang'd, 
And did confeſs that for three hundred Pound, 
He ſold them to one Bagot dwelling in London: 
Now Bagot's. fled, and as we hear, to Antwerp, 
And hither am I come to ſeek-him out, 
And they that firſt can tell me of his News, 
Shall have a hundred Pound for their Reward. 
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Gov. Maſter Bowſer, you come in happy time, 
Here is the Villain Bagot that you ſeek, 
And all thoſe Jewels have I in my Hands: 
Officers look to him, hold him faſt. 
Bag. The Devil ought me a ſhame, and now he hath: 
i | | | 
7 Bow. Is this that Bagot? Fellows, bear him hence 
We will not now ſtand for his Rep!y; 8 
Lade him with Irons, we will have him try'd 
In England, where his Villainies are known. 
Bag. Miſchief, confuſion light upon you all, 
O hang me, drown me, let me kill myſelf, 
Let go my Arms, let me run quick to Hell. 
Baww. Away, bear him away, top the Slave's Mouth. 
5 FO [They carry him away. 
Mrs. Ba, Thy Works are infinite, great God of Heav'n. 
Gov. I heard this Bago was a wealthy Fellow, 
Bow. He was indeed, for when his Goods were ſeiz d, 
Of Jewels, Coin, and Plate within his Houſe, 
Was found the value of five thouſand Pound, 
His Furniture fully worth half ſo much, 
Which being all ſtrain'd for the King, 
He frankly gave it to the Antwerp Merchants, 
And they again, out of their bountcaus Mind, 
Have to a Biother of their Company, 
A Man decayed by Fortune of the Seas, 
Given Baget's Wealth to ſet him up again. 
And keep it for him, his Name is Baniſter. 
| Gov. Maſter Fowſer, with this happy News, 
You have reviv'd two from the Gates of Death, 


This is that Bazifter and this his Wife. 


Boo. Sir, I am glad my Fortune is ſo good, 
To bring ſuch Tidings as.may comfort you. 


Ban. You have givin Life unto a Man deem'd dead, 


For by theſe News my Liſe is new!y bred, 

Mrs, Bos Thanks to my God, next to my Sovereign 

ing; | 

And laſt wa 4-54 that theſe good News do bring. 

Gov. The hundred Pound I muſt receive, as due, 
For finding Baso“, I freely give to you. 

Bow. And, Maſter Banfer, if io you pleaſe, 

| | | I'j 
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PII bear you Company, when you croſs the Seas. 


Ban. If it pleaſe you Sir, my Company is but mean, ; 


Stands in your liking, I'll wait on you. 

Gov, I am glad that all Things do accord fo well: 
Come, Maſter Bow/er, let us to Dinner: 
And, Mrs. Baniſten, be merry Woman, 


_ Come, after Sorrow now let's cheer your Spirit, 


Knaves have their Due, and you but what you merit. 
[Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Cromwell and Hodge in their Shirts, and without 
: Hats. | 


Hodge. Call you this ſeeing Faſhions ? 
Marry would Thad ſtaid at Parney ſtill. 
O Maſter Thomas, we are ſpoil'd, we are gone. 
Crom. Content thee, Man, this is but Fortune. 
Hodge. Fortune, a Plague of this Fortune it makes me 
go wet-ſhod, the Rogues would not leave me a Shoe to my. 
Feet; for my Hoſe, they ſcorn'd them with their Heels; 
but for my Doublet and Hat, O Lord, they embrac'd me, 
and unlac'd me, and took away my Cloaths, and fo diſ- 
grac'd me. þ 1 F | 
Crom, Well, Hodge, what Remedy ? 
What ſhift ſhall me make now? 


. 


Hodze. Nay I know not, for Begging I am nought, for 


Stealing worſe ; by my Troth, I muſt even fall to my old 
Trade, to the Hammer and the Horſe: heels again; but 


now the worſt is, I am not acquainted with the Humour 


of the Horſes in this Country ; whether they are not colt- 
iſh, given much to kicking, or no; for when I have one 
Leg in my Hand, if he ſhould up and lay t'other on my 
Chops, I-were gone, there lay I, there lay Hoage. 1 
Crom. Hodge, I believe thou muſt work for us both. 
Hodge. O Maſter Thomas, have I not told you of this? 


have not I many Time and often faid Tam, or Maſter | 


Fhomas, learn to make a Horſe-ſhoe, it will be your own 

another Day ; this was not regarded. Hark you, Thomas, 

what do you call the Fellows that robb'd us? 
Crom. The Bandetti, : 


Hodge. The Bandetti, do you call them? I know not | 
| What they are called here, but I am ſure we call them 


plain 


Putney, at the Ale there. | 

Crom. Content thee Man, here ſet up theſe two Bills, 
And let us keep our Standing on the Bridge : 

The Faſhion of this Country is ſuch, 

If any Stranger be oppreſs'd with Want, 

To write the manner of his Miſery, 

And ſuch as are diſpos d to ſuccour him, 
Will do it. What haſt thou ſet them up? 

Hodge. Ay they're up, God ſend ſome to read them, 
And not only to read them, but alſo to look on us; 
And not altogether look on us, 

But to relieve us. - O cold, cold, cold. | 
[One ſtands at one end, and one at the other 


Enter Priſkibal the Merchant, and reads the Bills. 


Friſ. What's here? two Erg/;/men robb'd by the Ban- 
detti. | 
One of them ſeems to be a Gentleman: | 
"Tis Pity that his Fortune was fo hard, 
To fall into the deſperate Hands of Thieves. 

I'll queſtien him, of what Eſtate he is. 

God fave you, Sir, are you an Englihman? 
CTCirom. I am, Sir, a diſtreſſed Eagliſoman. 

Fri/. And whatare you, my Friend. 

Hodge Who, I Sir, by my Troth I do not know my 
ſelf, what I am now, but Sir J was a Smith, Sir, a poor 
Farrier of Putney, that's my Maſter, Sir, yonder, I was 
robb'd for his ſake, Sir. a 

Fri/. I fee you have been met by the Bandetti, 
And therefore need not aſk how you came thus, 
But Friſeibal, why doſt thou queſtion them 
Of their Eſtate, and not relieve their Need? 

Sir, theCoin I have about me 1s not much : 
There's ſixteen Duckets for to cloath your ſelves, 
Fhere's ſixteen more to buy your Diet with, 
And there's fixteen to pay for your Horſe hire. 
'Tisall the Wealth, you ſee my Purſe poſſeſſes; 
But if you pleaſe for to enquire me out, 
You ſhall not want for ought that I can do, 

My Name is Friſeibal, a Florence Merchant: 

A Man that always lov'd your Nation. 
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Crom, This unexpected F avour at your Hands, 


Which God doth know, if ever I ſhall requ-te it, 


Neceſſity makes me to take your Bounty, 
And for your Gold can yield you ncught but thanks. 
Your Charitv hath help'd me from Deſpair; 
Your Name hall till be in my hearty Prayer. 
Friſ It is not worth ſuch Thanks, come to my Houſe, 
Your Want ſhall better be reliev'd than thus. 
Crom. I pray excuſe me, this ſhall well ſuffice 
To bear my Charges to Bononia. 
Whereas a noble Karl is much diſtreſs d 
An Engli/bman Ruſſe! the Earl of Bedford 
Is by the French King ſold unto his Death, 
It may fall out that I may do him good: 
To ſave his Life, [11 hand my HeartBlood : 
Therefore, kind Sir. thanks for your liberal Gift, 


I muſt be gone to aid him there's no ſhift. 


Friſ. Fil be no hinderer to ſo good an Act, 


Heav'n proſper you in what you go about: 


Tf Fortune bring you this Way back again, 

Pray let me ſee you; ſo I take my Leave, 

All good a Man can wiſh, I do bequeath, [Exit Friſ. 
Crom. All good thatGod oth fend, light on yourHead, 

ch Men within our Climate bred. 

How ſay you now, Hodge, is not this good Fortune? 
Hedge, How fay you, ]'i! tell you Maſter 7. Bomas, 

If all Men be of this Gentleman's Mind. 

Let's keep our Standings upon this Bridge, 

We ſhall ger more here, by begging in one Day, 

Than I ſhall with making Horle-ſhoes in a whole Year. 
Crom. No, Hodge, we muſt be gone to Bononia, 


There to relieve the noble Earl of Beaford : 


Where if I fail not in my Policy, 

I ſhall deceive their ſubtle Treachery. 
Hodg. Nay, I'll follow yon, God bleſs us from the 

thieving Banderti again. | [Exeunt. 

| Enter Bedford and his Hoſt. | 

Bed. Am! betray d? was Beqſord born to die 

By ſuch baſe Slaves, in ſuch a Place as this? 

Have I eſcap'd ſo many times in France, 

So many Battles have I over-paſs'd, 

And made the French fiir, when they heard my Name: 


And 


, 


Ireacherous France, that gainſt the Law of Arms, 
Hath here betrayed the Enemy to Death; 
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And am I now betray'd unto my Death? | 
Some of their Hearts Blood firſt ſhall pay for it. 
He. They do deſire, my Lord, ta ſpeak with you. t 
Bed. The Traitors do deſire to have my Blood; | 
But by my Birth, my Honour, and my Name, 
By all my Hopes, my Life ſhall coſt them dear. 
Open the Door, I'll venture out upon them, 
And if I muſt die, then E die with Honour. 
Heoft, Alas, my Lord, that is a deſperate Courſe, 
They have begirt you round about the Houſe ; 
Their meaning is to take you Priſoner, | 
And to ſend your Body unto France. 
Bed. Firſt ſhall the Ocean be as dry as Sand, 
Before alive they ſend me unto France: 
ll have my Body firſt bor'd like a Sieve, 
And die as Hector, gainſt the Mermydons, 
Ere France ſhall boaſt, Bedſord's their Priſoner, 


But be aſſur'd, my Blood ſhall be reveng'd 

Upon the beſt Lives that remain in France. 

Stand back, or elſe thou run'ſt upon thy Death. 
Enter Servant. 

Ser. Pardon, my Lord, I come to tell your Honour, | 
That they have hired a Neapolitan | ED $1 
Who by has Oratory hath promis'd them, ©! 
Without the ſhedding of one drop of Blood, _ 
Into their Hands fafe to deliver you, EE [if 
And thereiore craves none but himſelf may enter, 1 


And a poor Swain that attends on him. 


Bed. A Neopolitan? bid him come in. (Ex. Servant. | 
Were he as cunning in his Eloquence, | 
As Cicero the famous Man ot Rome, | 
His Words would be as Chaff againſt the Wind. | 
Sweet tongu'd Hes, that made 4jax ma. 1 
Were he and his Tongue in this Speaker's Head, | 
Alive he wins me not; then tis no Conqueſt, .. 
Enter Cromwell /ike a Neopolitan, and Hodge with hi. C || 

Crom. Sir, are you the Matter of the Houle ? 1 

Hoſt. I am, Sir. | | 1 

Crom. By the ſame Token you mult leave this Place, | 


Hef. 


. And leave none but the Earl and J together, 


And this my Peaſant here to tend on us. 
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Heft. With all my Heart, God grant you do ſome good 
1 [Exit Hoſt. Cromwell urs the Door. 
Bed. Now Sir, what's your Will with me? 
Crom. Intends your Honour not to yield your ſelf ? 
Bed. No good-manGoofe, not while my Sword doth laft; 
Is this your Eloquence for to perſuade me? 

Crom. My Lord, my Eloquence is for to ſave you; 
Jam not, as you judge, a Neapolitan, * 
But Cromæuell your Servant, and an Engliſman. 

Bed. How ? Cramæbell! not my Farrier's Son? 
Crom. The ſame, Sir, and am come to ſuccour you. 
Hodge. Ves faith Sir, and I am Hodge your poor Smith; 
Many a time and oft have I ſhooed your dapper Grey. 
Bed. And what avails it me, that thou art here? 
Crom. It may avail, if you'll be rul'd by me; 
My Lord you know the Men of Mantua, 
And theſe Bononians, are at deadly Strife, 
And they my Lord, both love and honour you; 
Could you but get out of the Mantua Port, 
Then were you ſafe, deſpight of all their Force. 
Bed. Tut, Man, thou talk'ſt of Things impoſlible ; 
Doft thou not ſee, that we are round beſet, 
How then is'ſt poſhble we ſhould eſcape ? 
Crom. By Force we cannot, but by Policy ; 
Put on the Apparel here that Hodge doth wear, 
And give him Yours; the States they know you not, 
For, as I think, they never ſaw your Face,” 
And at a Watch-word muſt I call them in, 
And will deſire that we two ſafe may paſs 
To Mantua, where I'll ſay my Buſineſs lies; 
How doth your Honour like of this Advice? 
Bed. O wondrous good ; But wilt thou venture Hodge? 
Hed. Will? O noble Lord, Ido accord in any thing I can; 
And do agree to ſet thee free, do Fortune what ſhe can. 
Bed. Come then, let's change our Apparel ſtraight. 
Crom. Go Hodge, make haſte, leſt they chance to call. 
Hodge. J warrant you III fit him with a Sute. 

5 5 [ Eætunt Earl and Hodge. 
Crom. Heavens grant this Policy doth take Succels, 
And that the Earl may ſafely ſcape away. 0 
And yet it grieves me ſor this ſimple Wretch, 

For fear they ſhould offer him Violence. 


But 


— 
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But of two Evils tis bet to than the greateſt, 
And better is it that he live in thrall, 
Than ſuch a nob'e Karl as he ſhould fa'l. 


Their ſtubborn Hearts, it may be will relent; 


Since he is gone, to Whom their hate is beat. 
My Lord, have you diſpatch'd? 
Enter Bedford /ike the Clogun, and Hodge i: his. Cloak 
"and 1 Hat.” © 
Bed. How doſt thou like us, Cromavell, is it well ? 
Crom. O, my good Lord, excellent. Hyde, how doſt 
{eel thyſelf? 
Haze. How do I feel myſelf? wh 7, 45 a Noble Man 
ſhonld do. | 
O how I fee] Honour come creeping on 
My Nobility is wonderful Melancholy: 
Is it nat mot Gen.leman-like to be Melancholy 

Crom. Ves, Hodge; now go fit down in thy Study. 
And take Sta e upba thee. 

Hodge. | warraut you my Lord, let me alone to take 
State upon me: but hal k, m a Lord, do you feel nothing. 
bi e about „od; f f 

Bed. No, truſt me. Hodge. 

Hodge. Ay, they know they want their old Paſture ; ; 
tis a ſtrange thing of this Vermin, they dare not meddle 
With NoÞil ity: 

Crom. Go take thy place, Hodge, I will call them in. 

[ Hodge {ts in the Study, and Crom gell call; ; in the Stalts, 
All is done, enter and if you pleaſe 

Eur the States, and Officers evith Halberts, 

Gow. What have you won kim? will he yield himſelf! 

Cru 1 have, an't pleaſe you, and the quiet Ear! 
Poth yield himteif to be dizpoled by you. 

Gzv. Gwe him the Money that we promiſed him: 
do let hin go, whither he pleaſe himſelf. 

Crom. My Buſineis, Sic, lies unto Mantua ; 
Pleaſe you to give rae ſafe Conduct thi. her. 

Gow. Go, and conduct him to the Mantua Port, 
And fee hun fafe delivered preſeatl.. 

| [ Exeunt Cromwell and Bedford. 
Go draw the Curtain, let us fee the Earl, 
O, he is Writing land apart a While. 
Had. Fellow Lalla, I am not as 1 have been; I went 
B {rom 
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from you a Smith, I write to you as a Lord; I am at this 

preſent writing, among the Polonian Cafiges. I do com- 

mend my Lordſhip to Ralph and to Reger, to Bridget 
and to Dorothy, and ſo to all the Youth of Putney. 
Gov. Sure theſe are the Names of Eng/;/5 Noblemen, 

Some of his ſpecial Friends, to whom he writes : 

But: lay, he doth addreſs himſelf to Sing. 

[Here he fings a Sorg. 

My Lord, I am glad you are ſo Frolick and io Blithe ; 

Believe me, noble Lord, if you knew all, | 

You'd change your. merry Vein to ſudden Sorrow. 

Hed. I change my merry Vein? no thou Bononian, no; 

T am a Lord, and therefore let me go; 

J do defie thee and thy Ca/iges: 

Therefore ſtand off, and come not near my Honour. 
Gov, My Lord, this Jeſting cannot ſerve your" turn, 
Hed, Doſt think, thou black Bouonian Beaſt, 

That I do flout, do gibe, or jell ? 

No, no, thou Beer-pot, know that I, 

A noble Earl, a Lord par dy. 

Gov. What means this Trumper' s ſound ? 
[4. Trumpet ſounds. Enter a Meſſenger, 
Cit, One from the States of Mantua. 


. Gov. What would you with us, ſpeak thou Man of 


Mantua ? 

Me/. Men of Bononia, this my Meſſage is, 
To let you know the noble Earl of Bedford 
Is ſafe within the Town of Mantua, 
And wills you ſend the Peaſant that you have, 
Who hath deceiv'd your Expectation; 
Or elſe the States of Mantua have vow'd, | 
They will recall the 'Truce that they have made, 
And not a Man ſhall ftir from forth your Town, 
That ſhall. return, unleſs you ſend him back. 

Gow. O this misfortune, how it mads my Heart ? 
The Neajolitan hath beguil'd us all. 
Hence with this Fool, what ſhall we do with him, 
The Earl being gone? a plague upon it all. 

Hod. No T'ilaflure you, 1 am no Earl, but a Smith, dir, 


One Hoge, a Smith at Putney, Sir; 
One that hath gulled you, that hath . you, Sir. 
Co. Away with Ps take hence the Fool ycu v me for, 
Hodge. 
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Meſ. Farewel, Bononians, Come Friend, along with me. 
Hod. My Friend afore, my Lordſhip will follow _ 
( xit. 
Gov. W ell, Mantua, ſince by thee the Earl is loſt, 
Within few Days I hope to ſee thee croſt. B-xeunt. 
Enter Chorus. 


Cho, Thas far you ſee how Cromwell's Fortune paſy 4. 


The Earl Bedford, being ſafe in Mantua, 


D aires Cromwell's Company into France, 


To make Requital for his Courtcfte : 

But Cromwell doth deny the Earl his Suit, 

And tells him that theſes Parts he meant to ſee, 

He had not yet jet footing on the Land, 

And jo direAly takes his <vay ta Spain; 

The Earl to France, and fo they both do part, 

Now let your Thoughts as fe wift as in the Wind, 

Skip ſome fexy Tears that Cromwell ſpent in Travel; 
ad now imagine him to be in England, 

Serwant unto the Maſier of the Rolls: 

Where in ſport time he there began to flouriſh, 

An Hour foall pow you what Nu Years did cheriſh. (Ex. 
The Muttck plays, they bring out the Banquet. Enter Sir 

Chriſtopher Hab es, Cromwell, and tuo Servants. 


| ales, Come.-Sirs, be careful of your Maſter's Credit; 
And as our Bounty now exceeds the Figure 
Ot common Entertainment, ſo do you, 


With looks as free as is your Mafter's Soul, 

Give formal Welcome to the thronged Fables, 

Jhat ſhall receive the Cardinal's Followers, 

And the Attendance of the great Lord Chancellor. 

But all my Care, Cromavell, depends on thee: 

Thou art a Man differing ſrom vulgar Form, 

And by how moch the Spirit. is rankt 'bove theſe, 
In rules of Art, by ſo much it ſhines brighter by travel, 


Whole Obſervance pleads his Merit, 


In a molt learn'd yet unaffecting Spirit. 
Good Cromavell, caſt an Eye of fair Regard. 
Bout all my Houſe, and what this ruder Fleſh, 


Through ignorance, or Wire. do miicreate, 


Salve thou wich Courteſie; if Welcome want, 


Full Bowels, and ample Banquets will ſeem icant, 
B 2 Crom. 
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Hed. Ay, Sir, and I'il leave the greater Fool with you. 
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Crom. Sir, whatſoever lies in me, 


Aſſure you I will ſhew my utmoſt Duty. [Ex. Crom. 
Hales. About it then, the Lords will Uraight be here : 


_ Cronrwell, thou haſt thoſe parts would rather ſute 

The Service of the State than of my Houſe: 

1 look upon thee with a loving Eye, 

That one Day will prefer thy Deſtiny. 

| Fs ; Enter Meſſenger. 

Meſ. Sir, the Lords be at hind. 

tend us, | 
And look you all things be in perſe& readineſs, 


The Mufick plays. Enter Cardinal Molſey, Sir Thomas 


Moor, ard Gardiner. 


Mol. O, Sir Chrifiopher, you are ico liberal. Whata 


Banquet too ? 


Hales. My Lords, if Words could ew the ample Wel. 
come, that my free Heart affords you, I could then become 

2 Prator: but I now muſt deal a Feaſt Politician with 
your Lordſhips, deter your Welcome till the Panguet end, 


that it may then ſerve. our defect of Fare: 

Vet welcome now, and all that tend on you. 
Wal. Thanks to the kind Maler of the Rolls. 

Come and ſit down, fit down Sir Thomas Hor: 

*Tis ſtrange, how that we and tie Spaniard differ, 
Their Dinner is our Banquet, after Dinner, 

And they are Men of Active Diſpoſition: 

This I gather, that by their {paring Meat, 

Their Bodies are more fitter for the Wars. 


And if that Famine chance to pinch their laws, 


Being us'd'too fait, it breeds leis Pain. 
Hates. Fill me ſome Wine; ['l: aniwerCardinal 77”: 


They that are rich in Spain, ſpare belly Food, 
To deck their Backs with an 7:zalian Hood, 
And Silks of Sevil, and the pooreſt Snake, 
That feeds on Lemons, Pilchers, and ne'er heated 
His Pallet with ſweet Fleſh, vill bear a caie 
More fat and gallant than his flarved Face: 
Pride, the Inquiſition, and this Belly-evil, 

Axe, in my judgment, Spain's three headed Devil. 


Hales. They are welcome, bid Cromave/! ſtraight at 


| alley : 
My Lord, we Engliſb Men are of more freer Souls, 
Than hungar ſtarv'd, and ill-comp'exiou'd Sjaniard' ; 


Moor 


Moor. Indeed it is a plague unto their Nation, 
Mino ſtagger after in blind Imagination. | 


Hal. My Lords, with welcome, I preſent your Lord- 


ſhips a felemn Health. 


Moor. I love Health well, but when as Healths do bring 


Pain to the Head, and Bodies ſurfeiting, 

Then Ceaſe I HKealths : Ob | 

Nay fpi'l not Friend, for tho' the drops be ſmall, 

Vet have they force, to force Men to the Wall. . 
Mol. Sir Chriflopher, is that your Man; 
Hal And ike you, Grace, he is a Scholar and a Linguiſt. 

One that hath travelled many parts of Chriſtendom, my 

Lord. | 


IJ ol. My Friend, come nearer, have you been a Tra- 


veller? 

Crom. My Lo'd, I have added to my Knowledge, 

tlie Low Ccumtries, | | 
France, Spain, Germany, and Italy: : 
And tho' ſma'] gain of Profit I did find, | 
Yet did it pleaſe my Eye, content my Mind, 

Vol. What do you think of the ſeveral States, 
And Princes Courts as you have travelled? 


Cram. My Lord, no Court with England may compare, 


Neither for State, nor Civil Government : 
Luſt dwells in France, in Italy, and Spain, 
From the poor Peaſant, to the Prince's Train; 
In Germany, and Holland, Riot ſerves, 
And he that moſt can drink, moſt he deſerves. 
England I praiſe not: For I here was born, 
Put that ſhe lauglieth the others unto ſcorn. 

Mol. My Lord, there dwells within that Spirit, 
More than can be diſcern'd by outward Eye; 
Sir Chriſtapher, will you part with your Man? 


Hal. I have fought to proffer him to your Lordſhip, 


And now I ſee he hath preferr'd himſelf. 
Mol. What is thy Name? 
Crom. Cromabell, my Lord. 41 
Mol. Ihen, Cromwell, here we make thee Solicitor 
of our Cauſes, e 
And neareſt next ourſelf, . 
Gardiner, give you kind welcome to the Man. | 
| [Gardiner embraces him, 
* #4 Moor. 
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Moor. My Lord, you ace a Royal Winner, 
Hath got a Man, beſides a bounteous Dinner, 
Well, Knight, pray we come no more : 
If we come often thou may'ſ ſhut thy Door. 
Mol. Sir Chriftopher, hadſt thou given me 
Half thy Lands, thou could'ſt not have pleaſed 
So much as with this Man of thine : 
My infant Thoughts do ſpell, 
Shortly his Fortune ſhall be lifted higher ; 
True Induſtry doth Kindle Honour's Fire, 
And ſo, kind Maſter of the Rolls, farewel. 
Hal. Cromwell, Farewel. 
Crom. Cromwell takes his leave of you, 
That ne'er will leave to love, and honour you. 
[Exeunt. 7. he Mufick plays as they go out. 
Enter Chorus. 

Cho. Now Crom well's highef! Fortunes do begin. 
Wolſey that loud him, as he did his Life, 
Committed all his Treaſure to his Hands : 
Wolſey is dead, and Gardiner his Man, 
Ts now created Biſhop 9 FA Wincheſter : 
Pardon if we qmit all Wolley's Life, 
t 1 our Play depends on Cromwell's Death. 
Now 95 and ' ſee his higbeſt State of all; 

His height of riſing, and his ſudden fall: 
Pardon the Errors are already paſt, 
And live in hope the beft doth come at laſt : 
My hope upon your Fawour doth depend, 8 
And look to have your liting ere the end. (Exit. 
Enter Gardiner Biſhop of Wincheſter, the Dukes of Nor- 


Hales, and Cromwell 


His Majeſty is given to underfand, 

There's certain Bills and Writings i in your Rand, 

That much concern the State of Egland; 

My Lord of Winchefer, is it not {0? 

- © Gar. My Lord of Nor/5/4,we two werewhilome Fellows, 
And Maſter Cromabell, tho' our Maſter's love 

Did bind us, while his love was to the King, 

It is no boot now to deny thoſe things, 

Which may be prejudicial to the State; 7 

| 5 5 


2 


folk aud Suffolk, Sir Thomas Moor, Sir Chriſtopher 
Nor. Maſter Cromwell, ſince Cardinal Wiljey's Death, 


a 


nd 


Of Sa fell, and of Norfolk; he was my Matter, 


Eccaule he fought to work my Country's thrall. 
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And tho' that God hath rais'd my Fortune higher, 
Than any way I looked-for, or deſerv'd, | 
Vet my Life no longer with me dwell, « 

Than I prove true unto my Sovereign. 
Sf. What tay you, Maſter Cromwell ? have you thoſe 


Writings, ay, or no-? 


Crom. Here are the Writings, and upon my Knees, 1 
give them up unto the worthy Dukes, | 


And each virtuous Part ? 

That liv'd in him, I tender'd 17 50 5 my Heart, 
Put what his Head comp otted g unſt the State, 
My Country's love commands me that to hate. 
His ſudden Death I grieve for, not his Fall, 


Suf. Cromavell, the King ſhall hear of thy Duty; 3 
Whom I aſſure myſelf, will well reward thee ; 
My Lord, let's go unto his Majeſty, | 
And ſhew thoie Writings which he longs to ſee. 
[Exeunt N orfolk and Suffolk, 
Enter Bedford haſtily. 0 | 
Bed. How no V, who's this, Cromwell * 
By my Soul, welcome to England :; 
Thou once didit ſave my Life didſt hos not, Cromwell ? 
Crom. If I did fo, 'tis greater 8 
For me that you remember it, : 
Than for myſelf vainly to report it. 
Bed. Weil, Cromwell, now is the time, 
I ſhall commend thee to my Sovereign: 
Cheer up thyſelf, for I will raiſe thy State, 
A Fu yet. was never found ingrate. [Exit. 
Hal. O how uncertain is the wheel of State, 
Who lately greater than the Cardinal, 
For Fear, and Love; and now who lower lies ? 
Gay Honours are but Fortune's flatteries, | 
And whom this Day Pride and Promotion ſwells, | 
To Morrow Envy and Ambition quells. a 
Moor. Who ſees the Cob: web intangle the poor Fly. 
May boldly ſay the Wretch's Death is nigh. 
Gar. I knew his State, and proud Ambition, 
Were too too violent to laſt over. long. | | 
Hal. Who ſaars tea near the Sun, with golden Wings, 
B 4 Melcs 
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Melts them, to ruin his own Fortune an | 
Enter the Duke ef Suffolk. 
Si. Cromuel knee) down in King Henry's Name, 
Ariſe, Sir Thomas Cromacel!, thus begin thy Fame. 
| Enter the Duke of Norfolk. 
— Nor. Cromævell, the Majeſty of England, 
For the good liking he conceives of thee, 
Makes thee Maſter of the Jewel-houſe, 
Chief Secretary to himſelf, and withal, 
Creates thee one of his Highneſs's Privy Council. 
= Enter the Earl of Bedford. 
: Bed. Where is Sir Thomas Cromwell ? is he Knighted ? 
* Sf. He is, my Lord. 
Bed. Then, to add honour to his Name, 
The King Creates him Lord Keeper of his Privy Seal, 
And Maſter of the Rolls; 
Which you, Sir Cbriſſopher, do now enjoy: 
The King determines higber place for you, 
Crem. My Lords, theſe Honours, are too high for my 
Deſert. 
Moor. O content thee, Man, who would not chuſe it? 
Yet thou art wife, in ſeeming to refuſe it. 
Gar. Here's Honours, Titles and Promotions ; 
I fear this climbing will have a ſudden fall. 
Nor. Then come, my Lords, let's altogether bring 
This new. made Counſellor to England's K ing. 
[Exeunt all but Gardiner. 
Gar. But Gardiaer- means his Glory ſhall be dun'd : 
Shall Cromavel live a greater Man than I? 
My Envy with his Honour now is bred, 
J hope to ſhorten Cromævell by the Head, (Exit. 
Euter Friskibal very poor. 
Fr. i. O Faiskibal, what ſha'i become of thee ? 
Where ſhalt thou go, or which way ſhalt thou turn? 
Fortune, that turns her too unconſtant Wheel, 
Hath turn'd thy Wealth and Riches in the Sea ; 
All parts abroad where-ever I have been, 
Grow. weary of me, and deny me Succour ; 
My Debtors, they that ſhould relieve my want, 
Forſwear my Money, ſay they owe me none: 
They know my State too mean to bear out Law; 
And here in London, where I oft have been, 


And 


And have done good to many a wretched Man, 
Am now moſt wretched here, deſpis'd myſelt; 
In vain it is more of their Hearts to try, 
Be patient therefore, lay thee down and die. | 
| [He lies down. 
Exter Goodman Seely, and his Wife Joan. 

See. Come Joan, come, let's ſee what he will do for 
us now ? [| wis.we have done for him, when many a 
time and often he might have gone a hungry to Bed. 

Mie. Alas Man, now he is made a Lord, he'll never 
look upon us; he'll fulfil the old Proverb, Set Beggars 
a Hor ſe-back and they'll ride; a, well a day for my Cow; 
ſuch as he' hath made us come behind hand, we had ne- 
ver pawn'd our Cow elſe to pay our Rent. 


See. Well Joan, he'll come this way; and by Gad's 


DickersI'll tell him roundly of it, and if he were ten Lords; 
a ſhall know that I had not my Cheeſe and my Bacon 
for nothing. | LOOT . 
_ Wife. Do you remember Huſband, how he would 
mouch upon my Cheeſe-cakes, he hath forgot this now, 
bat now we'll remember him. 3 Ma 
See. Ay, we {hail have now three flaps with a Fox 
Tail: But faith I'll gibber_a Joint, but il tell him 
his own; ſtay, who. comes here? O, fland up, here he 
comes, ſtand up. | | 


Enter Hodge very fine, with a Tipftaf, Cromwell avith 


the Mace carried before him; the Dukes of Norfolk. 


and Suffolk, and Attendants, _ | 

Hodge. Come, away with theſe Beggars here, 
Riſe up, Sirrah ; come out, good People; | 
Run before there, ho. | | „ 

= [Friskival ie, and flands afar off. 

See. Ay, we are kick'd away now, we come for our 
own; the time hath been he wou'd a look'd more 
friendiy upon us: and you, Hedge, we know z ou well 
enough, tho' J are fo fine. 


Crom, Come hither, Sirrah: Stay, what Men are theſe? 


My honeſt Hoſt of H5un/{52v, and his Wife; 
t owe thee Money, Father, do I not? 
Sce. Ay, by the Body of me, doit thou; wou'd thou 


would'ſt pay me, good four Poand it is, I have a the 


Polt at home. | 
| "Br | 
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Crom. I know 'tis true; Sirrah, give him ten Angels, | 


And look your Wife and you do ſtay to Dinner; 
And while you live, I freely give to you 
Four Pound a Year, for the four Pourd I ought you, 
' Seely. Art not chang'd, art od Tem till ? 
Now God bleſs thee, good Lord Jm: 


Home Joan, home; Fil dine with my Lord Tom to day, 


And thou ſha't come next Week, 

Fetch my Cow; home Joan, home. | 

* Wife, Now God bleſs thee, my good Lord Tom, 

PH fetch my Cow preſently. - | os 
LL Enter Gardiner. | | 
Crom. Sirrah, go to yon Stranger, tell him I deſire him 
ſtay to Dinner : I muſt ſpeak with him. 

Gar. My Lord of Norfolk, fee you this ſame Bubble? 
That fame puff; but mark the end, my Lord, mark 
the end. HEL = 
Nor. I promiſe you, I like not ſomething he hath done, 
But let that paſs; the King doth love him well. 

Crom. Good morrow to iny Lord of e pa ! 
I know jou bear me hard about the Abbey Lands. 
Sar. Have I not Reaſon, when Religion is wrong'd ? 
You had no colour for what you have done. | 

Crom. Ves, the aboliſhing of Anuchiſ, 

And of his Popiſh order from our Realm: 

I am no Enemy to Religion, 

But that is done, it is for Ezg/and's good: 

What did thy ſerve for, but to feed a fort 

Of lazy Abbots, and of full-fed Fryars ? 

They neither Plow, nor Sow, and yet they Reap 
The Fat of all the Land, and ſuck the Poor: 
Look what was theirs, is in King Henry's Hands, 
His Wealth before lay in the Abbey Lands. | 

Gar. Indeed theſe things you have alledg'd, my Lord, 

When, God doth know, the Infant yet unborn, 

Will curſe the time, the Abbies were pull'd down ; 

J pray you where is Hoſpitality ? | 
Were row may poor diſtreſſed People go, 
For to relieve their Need, or reſt their Bones, 

When weary Travel doth oppreis their Limbs, 
And where religious Men ſuould take them in, 
Shall how be kept back by a Maftive Dog: 


And 
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And thouſand, thouſand om | 
Nor, O my Lord, no more : 
Things paſt redreſs, tis bootlefs to complain. 
Crom. What, ſhall we to the Convocation-houſe ? 
Nor. We'll follow you, my Lord, pray lead the way. 
Enter old Cromwell, lièłe a Farmer. / 
Old Crom. How ? one Cromævell | 
Made Lord Keeper fince I left Putney, 
And dwelt in Yorkſhire? JI never heard better News 
FI fee that Cromave/l, or it ſhall go hard. 
Crom. My Aged Father State ſet aſide : 
Father, on my Knee I crave your Bleſſing: 
One of my Servants go and have him in, 
At better Leiſure will we talk with him. 
O Crom. Now if I die how happy were the Day, 
'To ſee this Comforts ra'ns forth ſhowers of Joy. 
| pes . | [Exit old Crom. 
Nor. This Duty in him ſhows a kind of Grace. 
Crom. Go on before time draws on apace. 
a | [ Exeunt all but Friskibal. 
Fri/. I wonder what this Lord would have with me, 
His Man ſo ſtrictiy gave me charge to ſtay : 
I never did offend him to my Knowiege: 
Well, good or bad, I mean to bide it all, 
Worſe than I am now, never can befal. 
Enter Banifler and his Wite, 
Ban. Come, Wife, I take it be almoſt Dinner time, 
For Mr. Nezot9n, and Mr, Crosby fent to me 
Laſt Night, they would come dine with me, 
And take their Bond in: I pray thee hie thee home. 
And fee that all things be in readineſs. 
Mrs Ban. They ſhall be we come, Husband, I'll go 
But is not that Man Maſter F:754:bal. (before, 
| „ {She ruzs and embraces him. 
Ban. O Heavn's! it is kind Maſter Fristibal: 
Say, Sir, what hath brought you to this paſs ? 
Fri, The ſame that brought you to your Miſery, 
Ban. Why would you not acquaint me with your flate ? 
Is Baniſter your poor Friend forgot? . 
Whoſe Goods, whoie Love, whote Liſe and all is yours, 
Friſ. I thought your Uſage would be as the reit, 
That had more kindneſs at my Hands than you, 


yet 
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| A while ago the-e was a Jar between them, 
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Yet look aſcance when as they ſaw me poor. y 
Mrs. Ban. If Banifter would bear fo . Heart, 
I never would look my Husband in the Face, 
But hate him as I would a Cockatrice. 
Ban. And well thou mighteit, ſhould Bazifer deal ſo. 
Since that I ſaw you, Sir my State is mended - 
And for the thouſand Pound I owe to you, 
J have it ready for you, Sir at home: _ 
And tho' I grieve your Fortune is fo bad, 
Yet that my Hap's to help you makes me glad: 
And now Sir, will it pleate you walk with me. 

Fri. Not yet I cannot, for the Lord Chancellor, 
Hath here commanded me to wait on him, 
For what I know not, pray God it be for good. 
Ban. Never make doubt of that, I'll warrant you, 
He is as kind a noble Gentleman, 
As ever did poſſeſs the Place he hath. | 
Mrs. Ban. Sir, my Brother is his Steward, if you pleaſe, 
We'll go along and bear ycu Company; 
I know we ſhall not want for welcome there. 

Fri. With all my Heart, but what's become of Bago: 
Han. He is hang'd for buying Jewels of the King's. 
Fri/. A juſt Reward for one ſo impious. 5 1 5 

The Time draws on, Sir, will you go along? 
Ban. T'll follow you, kind Maſter Friſcibal. ¶ Exeunt. 
| Enter tauo Merchants. : 
1 Mer. Now Maſter Crasby, I ſee you have a care 


Jo keep your Word, in Payment of your Money. 


2 Mer. By my Faith I have reaſon. upon a Bond, 
Three thouſand Pound is too much to forfeit. 


Yet I doubt,not Maſter Banifter, 


I Aer. By my Faith your Sum is greater than mine, 


And yet I am not much behind you too, 


Conſidering that to Day I paid at Court. 
2 Mer. Maſs, and well remembered : - - 
What's the reaſon the Lord Cromavel/'s Men 


Wear ſuch long Skirts upon tbeir Coats? 5 


They reach down to their very Hams. _ 

I Mer. I u ill reſolye you Sir, and thus it is 
The Biſhop of Wincheſter, that loves not Cromæwell, 
As great Men are envied as well as leſs, 3 
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And it was brought to my Lord Cromwel”s Ear, 
That Biſhop Gardiner would ſit on his Skirts, 
Upon which Word he made his Men long blue Coats, 
And in the Court wore one of them himſelf- 
And meeting with the Biſhop, quoth he, my Lord, 
Here's Skirts enough now for your Grace to fit on: 
Which vex'd the Biſhop to the very Heart; 
This is the reaſon why they wear long Coats. 
2 Mer. Tis always ſeen, and mark it for a Rule, 
That one great Man will envy ſtill another; 
But *tisa Thing that nothing concerns me: 
What, ſhall we now to Maſter Banifter ? OE 
1 Mer, Ay come, we'll pay him royally for our Dinner, 
Hi TT | [ Exenunt 
Enter theUſber and theSheawer, the Meat goes over theStage. 
UZ. Uncover there Gentlemen. | | 
Enter Cromwell, Bedford, Suffolk, old Cromwell, Friſki- 
| ball, Goodman Seely, and Attendants 
Crom. My noble Lords of Suffolk and Bedlord, 
Your Honours welcome to poor Cromwe/l's Houle, 
Where 1s my Father ? nay becover'd, Father, 
Altho' that Duty to theſe Noblemen doth challenge it, 
Yet I'll make bold with them. | 
Your Head doth bear the Calendar of Care : 
What? Cremave// cover'd, and his Fathei bare? 
It muſt not be. Now Sir, to you; | 
Is not your Name Fri/#ibal, and a Florentine ? 
Fri.. My Name was Friſtibal, till cruel Fate 
Did rob me of my Name, and of my State. | 
Crom. What Fortune brought you to this Country now? 
Fi, All other Parts have left me ſuccourleſs, 
Save only this, becauſe of Debts I have 
J hope to gain, for to relieve my Want. 
Crom. Did you not once upon your Florence Bridge, 
Help a diſtreſſed Man, robb'd by the Banderti, 
His Name was Cromwell ? 4.38 
Friſ. I never made my Brain 
A Calendar of any good I did, 
J always lov'd this Nation with my Heart. 
Crom. I am that Cromwel/that you there reliev'd, 
Sixteen Duckets you gave me for to cloath me, 
Sixteen to bear my Charges by the Way, = 
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And ſixteen more I had for my Horle-hire ; 
There be thoſe ſeveral Sums juſtly return'd : 
Vet it Injuſtice were, that ſerving at my Need, 
Poor to repay them without Intereſt : 
F Therefore receive of me theie four ſeveral Bags ; 
| In each of them there is four hundred Mark, 
|| And bring to me the Names of all your Debtors, 
| And if they will not ſee you paid, I will. 
O God forbid that I ſhould lee him fall, 
That helpt me in my greateſt Need of all. 
| - . Here ſtands my Father that ſirſt gave me Life, 
Alas what Duty is too much for him ? 
This Man in time of need did fave my Life, — 4 
[1 And therefore cannot do too much for him ? 
[| By this old Man I oftentimes was fed, 
Elſe might I have gone ſupperleſs to Bed. 
Such kindneſs have I had from theſe three Men, 


eee 


| 
That Cromauell no way canrepay e gen. : ] 
No in to Dinner, for we ſtay too long, ä 7 

| And to gocd Stomachs is no greater wrong. { Exeurt. A 


# Gard. Sirrah, where be tho e Men ] caus'd to ſtay ? 
Ser. They do attend your Pleaſure, Sir, within 
Gard. Bid them come hither, and ſtay you without, 
For by thoſe len the Fox of this fame Land, 
1 That makes a Gooſe of better than himſelf, 
| Muſt worried be unto his lateſt home, 


| Enter Gardiner in his Study, and his Man. 
| 
' 


| 
[ Or Gardiner wil fail in his Intent. | 
4 s for the Dukes of S5’ and ef N orfolk, 
il Whem ] have ſent for to come ſpeak with me, 
| However outwardly they fhadow it, 
| Yet in their Hearts I know- they love him not. 
As for the Ear] of Bedford, he is but ore, 
And dares not gainſay what we do ſet down, 
Enter the two Witnefts 
Now my Friends, you know 1 fav'd your Lives 
{ When by the Law you had deſerved Death ; 
Aad then you promis'd me upon your Gaths, 
Jo venture both ypur Lives to do me good. 
Both V. We ſwore no more than what we will perform. 
Gerd. I take your Words. but that which you mult do, 
Is ſervice for your God, and for your King; | 
Jo root a Rebel from this Rouriſhing — One 
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One that's an Enemy unto the Church: 

And therefore muſt you take your folemn Oaths, 

That you heard Cromwell, the Lord Chancellor, 

Did with a Dagger at King Hen:y's Heart: 

Fear not to {wear it, for I heard him ſpeak it; 

Therefore we'll ſhield you from enſuing Harms, 

2 Wit. If you will warrant us the Deed is good, 

We'll undertake it. 

Gard. Kneel down, and I will here abfolve you both; 

This Crucifix T lay upom your Heads, 

And ſprinkle Holy-water on your Brows : 

The Deed is meritorious that you do, 

And by it ſhall you purchaſe Grace from Heav'n. 

IM. Now Sir, we'll undertake it, by our Souls. 

2 Wit. For Cromwell never lov'd none of our ſort. 
Card. I know he doth not, and for both of you 

I will prefer you to ſome Place of Worth. 

Now get you in, untill I call for you, | 

For preſently the Dukes mean to be here. [Excunt Wit. 

Cromwell fit faſt. thy time's not long to reign; 

The Abbies that were pull'd down by thy means, 

Is nowa mean for me to pull thee down: 

Thy Pride alſo thy own Head lights upon, 

For thou art he hath chang'd Religion: 

But now no more, for here the Dukes are tome. | 

Enter Suffolk, Norfolk, and the Earl of Bedford. 
Suf. Good Even to my Lord Bil 10P, 

Nor. How fares my Lord? what are you all alone? 
Gard. No, not alone, my Lords. my Mind is troubled: 

J know your Honours — wherefore I ſent, 

And in fuch haſte : What came you from the King ? 
Nor. We did,andleft none but Lord Cromwell with him. 
Gard. O what a dangerous time is this we live in? 

There's Thomas Mol ſey he's already gone, 

And Thomas Moor, he follow'd after him: 

Another Thomas yet there doth remain, | 

That is far worſe than either of thoſe Twain: 

And if with Speed, my Lords, we not purſue it, 

I fear the King and all the Land will rue it. | 

Bed. Another Thomas? pray God it be not Cromwell. 

Gard. My Lord of Bedford, it is that "I rattorCromavell, 

Bed, Is Cromwell falſe? my Heart will never think G | 

„S. 


My Lords, if Cromwell have a publick Trial. 
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S. My Lord of Wizchefer,- what likelihood, 
Or proof have you of this his T reachery ? 
Gard, My Lord, too much; call in the Men within, 
| Enter the Witneſſes. 
Theſe Men, My Lord, upon their Oaths affirm, 
T hat they did hear Lord Cromauell in his Garden, 
Wiſhed a Dagger ſticking at the Heart 
Of our King Henry: What is this but Treaſon ? 
Bed. If it be fo, my Heart doth bleed with Sorrow. 
Sa. How lay you, x riends ; What, did you hear theſe 
Words ? 
1 Fit. We did, an't like your Grace. 


Nor. In what Place was Lord Cromwell when he ipake 


them? 
2 Mit. In his Garden; ; where we did FR a Suit, 
Which we had waited for two Years and more. 


Su. How long is't fince you heard him ſpeak theſe 
2 Wit. Some half a Year fince; {Words = 


Bed. How chance that you conceal'd it all this time? 
1 Mit. His Greatneſs made us fear ; that was the cauſe, 
Gard. Ay, ay, his Greatneſs, that's the caule indees ; 
And to make his Treaſon here more manifeit, 
He calls his Servants to him round about, | 
Tells them of Wolſey's Life, and of his Fall, 
Says that himſelf hath many Enemies, 
And gives to ſome of them a Park, or Manor, 
To others Leaſes, Lands to other ſome : 
What need he do this in his.prime of Life, 
And if be were not fearful'of his Death ? 
Suf. My Lord. theſe likelihoods are very great. 
Bed. Pardon-me, Lords, for I muſt needs depart ; 


Their P:oofs are great, but greater is my Heart. 


_* -[Exit Bedford: 
Nor. My Friends, talce heed of that which you have ſaid 
Your Souls mult anſwer what your Tongues report - 
Therefore take heed, be wary what you do. 
2 Wit, My Lord, we ſpeak no more but truth. 
Nor. Let them depart, my Lord of Winchefter ; 
Let theſe Men be cloſe kept until the Day of Trial. 
Gard, They ſhall, my Lord; ho, take in theſe two Men. 
[Exeunt Witneſſes. 
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That which we do, is void by his denial ; 
You know the King will credit none but him, 
Nor. Tis true, he rules the King ev'n as he pleaſes, 
Suf. How ſhall we do for to attack him then ? 
Gard. Marry. my Lords, thus, 
By an Act he made himſelf, 
With an Intent to intrap ſome of our, Lives, 
And this it is If any Counſellor | 
Be convicted of High Treaſon, 
He ſhall be executed without a pub'ick Trial. 
This Act, my Lords, he caus'd the King to make. 
Su. A did indeed, and I ee it, 
And now it is like to fall upon himſe 
Nor. Let us not ſlack it, tis for EA WIVES good, 
We muſt be wary, elſe he'll go beyond us. 
Gard. Well hath your Grace ſaid, my Lord of Norfolk, 
Therefore let us preſently to Lambeth, 
Thither comes Cromwell, from the Court to Night, 
Let us arreſt him, ſend him to the Tower, 
And in the Morning cut off the Traitor's Head. 
Nor. Come then about it, Jet us guard the Town, 
This is the Day that Cromruell muſt go down. 
_ Gard. Along my Lords; well Cromwell is half "ey 
He ſhak'd my Heart, but I will ſhave his Head. [Exeunt, 
Euter Bedford folus. 
Bed. My Soul is likea Water troubled, 
And Gardner is the Man that makes it ſo; 
O Cromwell I do fear thy End is near: 
Yet I'll prevent their Malice if I can, 
And in apes time, ſee where the Man doth come, 
Who little knows how near's his Day of Doom. 
Enter 8 well with his Train, Bedford makes as if” he 
_ evould ſpeak with him: He goes on. i 
Crom. You're well encountered, my good Lord of Bed- 
Pray pardon me, I am ſent for to the King, [ford, 
And do not know the Buſineſs yet my felf, | 
So fare you well, for I muſt needs be gone. 
| [Exit with his N 
Bed. You muſt well what remedy ? 
I fear too ſoon you mult be gone indeed, 
The King hath Buſineſs, but little doſt thou know, 


Who's buſy for thy Life thou think'ſt not ſo, 
1 Enter 


* 


42 The Life and Des 


Enter Cromwell, and the Train again. 
Crom. The ſecond time well met my Lord of Bedard: 
I am very ſorry that my haſte is ſuch, 
Lord Marquis Dor/et being fick to Death, 
J muſt receive of him the Privy-ſeal. 
At Lambeth, ſoon my Lord, we'll talk our fill. 
[Exit with the Train, 
Bed. How ſmooth * eaſy i is the Way to Death 
Fnter a Meſenger. 
Mes. My Lord, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, 
Accompanied with the Biſhop of Mincheſter, 
Intreat you to come preſently to Lambeth, 
On earneſt Matters that concern the State. 

Bed. To Lambeth, ſo: Go fetch me Pen and Ink, 

I and Lord Cromwell there ſhall talk enough: 
Ay and our laſt, I fear, and if he come. 
He ewrites a Letter. 

Here take this Letter, and bear it to Lord Cromwell, 
Bid him read it, ſay it concerns him near, 

Away, begone, make all the haſte you can, 
To Lambeth do I go a woeful Maen. (Exe. 
Enter Cromwell and his Train. 

Crom. Is the Barge ready ? I will ſtraig ht to Lambeth, 
And if thisone Day's Buſineſs once were Patt, . 
I'd take my eaſe to- Morrow after trouble 

How now my Friend, would'ſt thou ſpeak with me? 
j (The Meſſenger krings the Letter, he puts it in his Pocket. 
Me / Sir here's a Letter from my Lord of Bedford. 
L Crom. O good my Friend, commend me to thy Lord; 
Hold, take theſe Angels, drink them for thy Pains, 

Me. He doth deſire your Grace to read .. 
Becauſe he ſaith it doth concern you near. | 

Crom. Bid him affure-bimieif of that, farewel, 
To-morrow, tell him, he ſhall hear from me. 
Set on before there, and away to Lambeth (Excunt. 

Enter Wincheſter, Suffolk, Norfolk, Bedford, Serjeant 
at Arms, the Herald, and Halberts. 

Gard. Halberts ſtand cloſe unto the Water: ide, 
Serjeant at Arms, be bold in your Office, 
Herald, deliver the Proclamation. 


— 


Her. This is to give Notice to all the King 8 Subjects, N 
The late * Crom e/l, Lord Chancellor of E ws. 
icar 
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Vicar General over the Realm, 
Him to hold and eſteem as a Traitor, 
Againſt the Crown and Dignity of England. 
God fave the King, 
Gard. Amen. 
Bed. Amen, and root thee from the Land, 
For whilſt thou liveft Truth cannot Rand. 
Nor. Make a Lane there, the Traitor is at hand. 
Keep back Cromwel/s Men: 
Drown them if they come on. Serjeant your Office. 
Enter Cromwell, they make a Lane with their Halberts. 
Crom. What means my Lord of Nor/a/þ with theſe 
Sirs, come along. n ? 
Card. Kill them if they come on. 
Ser. Lord Cromauell, in King Henry's Name, 
do arreſt your Honour of High Treaſon. 
Crom. , me of Treaſon? 
[Cromwell's Men offer to draw. 


Su. Kill them, if they draw a Sword. 


Crom. Hold I charge you, as you love me draw not a 


Who dares accuſe Cromwell of 'T reaſon now ? (Sword. 
Gard. This is no Place to reckon up your Crime, 
Your Dove-like Looks were view'd with Serpents Eyes, 
Crom. With Serpents Eyes indeed, by thine they were, 
But Gardiner, do thy worſt I fear thee not. 
My Faith compar'd with thine, as much ſurpaſs, 
As doth the Diamond excel the Glaſs. 
Attach'd of Treaſon, no Accuſers by, 
Indeed what Tongue dares ſpeak ſo foul a Lie ? 
Nor. My Lord, my Lord, matters are too well known, 
And it is time the King hath note thereof. 
Crom. The King., let me go to him Face to Face, 
No better Trial I deſire than that, 
Let him but tay, that Cromsvell's Faith was feign'd, 


Then let my Honour and my Name be ſtain'd ; 


If ere my Heart againit-the King was ſet, 
O let my Soul in judgment aniwer- it: 
Then if my Faith' conſrned With his Reaſon. 
'Gainit Whem bath Cromwel! then committed Treaſon. 
Su, My Lord, your Mater ſhall be tried. 
Mean time With Paticuce content your ſelt. 
Crom. Perforce I muit With Patience be content : 


44 The Life and Death 
O dear Friend Bedford, doit thou ſtand fo near? 
Cromabell rejoyceth, one Friend ſheds a Tear: 

And whither is't? which way muſt Cremueli now? 
Gard, My Lerd, you mutt unto the Tower : 
Lieutenant, take him to your Charge. | 
Crom. Well, where you pleaſe ; yet before I part, 
Let me confer a little with my Men, | 
Gard. As you go by Water ſo you ſhall. 
Crom. I have ſome Buſineſs preſent to impart. 


Nor. Yeu may not flay, Lieutenant, take your Charge, 


Crom. Well well, my Lord, you ſecond Gardiner's Text. 
Norfolk, farewel, thy turn will be the next. 
1 FT 1] [Exit Cromwell and the Lieu terant. 
Gard. His guiity Conſcience makes him rave, my Lord. 
Nor. Av, let him talk, his time is ſhort enough. 
Gard, My Lord of Bede rd, come, ) oa weep for him, 
That would not ſhed a Tear for you, . 
Bed, It grieves me for to ſee his ſudden Fall. 


Gard. Such Succeſs wiſh I unto Traitors all. [Zxeunt. 


| Enter two Citizens. | 

1 Cit. Why? can this news be true? is't poſſible? 
The great Lord Cromwell arreſted upon High Treaſon, 
I hardly will believe it can be ſo. | 3 

2. Cit. It is too true, Sir, would it were otherwiſe, 
Condition I ſpent half the Wealth I have; 8 
I was at Lambeth, ſaw him there arreſted, : 
And afterwards committed to the Tower. 

1 Cit. What was'tfor Treaſon that he was committed? 
2 Cit. Kind Noble Gentleman: I may rue the time; 
All that I have, I did enjoy by him, 7 
And if he die, then all my State is gone. | 

1 Cit. It may be hoped that he ſhall not die, 
Becauſe the King did favour him ſo much, 

2 Cit. O Sir, you are deceiv'd in thinking fo: 
The Grace and Favour he had with the King, 
Hath caus'd him to have ſo many Enemies: 

He that in Court ſecure will keep himſelf, 
Muſt not be great, for then he is envied at. 
The Shrub is ſafe, when as the Cedar ſhakes, 
For where the King doth love above compare, 
Of others they as much more envied are. | 
1 Cie. 'Tis pity that this Nobleman ſhould fall, 
He did ſo many charitable Deeds. 


. 


* 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. 45 


2 Cit.” * Tis true, and yet you fee in each Eſtate, 
There's none ſo good, but ſome one doth him hate, 
And they before would ſmile him in the Face, 

Will be che foremoſt to do him diigrace: 
What, will you go along unto the Court? 

Cet. ] care not if I do, and hear the News, 

How Men will judge what will become of him. 


2 Cit Some Men wi l ipeak hardly, ſome wil. ſpeak in pity | 


Go you to the Court. I'll go into the City, 
There Iam ſure to hear more News than You, 
1 Cit. Why then ſoon will we meet again, [ Exeunt. 
2 Enter Cromwell in the Tower. 
Crom. Now, Cromwell, haſt thou time to meditate, 
And think upon thy ſtate, and of the time: 
Thy Honours came enfought, ay, and uniook' d for; 
T hey tall as ſudden, and unloof'd for too: 
What Glory was in Erg/and that had I not? 
W ho in this Land commanded more than Cromavel! ? 
Excep: the King, who greater than my iclf? 
But no I fee What after ages ſhail, 
The gretter Men, more ſudden is their Fall. 
And pow 1 do remember. the Earl of Bedford 
Was very deitrous for to ſpeak tome: 
And afterwards ſent unto me a Letter, 
The which 1 think I have fl: in ray Pocket. 
Now may [ read it, for 4 now have leiſure, 
And this I take it is. [He reads the Letter. 
My Lord, come not this Niet to Lambeth, 
For if you do, your State is overt rown. 
and muck I doubt your Life, and if” you came 
Then if you lade your ſelf, ſtay where you are. 
O God, had I but read this Letter, 
Then had I been free from the Lion's Paw: 
Deterring thi is to read until to Morrow, 
L ipurn'd at Joy, and did embrace my Sorrow. 
Enter 650 Lieutenant of the i ower and Officer. 


Now, Maſter Lieutenant, when's this Day of Death? 


Lieu. Alas, my Lord, would I might never ſee it: 
Here are the Dukes of Suffolk, and of Norfolk, ? 
Wincheſter, Bedford, and Sir Kichard Ratclif, 
With others, but why they come l know not. 
Crom. No matter wherefore, Cromwell is prepar'd, 
| by For 


— 3 > * — 5 þ AS. 
8 8 \ 
— ee ˙ A ² . cz — — 5 


mw, 


— 21 


2 et a0 OE ET 
3 Th mm ear FS var 5 wh. —— 


— 


—_ — 
ä—D—— — ——— — 4 * 
l N - * - 2 — g — — 2 
= r CT br + - 34260 . 
— — — 


— 3 Ae —— 
33 — 
* * 
2 . 


. 1 amy a = ä 
5 - 5 fe 
—  eoooentns . 
— —— ——— — 
* renee — 
* ” TH. "I 
yo aA — * 2 * 5 we 


46 The Life and Death 
For Gardiner has my Life and Rate inſnar'd: 
Bid them come in, er, you ſhall do them wrong, 
For here ſtands he, whom ſcme think lives too long 
Learning kills Learning, and inſtead of Ink 
To dip his Pen, Cromavel/'s Heart-blood doth drink, 
Enter all the Nobles. : 
or. Good morrow, Cromavell, what, alone ſo ſad 
Crom. One good among you, none of you are bad. 
For my part, it beſt fits me be alone, 
Sadneſs with me, not I with any one. 
What, is the King acquainted with my Cauſe? 
Nor. We have, and he hath anſwered us, my Lord. 
Crom. How ſhall I come to ſpeak with him myſelt? 
Gard. The King is fo advertiſed of your Guilt, 
He will by no means admit you to his Preſence. 
Crom. No way admit me! am I fo ſoon forgot? 
Did he but yelterday embrace my Neck, 
And ſaid that Cromave// was even half himfelf, 
And are his Princely Ears fo much bewitch'd 
With ſcanda'cus Ignominy, and {land'rous Speeches, 
That now he doth deny to look on me? 
Well, my Lord of Viucbeſter, no doubt but you 
Are much in Favour with his Majeſty, 4 
Will you bear a Letter from me to his Grace? 
Gar. Pardon me, I'll bear no | raitor's Letters. 
Crom. Ha, will you do this kindneſs then? 
Tell him by word of Mouth what I ſhall ſay to you, 
Gar. 'I hat will J. | 
Crom. But on j; our Honour will you? 
Gar. Ay, on my Honour. 
Crom. Bear witneſs, Lords. 
Tell him, when he hath known you, 
And try'd your Faith but half ſo much as mine, 
He'll find you to be the fa.ieſt hearted Man 
In England: Pray tell him this. 8 
Bed. Be patient. good my Lord, in theſe Extremeties. 
Crom. My kind and honourable Lord of Beafora, 
I know your Honour always lov'd me well, 
But, pardon me, this ſtill ſhall be my I heme, 
 Garainer's the cauſe thakes Cromavell fo extream: 
Sir Ralph Sadler, pray a word with you ; | 
Lou were my Man, and all that you poſſeſs 


Came 


* 
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ou, 


ies, 
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of Thomas Lord Cromwell. 47 

Came by my means, to requite all this, | 

Will you take this Letter here of me, 

And give it with your own Hands ta the King. 

Sad. I kiſs your Hand, and never will I ref, | 

Ere to the King this be delivered. Exit Sadler. 
Crom. Why yet Crommavell hath one Friend in ſtore. 
Gard. But all the haſte he makes ſnall be but vain; 

Here's a diſcharge for your Priſone, | 

To ſee him executed preſently : 

My Lord, you hefe the tenor cf your Life. 
Crom. I do embrace it, welcome my laſt date, 

And of this gliſtering World I take lait leave, 

And, Noble Lords, I take my leave of you: 

As willingly I go to meet with Death; 

As Gardiner did pronounce it with his Breath: 

From Treaſon is my Heart as white as Snow, 

My Death only procured by my Foe: 

I pray commend me to my Sovereign King, 

And tell him in what fort his Cromuvel! dy 'd, 

To loſe his Head before his Cauſe was try'd ; 

But let his Grace, when he ſhall hear my Name, 

day only this, Gardinen procur'd the ſame. 

| Enter young Cromwell. 
Lieu. Here is your Son come to take his leave. | 
Crom. To take his leave? Come hither, HarryCromwell 

Mark, Boy, the laſt words that I ſpeak to thee; | 

Flatter not Fortune, neither tawn upon her; 

Gape net for State, yet loſe no ſpark of Honour; 

Ambition. like the Plague, ſee thou eſchew it. 

I die for Treaſon, Boy, and never knew it; 

Yet let chy Faith as ſpotleſs be as mine, 


Come, go along and fee me leave my Breath, 
And Pl} leave thee upon the floor of Death. 
Son. O Father, I thall die to fee that Wound, | 
Your Blood being ſpilt will make my Heart to ſound. 
Crom. How, Boy, not lock upon the Axe? 
How ſhall I do then to have my Head ſtrook off? 
Come on, my Child, and fee the end of all, 
And after ſay, that Gardiner was my Fall. 
Card. My Lord you ſpeak it of an envious Heart, 
I have done no more than Law and Equity. 
Bed. O, my good Lord of Winchefer, forbear ; 
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It would better ſeemed you to been abſent, 
Than with your Words d:{turb a dying Man. 
Crom. Who me, my Lord? no: he diſturbs not me, 
My Mind he ſtirs not, tho* his mighty Shock 
Hath brought more Peers Heads down to tlie Block. 
Parewel, my Boy, all Cromavel] can bequcath, 
My hear:y Bleſſing, fo I take my leave. 
Han. lam your Death's Man, pray my Lord forgive: me. 
Cro.Ev'n with my*Soul, why Man thou art my Doctor, 
And bring'ſt me precious Phyſick for my Soul; 
My Lord of Þe/ord, I de The of you, 
Betcre my De.th, a corporal Embrace. 
[Bedford comes tu him, Cromwell emoraces bim. 
Farewell, great Lord, my Love I do comment : 
Ay Heart to yoo, my Soul to Heay'n I fend; 
T'his is my Joy, that Cer my Bod; fleet, 
Your koaour'd Arms is my true Windin: beet 
Farewell, dear Beaſord, my beace i- made in 
J hus falls g great Comuell a Poor E Bl in Jeng: ll, 
To ri to tinmea:ur'd height, Wring'd with new firengril, 
he Lands of Worms. which dying Men diicover, | 
* Soul is ſhrin'd with Heaven's Ce' Kia! cover 
Excunl- Cromwell aud the Cificers, and others, 
Bed. Well, farewell Croamaveli, tlie trueſt Fries. d 
That ever Bed/ord ſhall poſlcis again; 
Well, Lords, 1 fear wken this Man is 1 | 
You'll wiſh in vain that Crortarell ha EE 
i Enter ene avi Sho og Mead, 
Ofc Here is the Head of the Peceaſed Cromnuver!. 
Bed. Pray thee go hence, and bear his Head away, 
Unto his Body, inter them both ip Clay. | 
Euter “ir Kalph Sadler. 
Sad. How now, my Lol de, what is Lord Cromwell dead 
Bed. Lord Cromuwcle's Lody now doth want a Licad, 
Sad. O God, a little Speed had fav'd his Life, 
Here is àa kind Repr.eve come fioin the King, 
Jo bring him ſtraight unto his Majeſty. 
Suf. Ay, ay, Sir Ralph, REPTIEVSs come now too late. 
Gar. My Conſcience now tells me this Deed was ill; 
Would Chriſt that Croz.<vell were alive again. 
| Nor. Come let us tothe King, whom well [ know, 


Heav'n; 


Will grieve for Cros ib l. that dis Death was ſo. [Ex. en. 
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Ceres, 


ö | | 
1 


- Dramatis Perſona. 


Lonſo, King of Naples. 
Sebaſtian, his Brother. 
Proſpero, the right Dake of Millan. 
Anthonio, his Brother the uſurping Duke o 
Millan. 


Ferdinand, Son to the King of Naples. 
Gonzalo, an boneft old Counſellor. 
Adrian, and Franciſco, Lords. 


Caliban, a Salvage, and deformed Slave. 
Trinculo, a eſter. 


Stephano, a drunken Butler. | 
Maſter of a Ship, Boatſwain, and Mariners. 


Miranda, Daughter to Proſpero. 


Ariel, an aiery Spirit. 


Iris, 


* 


80 ENE, an nee za. 
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TEMPEST. 
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A tempeſturcs Noiſe of Thunder and Lightning heard 
Enter a Ship-maſter, and a Boatfwain. 


MlOatiwain. 2 | | 
Boatſ. Here Maſter: What cheer ? 
Mat. Good, ſpeak to th' Mariners: 
Fall too't, yarely, or we run our ſelves 

a- ground, beſtir, beſtir. 
| Enter Mariner. 


* 


_ Boar), Hey my Hearts, cheerly my Hearts; yare, 


yare ; take in the Top-lail ; tend to th' Maſter's Whiſtle; 
Blow till thou burſt thy Wind, if room enough. 
Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Ferdinand, 


Gonzalo, and others. 


Alon. Good Boatſwain have care : Where's the Maſter 2 


Play the Men. | 
Boat}. I pray now keep below. 7 > 
Ant. Where is the Maſter, Boatſwain ? 


Az | £ Boat,. 
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+. die TEMPEST. 
Boat. Do you not hear him? You mar our Labour: 
Keep your Cabins; you do aſſiſt the Storm. 
Sonx. Nay, good be patient. MEE. 
Boatſ. When the Sea is; hence. What care theſe Roa- 
rers for the Name of King? To Cabin; filence ; trou- 
ble us not... © | r 
Gonz. Good yet remember whom thou haſt aboard. 
my None that I love more than myſelf. You are a 
Counſellor ; if you can command theſe Elements to Si- 
lence, and work the Peace of the Preſent, we will not 
hand a Rope more; uſe your Authority: If you cannot, 
give thanks you have liv'd ſo long and make yourſelf 
ready in your Cabin for the Miſchance of the Hour, if 
it ſo hap. Cheerly good Hearts; Out of our way, I ſay. 
robes | OT INS it. 
.Gonz, I have great Comfort from this Fellow; methinks 
He hath no drowning Mark upon him; his Complexion is 
perfect Gallows. Stand faſt, good Fate, to his hanging; 
make the Rope of his Deſtiny our Cable, for our own 
doth little Advantage: If he be not born to- be hang'd, 
our Caſe is miſerable. 1 ot (Ex 
6 | Enter Boat ban. . 
Boat. Down with the Top- Maſt: Yare, lower, lower; 
bring her to try with Main Courſe. A Plague 
A cry within. Enter Sebaſtian, Anthonio, and Gonzalo, 
upon this Howling : they are louder than the Weather, 
or our Office. Yet again? what do you here ? Shall we 
ve o'er and drown ? Have you a Mind to fink ? 
Seba. A pox o' your Throat, you bawling blaſphe- 
mous, uncharitable Dog. _ . 
Boat. Work you then. Ei 
Ant. Hang Cur, havg, you Whoreſon inſolent Noiſe- 
maker; we are leſs afraid to be drown'd than thou art. 
- - Gons;, I'Il warrant him for drowning, tho' the Ship 
were no ſtronger than a Nut-ſhell, and as leaky as an un- 


ſtanch'd Wench. 5 3 | 
Boat. Lay her a hold, a hold; ſet her two Courſes off 


fo Sea again, lay her off. 
| Enter Mariners wet. 
Mar. All loft! to Prayers, to Prayers all loſt! 
Boat. What muſt our Mouths be cold } 
N . 


for an Acre of barren Ground: Long Heath, brown Furze 


(. Of thee my dear one, thee my Daughter) Who 
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Gor. The King and Prince are at Prayers, 15 s aſſiſt 


them, for our Caſe is as theirs. 

Seb. I'm oat of Patience. 

Ant. Weare meerly cheated of our Lives by Den 
This wide-chopt Raſeal would thou might'it lie 
drowning the waſhing of ten Tides. 

Gon. He'll be hang'd yet, 
Tho] every drop of Water ſwear againſt it, 
And gape at wid ſt to glut him. [4 * Noiſe e 
Mercy on us. 
We ſplit, we {plit : Farewel my Wife 100 Children, 
Farewel Brother: We ſplit, we ſplit, we ſplit. 

Ant. Let's all fink with the K: ng. 

Seb. Let's take leave of him. [Exit. 

Gon. Now would I give a thouſand Furlongs of Sea 


any thing; the Wills above be done, but I would faindie 


a dry Death. : © nh 
3 C E NE II. 


Fan- Proſpero and Miranda. 


Mira. If by our Art (my deareſt Father) you have 
Put the wild Waters in this Roar, allay them: 
The Sky it ſeems would pour down ſtinking Pitch, 
But that the Sea, mounting to th' Welkins Cheek, 
Daſhes the Fire out O! I have ſuffered 
With thoſe that I ſaw ſuffer: A brave Veſſe!l 
(Who had, no doubt, ſome noble Creature in her) 
Daſh'd all to Pieces. Oh! the Cry did knock 
Againſt my very Heart: Poor Souls, they periſhed, 
Had I been any God of Power, I would 
Have ſunk the Sea within the Earth, or e'er 
It ſhould the good Ship ſo have (wallow'd, and 
The fraughting Souls within her. 

Pro. Be collected; 

No more Amazement; tell your piteous Heart, 

There's no harm done. 

Mira. O wo, the Day! 

Pro. No harm. - | 

J have done nothing but in care bet thee 


Art ignorant of what chou art, nought knowing 
4 3 
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Of whence I am; nor that I am more better 
Than Preſpero, Maiter of a full your: Cell, 
And thy no greater Father. 
Ira, More to know 
Did never meddle with thy Thoughts, 
Pro. Tis time 
I ſhould inform thee farther. Lend thy Hand, 
And pluck my magick Garment from me: So ! 
Lie there my Art. Wipe thou thine Eyes, have Comfort. 
The direful Spectacle of the Wrack, which touch'd 
The very Virtue of Compaſſion in thee, 
J have with ſuch Compaſſion in mine Art 


So ſafely order'd, that there is no Soul loft, 
No not ſo much Perdition as an Hair 


Betide to any Creature in the Veſſel | 
Which thou heard'ſt cry, which thou ſa w'ſt ſink: Sit 


For thou muſt now know farther. (ldown, 


Mira. Vou have often 
Begun to tell me what J am, but ſtopt, 
And let me to the bootleſs Inquiſition; 


Concluding, Stay, not yet. 


Pro. The Hour's now come, 


The very Minute bids thee ope thine Ear, 


Obey, and be attentive. Canſt thou remember 
A time before we came unto this Cell ? 
F do not think thou canſt, for than waſt not 


Out three Years old. 


Mira. Certainly, Sir, I can. 
Pro. By what? by any other Houſe, or Perſon 7 
Of any thing the Image, tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy Remembrance. | 
Mira. Tis far off; 
And rather like a Dream, than an Aſſurance 
That my Remembrance warrants. Had I not 
Four or five Women once that tended me ? | 
Pro. Thou hadſt, and more, Miranda: But how is it 
That this lives in thy Mind? What ſeeſt thou elſe 
In the dark backward: and Abyſme of, Time 
If thou remembreſt ought e'er thou cam'ſt here, 
How thou cam'ſt here thou map ft. | 


Mira, But that T da not. 
Pro. 


The TEMPEST, — 
Pro. Twelve Year ſince, Miranda, twelve Year ſince 
Thy Father was the Duke of Millan, and | 
A Prince of Power. | 

Mira. Sir, are not you my Father ? 

Pro. Thy Mother was a piece of Virtue, and 
She faid thou waſt my Daughter; and thy Father 
Was Duke of Millan, and his only Heir | 
And Princeſs ;-no worſe iflu'd, 

Mira. O the Heav'ns, ; 
What foul Play had we that we came from thence ? 
Or bleſſed was't we did? 

Pro. Both, both, my Gurl : 

By foul Play {as thou ſayeſt) were we heav'd thence, 
But bleſſed holp hither. | | 

Mira. O my Heart bleeds 
To think o'th' teene that I have turn'd you to, 
Which is from my Remembrance. Pleaſe you, farther, 

Pro. My Brother and thy Uncle, call'd Anthonis 
I pray thee mark me, that a Brother ſhould | 
Be ſo perfidious! He, whom next thy ſelf 
Of all the World I lov'd, and to him put 
The Manage of my State; as at that time 
Through all the Signories it was the firſt, 

And Praſpero the prime Duke, being ſo reputed 
In Dignity ; and for the Liberal Arts, 

Without a Parallel ; thoſe being all my Study ;. 
The Government I cait upon my Brother, 
And to my State grew Stranger, being tranſported 
And rapt in ſecret Studies. 'I'hy falſe Uncle 
{Doſt thou attend me)? : 1 

Mira. Sir, moſt heedfully. : | 

Pro. Being once perfected how to grant Suits, 
How to deny them; whom t'advance, and whom 
To traſh for over-topping ; new created | | 
The Creatures that were mine; I ſay, or chang'd em, 
Or elſe new form'd em; having both the Key 
Of Officer and Office, ſet all Hearts o'th* State 
To what Tune pleas'd his Ear, that now he was 
The Ivy which had hid my princely 'Trunk. 
And ſuckt my Verdure out on't Thou attend'ſt not? 

Mira. O good Sir. I do. „ ; 

Pro. I pray thee mark me. 
| x: I thus 
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J thus neglecting worldly Ends, all dedicated 

To Cloſeneſs, and the bettering of my Mind 
With that which but by being retired | 

O'er. priz d all popular rate; in my falſe Brother 
Awak'd an evil Natuie, and my Truit, | 
Like a good Parent, did beget of him 

A Falſhood in its contrary, as great 

As my Truſt was ; which had indeed no Limit, 
A Confidence fans bound. He being thus Lorded, 
Not only with what my Revenue yielded, 

But what my Power might elſe exact; like one 
Who having into Truth, by telling of it, 

Made ſuch a Sinner of his Memory 

To credit his own Lie, he did believe 5 

He was indeed the Duke, out o' th' Subſtitution 
And executing th' outward Face of Royalty 

With all Prerogative. Hence his Ambition growing---- 
Doſt thou here ? . | 

Mira. Your Tale, Sir, would cure Deafneſs. 

Pro. To have no Screen between this Part he plaid, 
And him he plaid it for, he needs will be 
Abſolute Millan; me, poor Man, my Library 
Was Dukedom large enough ; of temporal Royalties 
He thinks me now incapable. Contederates | 
(So dry he was for Sway) wi' th' King of Naples 
Io give him annual Tribute, do him Homage, 
Subject his Coronet to his Crown, and bend | 
The Dukedom yet unbow'd (alas poor Millan “) 

To much ignoble ſtooping. | 

Mira. Oh the Heav'ns! 5 

Pro. Mai k his Condition, and th' Event, tlien tell me 
If this might be a Brother. 

Mira. ] ſhould fin, 


To think but nobly of my Grand- mother: 


Good Wombs have born bad Sons. 

Pro. Now the Condition: | 
This King of Naples being an Enemy 
To meinveterate, harkens my Brother's Suit; 
Which was, That he in lieu o' th' Premiſes, 

Of Homage, and I know not how much Tribute, 
Should preſentl7 extirpate me and mine 
Out of the Dukedom, and confer fair Millan, * 

| It 
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With all the Honours, on my Brother. Whereon 
A treacherous Army levi'd, one Midnight, 
| Fated to th' Purpoſe, did Antbonis open 
The Gates of Millan, and i' th' dead of Darkneſs 
The Miniſter for th* Purpoſe hurry'd thence 
Me, and thy crying ſelf. 
Mira. Alack for pity !_ 
I not remembring how I cry'd out then 
Will cry it o'er again; it is a hint 
That wrings mine Eyes to't. 
Pro. Hear a little further, 
And then I'll bring thee to the preſent Buſineſs 
Which now's upon's, without the which this Story 
Were moſt impertinent. | | 
Mira. Wherefore did they not 
That Hour deſtroy us ? 
Pero. Well demanded, Wench; | 
My Tale provokes that Queſtion. Dear, they durſt not; 
So dear the Love my People bore me: Nor ſet 
A Mark fo bloody on the Buſineſs ; but 
With Calours fairer painted their foul Ends, 
In few ; they hurried us aboard a Bark, | 
Bore us ſome Leagues to Sea, where they prepard 
A retten Carcaſs off a Boat, not rigg'd, | 
Nor Tackle, ror Sail, nor Maſt; the very Rats 
Inſtinctively had quit it : There they hoiſt us 
To cry to th? Sea that roar'd to us; to figh 
To thi Winds, whoſe Pity ſighing back again 
Did us but loving Wrong. 
Mira. Alack / what Trouble 
Was I then to you? 
Pro. O! a Cherubim WES 
Thou waſt that did preſerve me: Thou didſt ſmile, 
Infuſed with a Fortitude from Heav'n, 
When I have deck'd the Sea with Drops full ſalt, 
Under my Burthen groan'd, which raid in me 
An undergoing Stomach, to bear up : 
Againſt what ſhould enſue, | 
Mira. How came we aſhore ? 
Pro. By Providence divine ; | 
Some Food we had, and ſome freh Water, that 
5 At A no- 
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A noble Neapolitan Gonzalo, | . 
| Out of his Charity (who being then beine G 
Maſter of this Deſign) did give us, with | G 
Rich. Garments, 3 af] Stuffs, and Neceſſaries 1 ( 
Which ſince have fleeded much. So of his Gentleneſs, , 
Knowing I lov'd my Books, .he futniſhed me ( 
From my own Library, with Volumes, that c 
I prize above my Dukedom. \ 
Mira. Would I might 
But ever ſee that Man. \ 
Pro. Now I ale, « 


Sit fill, and hear the la of our Sea-ſorrow, | 
Here in this Iſland we arriv'd, and here 
Have I, thy School- maſter, made thee more profit | : 
'Than other Princes can, that have more time | 
For vainer Hours, and Tutors not ſo careful. | F 

Mira. Heav'ns thank you for't ; and now I pray you,, 
For {till tis beating in my. Mind) your Reaſon ir, \ 
For raifing this Sea ftorm ? — 

Pro. Know thus far forth, 1% 
By Accident moſt firange, bountiful Fortune | 
(Now my dear Lady) hath mine Enemies 12 
Brought to this Shore: And by my Preſcience 
I find, my Zenith doth depend upon | | 
A moſt auſpicious Star, whoſe Influence , 
If now I court not, but omit, my Fortunes = 
Will ever after droop : Here ceaſe more Queſtions, 1 
Thou art inclin'd to ſleep. Is a good Dulneſs, | | 
And give it way; I know thou can'it not chuſe. | 
Come away, Servant, come; I am ready now, 
Approach, my Ariel. Come. 

Enter Ariel. 

Ari. All hail, great Maſter, grave Sir, hail? I come 
To anſwer thy beſt Pleaſure. Be it to ff; 
To ſwim, to dive into the Fire; to ride 
On the curkd Clouds: to thy ſtrong bidding, taſe 

Ariel, and all his Quality. e 

Pro. Haſt thou, Spixit, | | 

Perlorm'd to point the Tempeſt thas I bad ce > 
i. Fo every Article. | 
1 boarded the King's Ship. Now on the Beak, 
I in the 1 the Peck, in ery 1 
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I flam'd Amazement. Sometimes I'Id divide, 
And burn in many Places; on the Top- maſt, 
The Yards and Bolt-ſprit, would I flame diſtinctly, 
Then meet, and join. Fove's Lightning the Precurſers 
O'th' dreadful Thunder Claps, more momentary 
And Sight out- running were not; the Fire and Cracks 
Of ſulphurous roaring, the moſt mighty Neptune 
Seem'd to beſiege, and make his bold Waves tremble, 
Vea, his dread Trident ſhake. | 
Pro. My brave Spirit, 
Who was ſo firm, ſo conſtant, that this Col 
Would not infec his Reaſon? 
Ari. Not a Soul | 
But felt a Feaver of the Mind, and plaid 
Some tricks of Deſperation: All but Mariners 
Plung'd in the foaming Brine, and quit the Veſſel, 
Then all a fire with me: The King s Son Ferdinand 
With Hair up- ſtaring (then like Reeds, not Hair) 
Was the firſt Man that leapt; cry'd Hell! is empty, 
And all the Devils are here. | 
Pro. Why that's my Spirit, 
But was not this nigh Shore? 
Ari. Cloſe by, my Maſter. 
Pro. But are they, Ariel, ſaſe? 
Ari, Not a Hair periſhed : 
On their ſuſtaining Garments not a Blemiſh, 
But freſher than before; and as thou badſt me, 
In Troops J have di;pers'd them bout the Iſle: 
The King's Son have I landed by himſelf, 
Whom I left cooling of the Air with Sighs, 
In an odd Angle of the Iſle, and ning, 
His Arms in this ſad Knot. 
Hro. Of the King's Ship, 
The Mariners, {ay how thou haſt diſpos'd; 
And all the reſt o' tht Fleet ? | 
Ari. Safely in Harbour, | 
Is the King's Ship; in the deep Nook. ae once 
Thou call'dſt me up at Midnight, to fetch Dew 
From the ſtill- vext Ber nobtbes, there ſhe's hid: 
The Mariners all under Hatches ſtowed, 
Who, with a Charm joined to their ſuffered Lubseng 
| have = aſleep; and for the reſt o th' Fleet 
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(Which I diſpers'd) they all have met again, 
And are upon the Mediterranean Flote, | 

Bound ſadly heme for Naples, 

Suppoſing that they ſaw the King's Ship gelte. 

And his great Perſon periſh. 

Pro, Ariel, thy Charge 

Rxadtly 3 is perform'd ; but there's more Work : 

What is the Time 0'th' Day? 

Ari. Paſt the mid Seaſon; _ 

Pro. At leaſt two Glaſſes : The time 'twixt ſix and now 
Muſt by us both be ſpent moſt precioully. 

Ari. Is there more Toil ? Since thou doſt give me Pains, 
Let me remember thee what thou haſt promiſed, 
Which is not yet perform'd me. 

Pro. How now? moodie? 
What i is't thou canſt demand? 
Ari. My Liberty. 
Pro. Before the time be out? No more. 
Ari. 1 prethee 83 
Remember I have 185 thee worthy Service; | 
Told thee no Lies, made no Miſtakings, ſerv'd 
Without or Grudge, or Grumblings; chan didit promiſe 
To bate me a full Vear. 
Pro. Doſt thou forget 
Front what a men 1 did free thee? 
Ari. No, 
Pro. Thou oft; and thinkeſt it much to mine the Ooze 
Of the ſalt Deep; 
To-run upon — ſharp Wind of the ech, 
Jo do me Buſineſs in the Ven N Earth | 
When it is bak d with Froſt. 
Ari. ] do not, Sir. 
Pra. Thou lieſt malignant Thing: Haſt thou forgot 
_ The foul Witch Sycorax, Who with Age and Envy 
Was grown into a Hoop ? Maſt thou forgot her? 
Ari. No, Sir. 
Pro. Thou haſt : where was ſhe Wr ſpeaks tell me, 
Ari. Sir, in Argier. . 
Pro. Oh, was ſhe ſo? I muſh _ 
Once in a Month recount what thou haſt been, n 
Which thou forgeteſt. This 222 Witch Herre, : 
| . | wege 5 


— 


” as — 3 


PP ( 20 YE VO TR CONES 


"Mo 


PT 


The TEMPEST. 8 


For Miſchiefs manifold, and Sorceries terrible 

To enter human Hearing, from Argier es 
Thou know'ſt was baniſh'd : For one thing ſhe did 
They would not take her Life. Is this not true 

Ari, Ay, Sir. | | 1 

Pro. This blue- ey d Hag was hither brought with Child, 
And here was left by th' Sailors: thou my Slave, 

As thou report'ſt thy ſelf, was then her Servant, 

And, for thou waſt a Spirit too delicate 

To act her earthly and abhorr'd Commands, 

Refuſing her grand Heſts, ſhe did confine thee, 

By help of her more potent Miniſters, 

And in her moſt unmitigable Rage, 

Into a cloven Pine; within which Rift 
Impriſon'd, thou didſt painfully remain 

A dozen Years, within which Space ſhe dy'd, 
And left thee there: Where thou didſt vent thy Groans | 
As faſt as Mill wheels ftrike. Then was this Iſland 

(Save for the Son that ſhe did litter here HR 
A frekel'd Whelp, hag-born) not honour'd with 

A human Shape. 3 

Ari. Ves; Caliban her Son. 

Pro. Dull Thing, I ſay ſo: He that Caliban 
Whom now I keep in Service. Thou beſt know'ſt 
What Torment I did find thee in; thy Groans 
Did make Wolves how), and penetrate the Breaſts 


* 


Of ever- angry Bears; it was a Torment 


To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax 

Could not again undo : It was mine Art, 

When I arriv'd, and heard thee, that made. gape 
The Pine, and let thee out. | | 

Ari. I thank thee, Maſter. 

Pro, If thou more murmur', I will rend an Oak 
And peg thee in his knotty Entrails, till > | 
Thou haſt howl'd away twelve Winters. 

Ari. Pardon, Mafter. 4 | 
F will be correſpondent to Command, 

And do my Spriting gently. | 

Pro. Do ſo: And after two Days 
J will diſcharge thee. 

Ari. That's my noble Maſter : 


What ſhall I do? Say what? What ſhall I do? 


Pro. 
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With Diligence. 
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Pro, Go make thyſelf ] like to a Nymph o th' Sea. 
Be ſubject to no Sight but mine: Inviſible 
To every Eye: ball elſe. Go take this Shape, 
And hither come in't: Go hence 
[Exit Ariel 


Awake, dear Heart awake, chou haſt wept wel, 


Awake. \ 

Mira. The Strangeneſs of your Story pat 
Heavineſs in me. 

Pro. Shake it off: Come on, 


We'll viſit Calban, my Slave, who never 


Yields us kind anſwer. | 
Mira. 'Tis a Villain, Sir, I do not 
Pro. But as te 
We cannot miſs him: He does racks our Fi ire, 
Fetch in our Wood, and ſerves Offices - (| 
That prefit us. What hoa ! Slave! Caliban 
Thou Earth thou !' ſpeak. 
Cal. (within. Y There's Wood enough . 
Pro. Come forth, I ay, there's other Buſineſs for thee. 


Onto thou Tortoys, when 
Enter Ariel like a Water- Nymph. 


Fine Apparition 3 ; duaint An iel, 
Heark in thine S ; 


„„ [Exit. 


Pf. Thou poifonons Slave, got by the Devil himfelf 
Upon thy wicked Dam; come forth. 
| Enter Caliban. 


Cal. As wirke Dew, as é er my Mother bruſh'd 
With Ravens Feather form unwh dom: Fenn: 


| Drop on you both: A South: Weſt blow on ye, 


And bliſter ye all oer. 
- Pro. For this, be ſure „e Night thou ak have Cramps, 


Side-flitches, that ſha pen thy Breath up, Urchins 
Shall, for that Vaſt of Night that they may work, 
All exerci:e on thee. Thou ſbalt be pinchd 
As thick as Honey. eomb. each Pinch more n, 
Than Bees that made em. 

Cal. I muſt eat my Dinner: 


This Iſland's mine by Sycorax my "RAR 11 
Thou 


Which thou tak it ods.” me. When thou cameſt Sit 


love 1 to look on. 
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Thou duoak dit me, and mad'ſt much of me; Would ſt give 


Water with Berries in't; and teach me how [me 
To name the Bigger Light, and how the leſs, 

That burn by Day and Night: And then I lov'd thee, 
And ſhewed thee al! the Qualities o' the Ile, 


Fhe frefh Springs, Brine-pits ; barren Place and fertile. 


Curs'd be I that I did fo! All the Charms 
Of Sycorax ; Toads, Beetles, Bats light on you! 
For I am all the Subjects that you have, | 
Which firſt was mine own King: And here you ſty me 
In this hard Rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The reſt of the Iſland, 

Pro. Thou moſt lying Slave, | 
Whom Stripes may move, not Kigdneſs; I have we'd thee 
(Filth as thou art) with human Care, and lodg'd 
In mine own Cell, till thou didſt ſeek to violate" 


The Honour of my Child, 


Cal. Oh, oh, oh, oh, would't. had been ane * 
Thou didſt prevent me, I had peopled elſe 
This Ifle with Calibans.- 

Mira. Abhorred Slaye z 
Which any Print of 8 vil not take. 
Being capable of all: I pitied thee, © 
Took Pains to make thee ſpeak, taught thee each Hon 
One thing or other: When thou didſt not, Savage, 
Know thine own Meaning; but would'ſt gabble, like 
A thing moſt brutiſh, I endow'd thy Purpoſes 
With Words that made them known. But thy vie Race 
[Fho' thou did learn) had that in't, which good Natures 


Could not abide to be with; therefore waſt thou 


Deſervedly confin'd into this Rock, who hadſt 


Deſerv'd more than a Priſon, 


Cal. Vou taught me Language, and my Profit on 't 
Is, I know how to curſe: The Red Plague rid you 
For learning me your Language. 

Por. Hag. ſeed, hence! 


Fetch us in Fewei, and be quick; thou wer't beſt 


Jo anſwer other Buſimeſs Shrug'ſt thou, Malice ? 

If thou neglect'ſt, or doſt unwillingly - 

What I command, Pl rack thee with old Cramps, | 
Fil all thy Bones with Aches, make thee roar, 
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That Beaſts ſhall tremble at thy din. 

Cal. No, pray thee. 

I muſt obey, his Art is of ſuch Power, 

It would controul my Dam's God Setebos, 
And make a Vaſſal of him. P 
Pro. So Slave, hence. [Exit Caliban, 


Enter F erdanand, and Ariel inviſible, playing and fingins. 


„ N. 
7 unto theſe yellow Sands, | 
And then tate Hands, 
Curt. ſied auhen you have, and aift, 
The awild Waves whiſt; © 
| Foot it ſeatly here and Pete and feet Sprights bear 


_ N — — — — 1 — — —„ — — 
— 4 a * * * e —— — — A 
2 IR 9 2 2 — - 
ag, : bj ag — * . * — — ” — - — — 
— — — „EEA ͤ r — — — — 
: . 0 > 28 — — 
8 CE" _— I". eng 2 
N * 85 — 
2 
0 


The Burt hen. | {Burthen + wan 
Hark bark bough- waugh: The IWatch-Dogs bark 
_ Bough-wawygh. : 
| Ari. Hark hark, I EY . 
The Strain of Hrutting Chanticlere, 
; Cry Cock-adoadle-do, . | ? 
| Fer. Where ſhould this Muſick be? I'th' Air or th' 1 
It ſounds no more: And ſure it waits upon 0 Earth? 7 
Some God o'th' Iſland, fitting on a Bank, 
Weeping again the King my Father's Wreck, ( 
This Muſick crept by me upon the Waters, 
Allaying both their Fury, and my Paſſion | B 
With its ſweet Air: Thence I. have follow'd it, 
Or it hath drawn 5 eb but lis . 
No, it begins: again. EUN abies tor i v 
| | EI SORE” 3 
Frͤuꝛll Fathom ſſve thy Father lies, _ | 
Of his Bones are Coral made | T 
Theſe are Pearls that avere his Eyes, A 
Nothing of | him that doth fade, | v 
But dot lh ſi ger a Sen change, 18 | T 


Dnto Jomething rich, aud fir ange. | 


f Sea W hourly ring his Kell, 
{Burthen; ding dong. A1 


Hat now 7 bear thaw, ding- dong Bell. * 
er. 
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Fer. The Ditty does remember my drown'd Father: 
'This 15 no-mortal Buſineſs, nor no Sound 
That the Earth owes : I hear it now above me. | 
Pro. The fringed Curtains of thine Eye advance, | 
And ſay what thou fee'ſt yond. | 1 
Mira. What is't, a Spirit? | '} 
Lord, how it looks about ! Believe me, Sir, 
It carries a brave Form. But tis a Spirit. ö 
Pro. No Wench it eats, and ſleeps, and hath ſuchSenſes 0 
As we have; ſuch. This Gallant which thou ſeeſt | | 
Was in this Wreck: And but he's ſomething ſtain'd | 
With Grief (that Beauty's Canker) thou might'| call him {8 
A goodly Perſon. He hath loſt his Fellows, 1 
And ſtrays about to find em. W 
Mira. I might call him | 7 
A Thing divine, for nothing natural | if 
I ever ſaw ſo noble. | 
5 Pro. It goes on, I ſee, Az 
As my Soul prompts it. Spirit, fine Spirit, I'll free thee 
Within two Days for this. © 27 . 
Fer. Moſt ſure the Goddeſs 2, 
| On whom theſe Ayres attend! Vouchſafe my Pray'r 
i, May know if you remain upon this Iſland, 
- And that you will ſome pood Inſtruction give 
a How I may bear me here: My prime Requeſt 
(Which I do laſt pronounce) is, O you Wonder, 
If you be made or no? 
Mira. No Wonder, Sir, 
But certainly a Maid. 
Fer. My Language! Heav'ns ! 
I am the beſt of them that ſpeak this . 
Were I but where tis ſpoken, 
Pro. How ? the beſt ? 
What wert thou if the King of Naples heard hood 
Fer. A ſingle thing, as I am now, that wonders 
To hear thee ſpeak of Naples. He does hear me; 
And that he does, I weep: My ſelf am Naples, 
Who with mine Eyes (never ſince at Ebb) beheld 
The King my Father wrackt. | 
Mira. Alack, for Mercy ! 
| Fer. Yes faith, and all his Lords ; the Duke of Millan 
ng. And his brave Son ; being twain, 5 
ro. 
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Pro. The Duke of Millan. 
And his more braver Daughter could e thee, 
If now were fit to do't : at the firſt Sight 
They have chang'd Eyes: Delicate Ariel, 
PI ſet thee free for this. A Word, good Sir, 
- I fear you have done yourſelf forae Wrong , 'A Word, 
> Mira. Why ipeaks my Father fo ungently ? ? no 
Is the third Man that &er I faw ; the firſt | 
That cer I ſigh'd for: Pity move my Father 
To be inclin'd my way. | 
Fer. O, if a Virgin, 
And your Affection not gone forth; Il 1 you 
The Queen of Naples. | 
Pro. Soft Sir, one Word more. 
They are both in either's Pow'r : But this uin Buſine' $ 
I muſt uneaſy make, left too light winning 
Make the Prize light. One Word more; I charge thee 
That thou attend me; thou doſt here uſur 
The Name thou oweſt not, and haſt put thyſelf 
Upon this 1ſl:nd, as a Spy. to win it 8 
From me, the Lond on 
Fer. No, a8-1 a Man. 5 
Mira. There's nothing ill can dwell in fuch a Temple 
If the ill Spirit have fo fair a Houſe, 
Good things will ſtrive to dwell with't. 
Pro. Follow me. 
Speak you not for him: He's a Nair. Come, 
Vil manacle thy Neck and Feet together; 
Sea Water ſhalt thou drink, thy Food ſhall be | 
The freſh-brook Muſc'es, wither'd Roots, and Hutks 
Wherein the Acorn cradled. Foliow. 
Fer. No, 
I will reſiſt uch Entertainment, *ill | 
Mine Enemy has more Pow'r. 
[He draws, and is charmed from vir. 
Mira. O dear Father, 
Make not too rath a Trial of him; for 
He's gentle and not fearful. 
Pro. What I ſay, | 
My Foot my 'Tutor ? Put thy S wor 4 op, Traitor, 
Who mak? a Shew, but dar'ſt not ftrike ; thy Conſcience | 
Is poſſeſt with Guilt ? Come from thy Ward, 
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The TEMPEST. 19 
For I can here diſarm thee with this Stick, 
And make thy Weapon drop. 

Mira. Beſeech you, Father. 

Pro. Hence: Hang not on my Garment. 

Mira, Sir, have Pity; | 
Til be his Surety. 

Pro. Silence; one Word more — 5 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What 
An Advocate for an Impoſtor? Hun! 

Thou think'ſt there are no more ſuch Shapes as he, 
(Having ſeen but him and Caliban fooliſh Wench, 


To th'moſt of Men this is a Caliban, 


And they to him are Angels. 

Mira. My Affections 
Are the moſt humble: I have no Ambition 
To ſee a goodlier Man. 

Pro. Come.on, obey : 
Thy Nerves are in their alley a again, 
And have no Vigour in them. | 

Fer. So they are: 
My Spirits, as in a Dream, are all ud up. 
My Father's loſs, the Weakneſs which I feel, 
The Wrack of all my F riends, and this Man's Threats 


To whom I. am ſubdu'd, are but light to me, 


Might I but through my Priſon once a Day 
Behold this Maid: All Corners elſe o“ th* Earth 
Let Liberty make uſe of; Space enough 
Have I, in ſuch a Priſon. 

Pro. It works: Come on. 
Thou haſt done well, fine Ariel: Follow me, 
Hark what tliou elſe ſhalt do me. 

Mira. Be of comfort, 
My Father's of a better Nature, Sir, 22 
Than he appears by Speech: This is unwonted | 
Which now came from him. 

Po. Thou ſhalt be as free | 
As Mountain Winds ; but then exactly do 


All Points of my Command. 


Ari. To th' Syllable. 


Pro. Come follow : Speak not for him. —[Exeunt. 
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ATT ͤĩ 1. 
Euter Alonzo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, Adrian, 
Franciſco, and others. 


Gorrz Eſeech you Sir, be merry : You have Caufe 
(So have we all) of Joy; for our Eſcape 
Is much beyond our Loſs; our Hint of Woe 
Is common every Day, ſome Sailors Wife, 
The Maſters of ſome Merchant, and the Merchant 
Have juſt our Theam of Woe: But for the Miracle, 
T mean our Preſervation) few in Millions 
Can ſpeak like us: Then wiſely, good Ws weigh 
Our Sorrow with our Comfort, 
Alon Prithee Peace. 
Seb. He receives Comfort like cold 8 
The Viſitor will not give over ſo. 
Seb. Look, he's winding up the Watch of his Wit. 
By and by it will ſtrike. 
Gon. Sir. 
Seb. On: Tell. 
Gon. When every Grief is entertain d 
That' s offer; d; comes to the Entertainer 
Seb. A Dolour. 
Gon. Dolour comes to him indeed, you have ſpoken 
truer than you propos'd. 
Seb. You have taken it wiſelier than I meant you 
Gon. Therefore, i [ſhould. 
Ant. Fie, what a Spend- thrift is he of his Tongue ? 
Alon, 1 prithee ſpare, 
Gon. Well, I have done: But yet—— 
Seb. He will be talking. | 
Ant. W hich of them, he, or Adrian, for a good Wager, 
Firſt begins to crow? 
Seb. The old Cock. | N 1 
Ant. The Cockrell. 3 3 
Seb. Done: The Wager? 
Ant. A Laughter. | g 
Seb. A Match. 
Adr. Though this Iſland ſeem to be deſart—— 
Seb. Ha, ha, ha. 
Ant. So: You're paid. 
Adr. Uninhabitable, and NI oft acc 


m, 


JTemperance. | 


Seb. As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. 


How green ? 


beyond Credit 


jn the Sea, hold notwithſtanding their treſhneſs and gloſſes 

being rather new dy'd than flain'd with ſalt Water. 

not ſay he lies? 8. | 
Seb. Ay, or very falſly pocket up his Report. | 

King's fair Daughter Car: 


our Return. 


ragon to their Queen. 


that. She was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 


The TEMPEST. 


Seb. Yet. 
Adr. vet. | 

Ant. He could not miſs't. | 

Adr. It muſt needs be of ſubtle, tender, and delicate 


Ant. Temperance was a delicate Wench. 
Seb, Ay, and a ſubtle, as he moſt learnedly deliver'd. 
Adr. The Air breaths upon us here moit ſweetly. 


Ant Or, as 'twere perfumed by a Fen. 

Gon. Here is every Thing advantagious to Life. 

Ant. True, ſave Means to live. 5 8 

Seb. Of that there's none or little. I 

Gon. How luſh and luſty the Grais looks? 

Ant, The Ground indeed is tawny, 

Seb. With an Eye of green in't. 

Ant. He miſſegnot much. 

Seb. No: He does but miſtake the Truth totally. 
Gon. But the Rarity of it is, which is indeed almoſt 


Seb. As many voucht Rarities are. 
Gon. That our Garments, being (as they were) drencht 


Ant. If but one of his Pockets could ſpeak, would it 


Gon, Methinks our Garment are now as freſh as when | | 


we put them on firſt in Aﬀrich, at the Marriage of the 


el, to the King of Tunis. 
Seb. Twas a ſweet Marriage, and we proſper well in 


Adr. Tunis was never grac'd before with ſuch a Pa- h 


Gon. Not ſince Widow Dido's time. | 
Ant. Widow? a Pox o'that: How came that Widow 


in? Widow Dido! | 


Seb. What if he had ſaid Widower neas too 


Good Lord, how you take it / 47 | 


Adr. Widow Dido, ſaid you? You make me ſtudy of 
| Gon, | 
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Gon. This Tunis, Sir, was Carthage. 
Aar. Carthage? = 
Gon. I aſſure you Carthage, 
Ant, His Word is more than the miraculous Harp. 
Seb. He hath rais'd the Wall, and Houſes too. | 
Ant. What impoſſible matter will he Make eaſy next ? 
Seb. I think he will carry this Iſland home in his 
Pocket, and give it his Son for an Apple. ; 
Ant. And lowing the Kernels of it in the Sea, brin 
forth more Iſlands. 
Gon, Ay. 1 
Ant. Why in good time. Gn 
Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our Garments ſeem 
now as freſh as when we were at Tunis at the Marriage 
of your Daughter, who is riow Queen. z 
Ant. And the rareſt that e'er came there. 
Seb. Bate, I beſeech you, Widow Dido. 
Ant. O, Widow Dido? Ay, Widow Dido. 
Gon, Is not my Doublet, Sir, as freſh as the firſt Day 
I wore it? I mean in a ſort. 1 
Ant. That fort was well fiſh'd for. 
Gon. When I wore it at your Daughter's Marriage. 
Alon, You cram theſe Words into mine Ears againſt 
The Stomach of my Senſe. Would J had never 
Married my Daughter there! For coming thence 
My Son is loft, and, in my rate, ſhe too, 
Who is ſo far rom Italy removed, 
T ne'er again ſhall ſee her : O thou mine Heir * 
Of Naples and of Millan, what ſtrange Fiſh 
Hath made his Meal on thee ? | | 
Fran. Sir, he may live. PT 
T ſaw him beat the Surges under him, | 
And ride upon their Backs he trod the Water, 
Whoſe Enmity he flung aſide; and breaſted 
The Surge moit ſwollen that met him: His bold Head 
Bove the contentious Waves he kept, and oa red 
Himſelf with his good Arms in luſty Strokes 
To th' Shore; that o'er his wave born Baſis bow d 
As ſtooping to relieve him: I not doubt 
He came alive to Land. | 1 $0 
Alon. No, no, he's gone. 
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Seb. Sie; you may thank yourſelf for this great Loſs, 
That would not bleſs our Europe with your Daughter, 


But rather loſe her to an African; _ 
Where ſhe, at leaſt, is baniſh'd from your Eye, 
Who hath Cauſe to wet the Grief on't. 

Alon. Prethee Peace. 

Seb. You were kneel'd to, and importun'd otherwiſe 
By all of us: And the fair Scul her ſelf 
Weigh'd between Loathneſs and Obedience, at 
Which End the Beam ſhould bow. We have loſt your 
I fear for ever: Millan and Naples have | [Son 
More Windows in them of this buſineſs making, 
Than we bring Men to comfort them: 
The Fault's your own. 

Alon. So is the dear'ſt o'th* Loſs, 

Gon, My Lord Sebaſtian, 
The Truth you ſpeak doth lack ſome Gentench 
And Time to ſpeak it in: You rub the Sore 
When you ſhould bring the Plaiſter. 

Seb. Very Well. 

Ant. And moſt Chirurgeonly. 

Gon. It is foul Weather in us all good Sir, 
When you are cloudy. 45 

Seb. Foul Weather? 

Ant. Very Foul. | 
Gon. Had I the Plantation of this Iſle, my Lord. 
Ant. He'd ſow't with Nettle-ſeed. 

Seb. Or Docks, or Mallows. 

Gon. And were the King on't, what would I do ? 
Seb Scape being drunk, for want of Wine. 
Gor. I'th' Commonwealth I would, by contraries, 
Execute all things : For no kind of Traffick | 
Would I admit; not Name of Magiſtrate ; 
Letters ſhould not be known; Riches, Poverty, 
And uſe of Service, none; Contract, Succeſſion, 
Bourn, Bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none; 
No uſe of Metal, Corn, or Wine, or Oyl; 
No Occupation, all Men idle, all, 
And Women too ; but innocent and pure 
No Sovereignty, 
* * he would be King on't, 


Ant. 
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Ant. The latter end of his Commonwealth forgets the 


beginning. 

Gon. All things in common Nature ſhould produce 
Without Sweat or Endeavour. Treaſon, Felony, 
Sword, Pike, Knife, Gun, or need of any Engine 
Would I not have, but Nature ſhould bring forth, 

Of its own kind, all F oyzon, all Abundance 

To feed my innocent People. e 

Seb. No marrying mong his Subjects! 1 

Ant. None, Man; all idle; Whores and Knaves. 
Con. I would with ſuch Perfection govern, Sir, 

I' excell the Golden Ape: 

Seb. Save your Maje y. 

Ant. Long live Gonzalo. 

Gon. And do you mark me, 857 ? 

Alon. Prithee no more; thou doſt talk nothing to me. 

Gon. I do. well believe your Highneis, and did it to 
miniſter Occaſion to theſe Gentlemen, who are of ſuch 
nimble Lungs, that they always uſe to laugh at ann. 

Ant. I was you we laugh'd at. 

Gon. Who, in this kind of merry fooling, 's am nothing 
to you : So you may continue, and laugh at nothing ſtill. 

Ant. What a Blow was there given? 

Seb. And it had not fallen flat- long. | 

Gon. You are Gentlemen of brave Metal ; you would 
lift the Moon out of her Sphere, if ſhe would continue 
in it ive Weeks withaut changing. 

Enter Ariel playing jolemn Mal, 

Seb. We would ſo, and then go a Bat-fowling. 

Ant. Nay, good my Lord be not angry. 

Gon. No 1 warrant you, I wilb not adventure my Di- 
ſcretion fo weakly : Will you wn. In me aſleep, for Lam 
very heavy. 8 

Ant. Go ſleep, and hear us. 

Alon. What, all ſo ſoon aſleep? I wiſh mine "I 
Would with themſelves, ſhut up my 11 74% apo 
J find they are inclin'd to do fo. 

Seb, Pleafe you, Sir, — — 
Do not omit the heavy Offer of it: 

It ſeldom viſits Sorrow; when it doth, 
It i is a Comforter. | % 

Ant. We two, my Lord 

Will guard your Perſon, while you take your Rel 
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They fell together all, as by Conſent 


Heredi ary Sloth inſtructs me. 
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And watch your Safety, | 
Alon. Thank you : Wondrous heavy. . 
ll Sleep but Seb. and Ant. 
Seb. What a ſtrange Drowſineſs poſſeſſes them? 
Ant. It is the Quality o' th Climate. 
Seb. Why 
Doth it not then our Eye-lids fink? I ſind not 
Myſelf diſpos'd to ſleep. N 
Aut. Nor I, my Spirits are nimble : 


They dropt, as by a Thunder-ftroke. What might 
Worthy Schaſtian.—— O, what might — no more. 
And yet, methinks I ſee it in thy Face: 
What thou ſhouldſt be: The Occaſion ſpeaks thee, 4 
my 1 Imagination fees a Crown 
ing upon thy Head. 
What, art thou waking ? 

— Do you not hear me ſpeak ? 

Seb. I do; and ſurely | 
Tr is a fleepy Language, and thou ſpeak'ſt 
Out of thy ſleep: What is it thou didſt fay ? 
This is a.ſtrange Repoſe, to be aſleep 
With Eyes wide open: Standing, ſpeaking, moving, 
And yet ſo faſt aſleep. | 
Ant. Noble Sebaſtian, | ns 
Thou let'ſt thy Fortune ſleep ; die rather : Wink'ſt 
Whilſt thou art waking. 

Seb. Thou doſt ſnore diſtinctly; ; 
There's meaning in thy Snores. 

Ant. JI am more ferious than my Cuſtom. You 
Muſt be ſo too, if you heed me; which to do, 
ILroubles thee o'er, 

Seb, Well: J am ſtanding Water, 

Ant. I'll teach you how to flow. 

Seb. Do ſo: to ebb 


Aut. O 
If you but knew how you the Purpoſe cheriſh, 
Whilſt thus you mock it; how in tipping it 
You more inveſt it : Ebbing Men, indeed, 
Moſt often do ſo near the Bottom run, 


By their cwn Fear cr Sloth. 


re on r — 
N 


o o _— 0 1 
2 n 2 — DIEITY 
» Vw TN 


. TEMPEST, 


Seb. Prithee ſay on, 

The ſetting of thine Eye and Cheek proclaim 
A Matter from thee; and a Birth, indeed, 
Which throws thee much to yield, - 

Ant. Thus, Sir: hg 
Altho' this Lord of weak Remembrance; this 
Who ſhall be of as little Memory 5 
When he is earth'd, hath here almoſt perſuaded | 


(For he's a Spirit of Perſuaſion, only T 
Profeſſes to perſuade) the King his Son's alive; | 
*Tis as impoſſible that he's undrown'd, . v 
As he that ſleeps here, ſwims. 
Hieb. I have no Hope A 
That he's undrown'd.. * 
Ast. O, out of that no Hope, V 
What great Hope have you : No Hope that way, is 
Another way ſo high an Hope, that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a Wink beyond, 4 
But doubt Diſcovery there. Will you grant with me, T 
'That Ferdinand is drown'd ? | | T 
JJ; + 4-5 . A; 
Ant. Then tell me who's the next Heir of Naples? N 
Seb. Claribel. 3 2 Rs If 
Ant. She that is Queen of Tunis; ſhe that dwells W 
Ten Leagues beyond Man's Life; ſhe that from Naples C: 
Can have no Note, unleſs the Sun were Poſt, 7. 
The Man i' th' Moon's too flow, till new born Chins ＋T. 
Be rough, and razorable; ſne from whom | gh 
We all were Sca-iwallow'd, tho' ſome caſt again, T 
And by that Deſtiny to perform an At; T] 
W hereof, what's paſt in Prologue, what to come W 
In your's, and my Diſcharge | | = 
Seb. What Stuff is this? How ſay you? | Sh 
*Tis true, my Brother's Daughter's Queen of Tunis, I' 
So is ſhe Heir of Naples, twixt which Regions BH % 
'There is ſome Space. | | An 
Ant. A Space whoſe ev'ry Cubit : 
Seems to cry out, How ſhall that Cl/aribe/ An 
Meaſure us back by Naples? keep in Tunis, To 
And let Sebaſtian wake. Say, this were Death ] 


That now hath ſeizd them, why they were no worle 
'Than now they are: There be that can rule * 
| | nb z 
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As well as he that ſleeps; Lords, that can prate 

As amply, and unneceſſarily 

As this Gonzalo; I myſelf could make | 

A Cough of as deep Chat; O, that you bore 

The Mind that I do; what a Sleep were this 

For your Advancement? Do you underſtand me? 

Seb. Methinks I do. 
Ant. And how does your Content 

Tender your own good Fortune ? 

Seb. I remember 

You did ſupplant your Brother eren. 

Ant. True. 

And look how well my Garments fit upon me, 

Much feater than before My Brother's Servants 

Were then my Fellows, now they are my Men. 

5 Seb. But for your Conſcience. 
Ant. Ay, Sir; where lyes that? If twere a Kybe 
= Twould put me to my Slipper: But I feel not 
5 This Deity in my Boſom. 'I'wenty Conſciences 

That ſtand *twixt me and Millan, candied be they, 

And melt e'er they moleſt. Here lyes your Brother; 

No better than the Earth he lyes upon, 

If he were that which now he's like, that's dead; 
Whom J with this obedient Steel, three Inches of it, 
les Can lay to Bed for ever: Whilſt you doing thus, 

To the perpetual Wink for ay might put 
18 This ancient Morſel, this Sir Prudence, who 

Should not upbraid our Courſe. For all the reſt 

They'll take Suggeſtion, as a Cat laps Milk ; 

They'll tell the Cock, to any Buſineſs that 

We ſay befits the Hour. 

Seb. Thy Caſe, dear Friend, 

| Shall be my Preſident : As thou got'ſt Millan, 
ot Pl come by Naples. Draw thy Sword, one Stroke 
| Shall free thee trom the Tribute which thou Pay elt, 
And I the King ſhall love thee, 
Aut. Draw together : 
And when I rear my Hand, do You the like 
To fall it on Gongals. | 
Seb. O, but one Word, 
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Enter Ariel with Mufi, ct and Song. 


Ari. My Maſter through his Art foreſees the . 


That you, his Friend, are in; and ſends me forth 
(For elſe his Project dies) to keep them living. 


[Sings in ene s Far, 


Whi le you do bere ited lie, 
Open- ey d Conſpiracy | | 
His time doth tate . 
Tf of Life you heep a Care, 
Shake off Slumber, and beware. 
Haba, awake. f 

Ant. Then let us both be ſudden. | 

Con. Now, good Angels preſerve the King. 

[They wvale, 

Alon. Why how now ho ? awake ? wn 9 are you drawn? 
Wherefore this ghaſtly Looking? 

Gon. What's the matter? 

Seb. While we ſtood here ſecuring your Repoſe, 
Even now we heard a hollow Burſt of bellowing 
Like Bulls, or rather Lions; did't not wake you ? 

It ſtrook mine Ear moſt terribly. 

Alon. I heard nothing. 

Ant. O, twas a Din to fright a Monſter's Bay, 
To make an Earthquake; Sure it was the Roar 
Of a whole Herd of Lions. | 

Alon. Heard you this, Gonzalo ? / 

Gon. Upon mine Honour, Sir, I heard a Hummiung, 
And that a ſtrange one too, which did awake me 
T ſhak'd you, Sir, and cry'd, as mine Eyes open'd, 
J fſaw their Weapons drawn: there was a Noiſe, 
'That's verily. *Tis beſt we ſtand upon our Guard ; 


Or that we quit this Place; let's draw our Weapons. 


Alon. Lead off this Ground, and let's make further 


For my poor Son. (Search 
Gon. Heav' v'ns, keep him from theſe Beaſts: 


For he is ſure i' th' Iſland. 


Alon. Lead away. 
Ari Proſpero, my Lord, ſhall know what I have done 


So, * go ſafely on to ſeek thy Son. FExenrt 
SCENE 
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Enter Caliban with a Burden of Mood, a Noiſe of | 


Thunder heard. 


Cal. All the Infections that the Sun ſucks up, 
From Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Proſter fall, and make him 
By Inch-meal a Diſeaſe : His Spirits hear me, 

And yet I needs muſt curſe. But they'll not pinch, | 
Fright me witl Urchin Shews, pitch me i' th' Mue,. 
Nor lead me, like a Firebrand, in the Dark 
Out of my way, unleſs he bid em; but 
For every trifle are they ſet upon me; 
Sometime like Apes, that moe and chatter at me, 
And after bite me; then like Hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my Bare foot-way, and mount 
Their pricks at my Foot-fall; ſometime am 1 
All wound with Adders, who with cloven Tongues: 
Do hiſs me into Madneſs. ' Lo! now! lo! 
5 Enter Trinculo. 
Here comes a Spirit of his, and to torment me, 
For bringing Wood in ſlowly: III fall flat, 
Perchance he will not mind me. Ie 

Tri. Here's heither Buſh nor Shrub to bear off any Wea-- 
ther at all, and another: Storm brewing : I hear it ſing; 
?th' Wind: Yond ſame black Cloud, yond huge one, 
looks hke a foul Bumbard that would ſhed his Liquor. 
If it ſhould Thunder as it did before, I know not where- 
to hide my Head: Yond ſame Cloud cannot chuſe but 
fall by Pail-fuls. What have we here, a Man or a Fiſh ?. 
dead or alive? A Fiſh; he ſmells likea Fiſh : A very an- 
cient. and fiſh-like Smell. A kind of, not of the neweſt, 
Poor Fohn: A ſtrange Fiſh; were I in Eng/and now, as 
once I was, and had but this Fiſh painted, not an Holy- 
day-fool there but would give a piece of Silver; there 


would this Monſter make a Man; any ſtrange Beaſt 
there makes a Man : When they will not give a Doit to - 


relieve a lame Beggar, they will lay out ten to ſee a dead 
Indian. Leg'd like a Man ! and his Fins like Arms! warm 


o' my troth ; I do now let looſe my Opinion, hold it no 


longer; this is no Fiſh, but an Iſlander, that hath lately 
tuſter'd by a Thunder-bolt, Alas! the Storm is come 


B 3 again. 


| 
| 
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again. My beſt way is to creep under his Gaberdine : 
There is no other Shelter hereabout; Miſery acquaints a 
Man with ſtrange Bedfellows: I will here fhrowd 'til 
the Dregs of the Storm be paſt. | 
_ Emter Stephano /inging. | 
Ste. [ſhall no more to Sea, to Sea, here/pall I die aſhore. 
This is a very ſcurvy Tune to ſing at a Man's 
Funeral : Well, here's my Comfort. [ Drink, 
Sings. The Maſter, the Sauabber, the Boatſwain and I, 
The Gunner, and his Mate, © | 
Lov'd Mall, Meg, and Marrian and Margery, 
But none of us car'd for Kate ; e 
Fey ſhe had a Tongue with a Tang, 
Would cry to a Sailor go hang: 
She bod not the Sawvour of 3 nor of Pitch, 
Yet a Taylor might ſeratch her where ver ſhe did itch. 
Then to Sea, Boys, and let her go hang. | 
This is a ſcurvy Tune too: | ; Sr 
But here's my Comfort. 1.2 Drinks. 
Cal. Do not Torment me: Oh! | 
Ste. What's the Matter? 
Fave we Devils here? | : _ 
Do you put Tricks upon's with Salvages, and Men of 
Inde ha? I have not ſcap'd drowning to be afraid now 
of your ſour Legs; for it hath been ſaid, as proper a Man 
as ever went on four Legs cannot make him give 
Ground; and it ſhall be ſaid ſo again, while Szephan 
b:eathes at his Noſtrils. 
Cal. The Spirit torments me: Oh! | | 
Ste. This is ſome Monſter of the Tfle with four Legs; 
who Las got, as I take it, an Ague : Where the Devi 
ſhould bd learn our Language? I will give him ſome Re. 
lief if it be but for that: If I can recover him, and 
keep him tame, and get to Naples with him, he's a Pre- 
ſent for any Emperor that ever trod on Neats-Leather 
Cal. Do not Torment me, prithee ; I'll bring my 
Wood home faſter. Pros” oat 1 85 
Ste. He's in a Fit now; and does not talk after the 
Wiſeſt : He ſhall taſte of my Bottle. If he have never 
drunk Wine afore, it will go near to remove his Fit I! 
I can recover him, and keep him tame, I will not take 
g An e 
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too much for him; he ſhall pay for him that hath him, 
and that ſoundly. _ | 

Cal. Thou doſt me yet but little hurt; thou wilt a- 
non, I know it by thy Trembling: Now Proſper works 
upon thee. | ; 
Ste. Come on your ways; open your Mouth; here is 


that which will give Language to you, Cat; open your 


Mouth; this will ſhake your ſhaking, I can tell you, and 

that ſoandly: You cannot tell who's your Friend; open 

your Chaps again. 2 _ 
Tri, I ſhould know that Voice 

It ſhould be . -- 

But he is drown'd : and theſe are Devils; Ol defend me. 
Ste. Four Legs, and two Voicess a molt delicate Mon- 

ter: his Forward Voice now is to ſpeak of his Friend; 

his backward Voice is to utter foul Speeches, and to de- 


tract. If all the Wine in my Bottle will recover him, I 


will help his Ague : Come! Amen! I will pour ſome in 
thy other Mouth. . 

Tri. Stephans. 

Ste. Doth thy other Mouth call me? Mercy! Mercy! 
This is a Devil, and no Monſter ; I will leave him; 


TI have no long Spoon. 


Tri, Ste han : If thou beeſt Stephano, touch me, and 
ſpeak to me; for I am Trinculo; be not afraid, thy good 
Friend Trinculo, | E314 

Ste. If thou beeſt Trinculo, come forth, I'll pull thee 
by the leſſer Legs: If any be Tyinculo's Legs, theſe are 
they. Thou art very Trinculo indeed: How cam'ſt thou 
to be the Siege of this Moon-calf? Can he vent Trin- 
culos! : | 

Tri. I took him to be kill'd with a Thunder-ſtrokeg 
But art thou not drown'd, Stephano? I hope now thou 
art not drown'd: Is the Storm over-blown ? I hid me 
under the dead Moon-calf's Gaberdine, for fear of the 
Storm: and art thou living Stephane? O Stephano, two 


Neopolitans icap'd ? 


Ste. Prithee do not turn me about, my Stomach is 
not conſtant. | | 
Cal. LTheſe be fine things, and if they be not Sprights : 
That's a brave God, and bears Ce'eftial Liquor I will 
kneel to him. FS 

B 4 Ste. 
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Ste. Hcw didſt thou ſcape ? 
How cam'ft thou hither ? | 
_ Swear by this Bottle how thou cam'& hither: I eſcap'd 
upon a Butt of Sack, which the Sailors heav'd o'er- 
board, by this Bottle! which I made of the Bark of a 
Tree, with mine own Hands, ſince I was caſt aſhore, 

Cal. Pl ſwear, upon that Bottle, to be thy true Sub- 
Fer for the Liquor is not earthly. 

Ste. Here: Swear then how thou eſca dt. 0 
Ti. Swom aſhore, Man, like a Duck; I ean ſwim 
like a Duck, I'll be ſworn. 

Ste. Few: kiſs the Book, © 
Tho! thou cauſt ſwim like a Duck, thou art made like 
a Goole, 

Tri. O Srethano, haſt any more of this? 

Ste. The whole Butt, Man; my Cellar is in a Rock 
by th' Sea-fide, where my Wine is hid: 

How now, Moon-calt, how does thine Ague? 

Cal, Haſt thou not dropt from Heav'n ? 


Ste. Out o' th* Moon, I do aſſure thee. I was the Man 


in th' Moon when time was. 
Cal. I have ſeen thee in her; and I do . thee: My 
Miſtreſs hew'd me thee, and thy Dog, and thy Buſh. 
Ste. Come ſwear to that; kiſs the Book I will fur- 
niſ it anon with new Contents, Swear. 


Tei. By this good Light, this is a very ſhallow Monſter, 


; I afraid of bim? a very ſhallow Monſter : 
The Man i' th' Moon? 

A moſt poor creduious Monſter : 

Well drawn. Monſter, in good ſooth. 


Cal. I'll ſhew the every fertile Inch o ' the Iſle; and I | 


will kiſs thy Foot: I prithee be my God, 
Fi. By this Light, a moſt perfidious and drunken 
Monſter ; when his God's afleep he'll rob his Bottle. 

Cal. I'll kiſs thy Foot. I'll ſwear myſelf thy Subject. 

Ste. Come on then; Down, and ſwear. 

071. I ſhall laugh myſelf to Death at this Puppy- head- 
.ed Monſter: A moſt ſcurvy Monſter : I could find in my 
Heart to beat him. 

Ste. Come, kiſs. 

Tri, But that the poor Monſter's in Drink : 
An abominable Monſter, 


Ca 


* 


| 
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Cal. I'll ſhew thee the beſt Springs; I'll pluck thee Ber- 
ries; I'll fiſh for thee, and get thee Wood enough, 
A plague upon the Tyrant that I ſerve ; 
I'll bear lim no more Sticks, but follow thee, theu 
wondrous Man. E 
Tri. A moſt ridiculous Monſter, to make a Wonder 
of a poor Drunkard. f ; 
Cal. I prithee let me bring thee were Crabs grow; 
and I. with my long Nails will dig thee Pig-nuts 3 ſhow 
thee a Jay's Neſt, and inſtruct thee how to ſnare the nim- 
ble Marmazet, I'll bring thee to cluſtring Filberds, and 
ſometimes [I'll get 'thee young Scamels from the Rock. 
Wilt thou go wih me? | 
Ste. I prithee now lead the wag without any more 
talking. Viel, the King and all our Company elſe be- 
ing drown'd, we will inherit here; here, bear my Bottle; 
Fellow Trinculo, we'll fill him by and by again. | 
Caliban /ings drunkenty. 
Farewel Maſter ; farewel, fareauel. 
Tri. A howling Monſter; a drunken Monſter, 
Cal. No more Dams Ti make for Fiſh, 
Nor fetch in Firing, at requiring 
Nor ſcrape Trenchering, nor vajh Diſh. . 
Ban, Ban', Cacalyban 
| Has a new. Maſter, got à new Man. 
Freedom, hey-day, hey-day Freedom, Freedom, hey-day-- 
Freedom. 8 O£E . 
Ste. O brave Monſter lead the way, (Fæeuxt. 


v. 


—— — — 80 — 
EC —— . ee — — e — 
— __ Pod ern mugen —2t eat — == py 7. gr ER 7 om Gb f —_ = 
— . K . 1 a a 
AAS Lt IO -— FR of 2 WEIS r — — * 


en * $27 & & U & N Cb 
Ar un Ar 


Enter Ferdinand, brarirg a Lag. 


Fer IT Here beſome Sports are painful, and theirLabour : 
I Delight in them ſets off; Some kinds of Baſeneſs - 
Are nobly undergone, and molt poor Matters 
Point to rich Ends; this my mean Tak 
Would be as heavy to me, as odious, but 
The Milueſs which 1 * quickens what's dead, 
5 : 
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And makes my Labours Pleaſures: O ſhe is 
Ten times more gentle than her Father's crabbed ; 
And he's compos'd of Harſnneſs. I muſt remove 
Some thouſands of theſe Logs and pile them up, 
"Upon a fore Injunction; my ſweet Miſtreſs | 
Weeps when ſhe ſees me work, and ſays ſuch Baſeneſs 
Had never like Executor; I forget; heck 
But theſe ſweet Thoughts do even refreſh my Labours, 
, Moſt buſy leaft when I do it. g 
Enter Miranda, and Proſpero at a Diftance unſeen. 
Mira, Alas, now pray you, 
* Work not ſo hard; I would the Lightning had 
Burnt up thoſe Logs that thou'rt enjoin'd to pile: 
Pray ſet it down and reſt you; when this burns 
_ *Twill weep for having weary'd you; my Father 
IS hard at ſtudy, pray now reft yourſelf, 
' He's ſafe for theſe three Hours. 
Fer. O moſt dear Miſtreſs, 
The Sun will ſet before I ſhall diſcharg 
What I muſt ſtrive to do. t 
Mira. If you'll ſit down, | 
PIl bear your Logs the while. Pray give me that, 
III carry it to the Pile. at SEED, 
Fer. No, precious Creature, _ 
I had rather crack my Sinews, break my Back, 
Than you ſhould ſuch Diſhonour undergo, 
While I fir lazy by. os Ry 
Mira. It would become me, : 
As well as it does you; and I ſhould doit 
With much more Eaſe ; for my Gqod-will is to it, 
And. yours it is againſt. A en 
Pero. Poor Worm, thou art infected, 
This Viſitation ſhews it. 95 
Mira. You look wearil y le 
Fer. No, noble Miſtreſs, tis freſn Morning with me, 
When you are by at Night. I do beſeech you, 
Chiefly that I might ſet it in my Prayers, 
What is your Name? - N 
Mira. Miranda. O my Father, 
I have broke your Heſt to fay fo. 
Adm.r'd Miranda 3 
Indeed the top of Admiration, worth 


What's 
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What's deareſt to the World ; full many a Lady 

[ have ey'd with beſt Regard, and many a time 

Th' Harmony of their Tongues hath into Bondage 
Brought my too diligent Ear; for ſeveral Virtues 
Have I lik' d ſeveral Women, never any 

With ſo full Soul, but ſome Defect in her 

Did quarrel with the nobleſt Grace ſhe ow'd, 

And put it to the Foil. But you, O you, 

So perfe&t, and ſo peenleſs, are > created 


Of every Creature's veſt, 


Mira, I do not know 
One of my Sex; no Woman's Face remember, 
Save, from my Glaſs, mine own ; nor have I ſeen 
More than I may call Men, than your good Friend, 
And my dear Father; how Features are abroad 
I am skilleſs of; but my Modeſty, 


The Jewel in my Dower, I would not wiſh 


Any Companion in the World but you; 
Nor can Imaginatien form a Shape, 
Beſides yourſelf, to like of; but I W 
Something too wildly, and my F ather s Precepts 
I therein do forget. 

Fer. I am, in my Condition, 
A Prince, Miranda, I do think a King; 
1 would not fo, and would no more endure 
This wooden Slavery, than to ſuifer 
The fleſh-flie blow my Mouth, Hear my Soul ſpeak ; 
The very inſtant that I ſaw you, did 
My Heart fly to your Service, there reſides 
To make me Slave to it, and for your ſake 
Am I this patient Log-man. 

Mira, Do you love me? 

Fer. O Heav'n, O Earth, bear Witneſs to this Sound, 
And crown what I profeſs with kind Event, 
If. I ſpeak true; if hollowly, invert 
What beſt is boaded me, to Miſchief ; * 
Beyond all limit of what elſe i tk Wan 
Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mira. I am 15 o 


To weep at what I am glad ef. 


Pro. Fair Encounter 


On 
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On that which breeds between 'em. 

Fer. Wherefore weep you? 

Mira. At mine Unworthineſs, that dare not aller 
What I deſire to give, and much Jeſs take 
What I ſhall die to want: But this is trifling, 
And all the more it ſeeks to hide itſelf, TIT 
The bigger Bulk it ſhews, Hence baſhful Canning, 
And prompt me plain and holy Innocence. 
J am your Wife, if you will marry me; 
Tf not, I'll die your Maid : to be your Fellow 
You may deny me; but I'll be your Servant, 
Whether you. will or no. 

. My Miſtreſs, deareſt, 
And I thus humble ever. 

Mira. My Husband then? | 

Fer. Ay, with a Heart fo willing 
As Bondage e er of Freedom: here's my Hand. 

Mira. And mine, with my Heart in't; and now farewel 
Till half an hour hence. 

Fer. A thouſand, thouſand, _ | { Excunt. 

Pre. So glad of this as they I cannot be, 

Who are ſurpriz'd with all: but my rejoicing 

At nothing can be more. PII to my Book, 

For yet e er Supper time muſt I perform | 
Much Buſineſs appertaining. ä (Exit. 


SCENE I, 


"OR Caliban, Stephano, . and Trinculo. 
Ste. Tell not me; when the Butt is out, we will drink 
Water, not a drop before; therefore bear up, and board 
dem, Servant Monſter; * to me. 
Tei. Servant Monſter ! the Folly of this Ifland ! they 
fay there's but five upon this Iſle; we are three of them, 
if the other two be brain'd like us, the State totters. 
Ste. Drink, Servant Monſter, when I bid thee; thy 
Eyes are almolt ſet in thy Head. | 
Trin. Where ſhould has be let elſe; he were a brave 
Monſter indeed if they were ſet in his Tail. 
Ste. My Man-Monſter hath drown'd his Tongue in 


Sack; for my Part the Sea cannot drown me. I ſwam, 


8 er I could recover the Shore, five and "__ 2 
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off and on; by this Light thou ſhalt be my Lieutenant 
Monſter, or my Standard. 

Trin. Your Lieutenant, if you liſt, he's no Standard. 

Ste. We'll not run, Monſieur Monſter. 

Trin. Nor go neither; but you'll lye like Dogs, and 
yet ſay nothing neither. 

Ste, Moon: calf, ſpeak once in thy Life, if thou beelt 
a Moon: calf. 

Cal. How does thy Honour Let me lick thy Shove ; 
Pll not ſerve him, he is not valiant. 

Trin. Thou lyeſt moſt ignorant Monſter, I am in caſe 
to juikle a Conſtable 3 why thou deboſh'd Fiſh, thou, was 
there ever Man a Coward, that hath drunk ſo much 
Sack as I to Day ! wilt thou tell me a monſirous Lye, 
being but half a Fiſh and half a Monſter ? 

Cal. Lo how he mocks me: Wilt thou let him, 
my Lord? _ 

Trin. Lord, quoth i that a Monſter ſhould be ſuch 

a Natural ! | 

Cal. Lo, lo, a y ; bite him to Death, I prithee. 

Ste. rend eep a good Tongue in your Head; if 
you prove a Mutineer, the next 'Tree-- the poor Mon- 
ſter's my Subject, and he ſhall not ſuffer Indignity. 

Cal. I thank my noble Lord. Will thou be pleas'd to 
hear ken once again to the Suit I made to thee ? 

Ste. Marry will I; kneel and repeat it; 

I will ſtand, and fo ſhall Trinculs, 
Enter Ariel invifible. 

Cal. As I told thee before, I am ſubject to a Tyrant, 
A Sorcerer, that by his n hath cheated me 
Of the Ifland. 

Ari. Thou lyeſt. 

Cal. Thou lyeſt, thou jeſting Monkey thou; 

I would my valiznt Maſter would deſtroy thee; 

I do not lye. 

Ste. Trinculs, if you trouble him any more in's Tate. 
By this Hand, I will ſupplant ſome of Your, Teeth, 

Trin. Why, I faid nothing. 

Ste. Mum then, and no more; proceed, 

Cal. I fay by Sorcery he got this Iſle, 

From me he got it. If thy Greatneſs will 
Revenge it on him, for I know thou dar'it, 
But this 1 _ not, Ste. 


— 
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Ste. That's moſt certain. 
Cal, Thou ſhalt be Lord of it, and I'll ſerve thee; 
Ste. How now, ſhall this be compalt ? 
Can'ſt thou bring me to the Party? _ 
Cal, Yea, yea, my Lord, I'll yield him thee aſleep, 
Where thou may 'ſt knock a Nail into his Head. 
Ari. Thou lieſt, thou canſt not. | 
Cal. What a py'd Ninny's this ? Thou ſcurvy Patch! 
I do beſeech thy Greatneſs give him Blows, 
And take his Bottle from him ; when that's gone 
He ſhall drink nought but Brine ; for I'll not ſhew him 
Where the quick Freſhes are. 
Ste. Trinculo, run into no further Danger: 
Interrupt the Monſter one Word further, and by this Hane 
Ill turn thy Mercy out 0 Doors, and make a Stock- 


| fiſh of thee. 


Trin. Why, what did I ? I did nothing; ; 


II go no further off. 


Ste. Didſt thou not ſay he ly'd? 


Ari. Thou lieft. | 
Ste. Do I ſo? Take thou that, [Bears him, 


As you like this, give me the Lye another time. 


Trin. I did not give thee the Lye; out o'your Wits 


and Hearing too? 


A pox o'your Bottle, this can Sack and Drinking do: 
A murrain on your Monſter, and the Devil take your 


Dn 


Cal. Ha, ha, ha. 
Ste. Now forward with your Tale; ; prichee ſand fur 


ther off. 


Cal. Beat him enough ; after a little time 
I'Il beat him too. 
Ste. Stand further ; come, proceed. 
Cal. Why, as I told thee, tis a Cuſtom with him 


© T'th' Afternoon to deep: chere thou may ſt brain him, 
Having firſt ſeiz d his Books ! or with a Log 


Batter his Skull, or paunch him with a Stake, 
Or cut his Wezand with thy Knife. Remember 
Firſt to poſſeſs his Books ; for without them 


He's but a Sot, as I am; nor hath not 


One Spirit to command. They all do hate him 


As 


K 


118 


ur 


5 


As 


As greateſt does the leaſt. 


Wilt thou deſtroy him then? 


Ste. What is the ſame? 
picture of No- body. 
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As rootedly as I. Burn but his Books ; | 
He has brave Utenſils, for ſo he calls them, 

Which when he has an Houſe, he'll deck withal. 
And that moſt deeply to conſider, is 

The Beauty of his Daughter, he himſelf 

Calls her a Non-pariel: I never ſaw a Woman 

But only Sycorax my Dam, and ſhe ; 

But ſhe as far ſurpaſſes Sycorax 


Ste. Is it ſo brave a Laſs? 

Cal. Ay, Lord, ſhe will become thy Bed, I warrant 
And bring thee forth brave Brood. 

Ste. Monſter, I will kill this Man: His Daughter 
and I will be King and Queen, fave our Graces : and 
Trinculo and thyſelf ſhall be Vice-Roys. 

Doſt thou like the Plot, T rinculo? 

Trin. Excellent. | | 

Ste. Give me thy Hand; I am ſorry I beat thee + 
But while thou liv'ſt keep a good Tongue in thy Head. 

Cal. Within this half Hour will he be aſleep ; 
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Ste. Ay, on my Honour. 
Ari. This will I tell my Maſter. 
Cal, Thou mak'ſt me merry; | am full of Pleaſure ; 3 
Let us be jocund. Will you troul the Catch 
You taught me but whileare ? 
Ste. At thy Requeſt, Monſter, I will do Reaſon, 
And Reaſon : Come on, Trinculo let us fing. [Singe. 
Flout em, and ſtout em: and Hout em, and 4 288 em; 
Thought is free. 4 
| Cal, hat's not the Tune. 14 
[Ariel plays the Tune on a Taber and Pipe 4 


Trin. This is the Tune of our Catch, plaid by the 


Ste. If thou be'ſt a Man, ſhew thyſelf in thy LAGS 
If thou _ = Devil, take it as thou liſt. 
Trin e me my Sins, 
Ste. He th dies Pays all n 1 defy thee. 
_— upon us! 
rt thou afraid ? 
Ns 
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Ste. No, Monſter, not J. 
Cal. Be not afraid; the Iſle is full of Noiſes, 

Sounds, and ſweet Airs, that give delight, and hurt not. 

Sometimes a thouſand twangling Inſtruments 
Will hum about mine Ears; and ſometimes Voices, 
That if I then bad wak'd after long Sleep, 

Will make me ſleep again; and then in dreaming. 
The Clouds methought would open, and ſhew Riches 
Ready to drop upon me, that when I wak d | 

| cry'd* to dream again. 

Ste. This will prove a brave Kingdom to me, 

Where I ſhall have my Muſick for nothing. 
Cal. When Proſper is deſtroy'd. 

Ste. That ſhall - by and by. 
I remember the Story. 

Tria. The Sound is going away; 
Let's follow it, and after do our Work. 

Ste. Lead, Monſter; 
We'll follow. I would 1 could ſee. this Taborer, 
He lays it on 

Tria. Wilt come? 


In folow Stephana. n LExeunt. 


15 SCBLWE; HI. 


Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, Adrian, 


Franciſco, &c. 
Gon. By'r. lakin, I can go no further, Sin, 
My old Bones ake : Here's a Maze trod indeed 


I Forth rights and- Meanders, by: your Patience, 


I needs muſt reſt me. 
Alen. Old Lord, I e e : 
Who am myielf attach d with Wearineſs | 
To th' dulling of my Spirits; fit down and reſt: 
Even here I will put off my Hope, and keep it 
No longer for my Flatterer: He is drownd, 
Whom thus we ſtray to fnd, and the Sea «mocks. 
Our fruſtrate Search of Land. Well, let him go. 
Ait. I am right glad that he's fo out of Hope. 
Do not, for one Repulſe, forego the Purpoſe + 
That Ion relalv'd d effect. 


* 


222 
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Seb. The next Advantage will we take throughly, 
nt. Let it be to Night; | 
For, now they are oppreſs d with Travel, they 


Will not, nor cannot uſe ſuch Vigilance | 
As when they are freſh. 


Solemn and firange Mu 12. 1 and Praſpero on the Top in 
Able. Enter ſeveral ſtrange Shapes, bringing in a Ban- 
ſuet; and dance about it auith gentle Actiont of Saluta- 
tion, and AO the King, &c. to eat, they depart... 


Seb. I fay to Night: No more. 
Alon. W hat Harmony is this ? My good F riends, hark, 
Gon. Marvellous ſweet Muſick! 
Alon. Give us kind Keepers, Heav'n ; what are theſe! 
Seb. A living Drollery. Now I will believe 
That they are Unicorns; that in Arabia 
There 1s one Tree, the Phoenix Throne, one Phenix 
At this Hour reigning there, 
Am. I'}-delieve both: | 
And what does elſe want Credit, come to me, 
And I'll be ſworn tis true. Travellers ne'er did lie, 
Though Fools at home condemn * em. 
Gon. If in Naples 
I ſhould report this now, would they believe me ? 
If I ſhould fay I aw ſuch Iſlanders: + 
(For certes theſe are People of the Iſland) 
Who tho' they are of monſtruous Shape, yet note 
Their Manners are more gentle, kind, than of 
Our human Generation you ſhall find 
Many, nay, almoſt nay. 
Pro. Honeſt Lord, | 
Thou haſt ſaid well; for ſome of you there 1 
Are worſe than Devils. 
Alon. I cannot too much muſe, 
Such Shapes, ſuch Geſture, and ſuch Sound. eee 
Although they want the uſe of Tongue, a kind 
Of excellent dumb Diſcourſe. 
Pro. Praiſe in departing. 
Fran. They vaniſh'd n. 
Seb. No matter, * 
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They have left their Viand behind; for we have Stomachs. 
Wilt pleaſe you taſte of what is here ? | 
Alon. Not I. +. | 
Gon. Faith Sir, you need not fear. When we were Boys, 
Who would believe that there were Mountaineers, 
Dew-lapt like Bulls, whoſe Throats had hanging at 'em 
Wallets of Fleſh ? or that there were ſuch Men 
Whoſe Heads ſtood in their Breaſts! which now we find 
Each Putter out of five tor one will bring us 2 
Good warrant of. 5 
Alon. 1 will ſtand to, and feed, 
Although my laſt ; no matter, ſince I feel 
The belt is paſt. Brother, my Lord, the Duke, 
Stand to, and do as we. | 


Thunder and Lightning. Enter Ariel like a Harpy, claps 
| bis Wings upon the Table, and with a queint Device the 

Banquet vaniſhes, © TE 
Ari. You are three Men of Sin, whom Deſtiny, 

That hath no Inſtrument this lower World, 

And what is in't, the never-ſurfeited Sea | 

Hath caus d to belch you up; and on this Iſland, 

Where Man doth not mhabit, you *mongſt Men - 

Being moſt unfit to live: I have made you mad; 

And even with ſuch like Valour Men hang and drown 

Their proper ſelves: You Fools, I and my Fellows 

Are Miniſters of Fate; the Elements | - 

Of whom your Swords are temper'd, may as well 

Wound the loud Winds, or with bemockt-at Stabs 

Kill the ſtill cloſing Waters, as diminiſh _ | 

One Dowle that's in my Plume: My Fellow. miniſter 

Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt, | 

Your Swords are now too maſſie for your Strengths, 

And will not be up- liſted, But remember, 

For that's ny Buſineſs to you, that you three 

From Millan did ſupplant good Proſpero- 

Expos'd unto the Sea, Which hath requit it, 

Him add his innocent Child : - For which foul Deed 

The Powers delaying, not forgetting, have : 

Incens'd the Seas and Shores, yea, all the Creatures, 

Againſt your Peace: Thee of thy Son, Alonſo, 

They have bereft ; and d@ pronounce by me, 


Lingring 
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Lingring Perdition, worſe than any Death 
Can be at once, ſhall Step by Step attend 
You and your Ways, whoſe Wraths to guard you from, 


Which here, in this moſt deſolate Ifle, elſe falls 


Upon your Heads, is nothing but Heart's-ſorrow, 


Andaclear Life enſuing, 


He wanifhes in Thunder : Then, th 24 Mufick, Enter the 
Shapes again, and dance with Mocks and Mowes, and 


carrying out the Table. 


Pro, 'Bravely the Figure of this Harpy haſt thou 
Perform'd, my Ariel; a Grace it had devouring : 
Of my Inſtruction haſt thou nothing bated 


In what thou hadſt to ſay : So with good Life, 


And Obſervation ſtrange, my meaner Miniſters 
Their ſeveral Kinds have done; my high Charms work, 
And theſe, mine Enemies, are all knit up 
In their Diſtractions: They now are in my Power; 
And in theſe Fits I leave them, whilſt I viſit 
Young Ferdinand, whom they ſuppoſe is drown'd, . 
And his, and my lov'd Darling. _ 2 | 
Gon. I'th'Name of ſomething holy, Sir, why ſtand you 
In this ſage Shree © 

An. O, it is monfirous ! monſtrous! 
Methought the Billows ſpoke, and told me of it; 
The Winds did ſing it to me, and the Thunder, 
That deep and dreadful Organ- pipe, pronounc'd 
The Name of Pro/per : It did baſe my Treſpaſs, 
Therefore my San i'th' .Ooze is bedded ; and 
F'i1 ſeek him deeper than e' er Plummet ſounded, 

And with him there lie mudded. IExii. 

Seb. But one Fiend at a time, 
I'Il fight their Legions o'er. 8 
Ant. T'll be thy Second. 3 [ Eæcunt. 

Son. All three of them are deſperate; their great Guilt, 
Like Poiſon giv'n to work a great time after, 
Now gins to bite the Spirits. I do beſeech you, 
That are of ſuppler Joints, follow them ſwiftly, 


And hinder them from what this Exta ß 

May now provoke them to. | | 
Ari. Follow, I pray you. [LEE _ 
r 5 : A - 
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ACT IV, SCENE I. 
Enter Proſpero, Ferdinand, and Miranda, 


Pro. IF I have too auſterely puniſh'd you, 
| Your Compenſation maks amends ; for I 
Have given you here a third of mine own Life, 
Or that for which I live; who once again 
T tender to thy Hand; All thy Vexations _ 
Were but my Trials of thy Love, and thou 
Halt ſtrangely ſtood the Teſt. Here afore Heav'n 
' I ratifie this my rich Gift: O Ferdinand. d 
Do not ſmile at me that I boaſt her off; | 
For thou ſhalt find ſhe will out · ſtrip A 
And make it halt behind ger. e 6 
Fer. I do believe t 55 
SI... ͥ h md ior, 
Pro. Then, as my Gift, and thine on Acquiſuion 
Worthily purchas'd, take my Daughter, 
If thou doſt break her Virgin-knot before 1 
All ſanctimonious Ceremonies may 
With full and holy Rite, be miniſtred. 
No ſweet Aſperſion ſhall the Heav'ns let fall 
To make this Contract grow; but barren Hate, 
Sour- ey d Diſdain, and Diſcord ſhall beſtreCW 
The Union of your Bed with Weeds ſo loathly 
That you ſhall hate, jt both: Therefore take heed, 
As men Lamps ffiall light you. 
Fer. As I hope | 
For quiet Days, fair Iſſue, and long Life, 
With ſuch Love as tis now, the merkieſt Den, | 
The moſt opportune Place, the ſtrong'ſt Suggeſtion,, *_ 
Our worſer Genius can, ſhall never melt | 
Mine Honour into Luft, to take away 
The Edge of that Day's Celebration, 
When I ſhall think or Phzbus Steeds are founder d. 
Or Night Kept chain'd below. NS 
Fri. Samy one... IR 
Sit then, and talk with her, ſhe is thine own, 
What, Ariel; my induſtrious Servant, Ariel. 


Enter. 
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| Enter Ariel. 

Ari. What would my potent Maſter? here I am, 

Pro. Thou, and my meaner Fellows, your laſt Service 
Did worthily perform; and I muſt uſe you 
In ſuch another Trick; go bring the Rabble, 
O'er whem I give thee Power, here, to this Place? 
Incite them to quick Motion, for I muſt 
Beſtow upon the Eyes of this young Couple 
Some Vanity of mine Art; it is my Fromile, 

And they expect it from me. 

Ari, Preſently ? £5 

Pro, Ay, with a Twink. | 

Ari, Before you can ſay Come, 150 go, 
And breathe twice; and cry, So, fo ; 5 
Each one tripping on his Loe, 
Will be here with Mop and 8 
Do you love me, Maſter? No? 

Pro. Dearly, my Delicate Ariel; do not approach 
Till thou Joſt hear me call, | 
Ari. Well, I conceive. [Exzt. 
Pro. Look thou be true; do not give Dalliance 
Too much the Rein ; the ſtrongeſt Oaths are Straw 

To th' Fire i'th' Blood: Be more Abſtemious,- 

Or elſe good-night your Vow. 

Fer. I warrant you, Sir, 

The white cold Virgin. Snow, upon my Heart, 

Abates the Ardour of my Liver. 

Pro. Well. 

Now come my Ariel, bring a Corolary, 

Rather than want a Spirit, appear, and pertly. 
597 Muſick. 


No Tongue; all Eyes; be filent. 

Enter Iris. | 

i Ceres, moſt beauteous Lady, the rich Leas 

Of Wheat, Rye, Barley, Fetches, Oats, and Peaſe; 
Thy tufty Mountains, where live nibling Sheep, | 
And flat Meads thatch'd with Stover, them to keep 
Thy Banks with pioned, and tulip'd Brims, 
Which ſpungy April, at thy Heſt betrims, _ 
To make co'd Nymphs chaſte Crown ; and'thy Brooms. * 
Whoſe Shadow the diſmiſſed Batchelor loves, [woah | 


Being 
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Being Laſs-lorn; thy pole-clipt Vineyard, 

And thy Sea-marge ſteril, and rocky hard, Ar 
Where thou thy ſelf do '# air; the Thom. o'th'Sky, 

Whoſe watry Arch, and Meſſenger, am I 

Bids thee leave theſe, and with her Sov' reign Grace, 


Here on this ae in chis very place 
[Juno eee, 


To come, and ſport 8 her Patcooles fly amain : 
Approach, rich Ceres, her to nn 


eee ee Ceres. 
Cer. Hail many-colour'd Meſſenger, that ne'er 
Do'ſt diſobey the Wife of Jupiter: 
Who, with thy Saffron Wings, upon my Flowers 
Diffuſeſt Honey Drops, refreſhing Showers, - | 
And with each end of thy blue Bow do'ſt crown 
My bosky Acres, and my unſhrub'd Down, | 
Rich Scarf to my proud Earth; why hath thy Queen 
Summon'd me hither, to this ſhort-grafs Green? 
Iris. A Contract of true Love to e g 
And ſome Donation jreely to eſtate 
On the bleſs'd Lovers. oF 
Cer, Tell me heav wi: Bok: 
If Venus or her Son, as thou do'ſt know, 
Do now attend the Queen ? ſince they did plot 
The Means, that duſky Dis, my Daughter, got; 
Her and her blind Boy's ſcandal'd * 
I have forſworn. 
Iris. Of her Society 
Be not afraid; I met TRY — F 
Cutting the Clouds towards Paphos, and her Son 
Dove-drawn with her; here thought they to have done 
Some wanton Charm upon this Man and Maid, l 
Whoſe Vows are, that no Bed- right ſhall be paid ; 
Till Hymen's 'Forch be lighted ; but in vain 
Mars's hot Minion is return'd again; a 
Her waſpiſh- headed Son has broke his Arrows, 
Swears he will ſhoot no more, but play with On, 
And be a Boy right-out. 18 | 
Cer. Higheit Queen of State, Tok N 
Great Juno comes, I know her by her Gate. | 7 
__ Fn, How does ny bounteous Siſter ? Go with 2 
9 
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To bleſs this Twain, that they may n be, 
And honour'd in their Iſſue. Dey. ug. 


Jun. Honour; Riches. Marriage Bleſſing, 
Long Continuance and encreaſing, 
Hourly Joys be ſtill upon you, 

Juno /ings her Bleſſings on you : 
Earth's Increaſe, and Foyſon plenty, 
Barns and Garners never empty, 
Vines, with cluflring Bunches ex, 

Plants, with goodly Burthen bowing : 
Spring come to you at the fartheſt, 
In the very End of Harweſt : 
Scarcity and Want ſhall ſhun you, 
Ceres Bleſſing fo ts on you. 


Fer. This is a moſt majeſtick Viſion, and 
Harmonius charmingly ; may I be bold 
To think theſe Spirits? 

Pro. Spirits which by mine Art 
I have from all their Confines call'd, t ena&t 
My preſent Fancies. 

Fer. Let' me live here ever ; 
So rare a wonder'd Father, and a Wie, 

Makes this place Paradiſe. 

Pro. Sweet now, Silence: 
Juno and Ceres hiſper ſeriouſly; 
There's ſomething elſe to do; huſh, and be mute, 
Or exe our Spell is marr'd. 

Juno and Ceres whiſper, and ſend Iris on Imployment. 

Iris. You Nymphscall'd Nayadesof the winding Brooks, 
With your ſedg'd Crowns and ever-harmleſs Looks, 
Leave your criſp Channels, and on this Green-land 
Anſwer your Summons, Juno does Command: 
Come, temperate Nymphs, and help to celebrate 
58 Contract of true Love; be not too late. 

Enter certain Nymphs. 

You Sun-burn'd Sicklemen, of Auguſt weary, 
Come hither from the Furrow, and be merry ; 
Make Holy-day ; your Rye-ftraw Hats put on, 
And theſe freſh Nymphs encounter every one 
In Country footing. 
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Enter certain Reapers, properly habited ; they join with the 


Nymphs in @ graceful 8 5 towards the end where 
Pro pero farts /uddenly, and ſpeaks ; after which to a 
tals haltzw and confuſed Noiſe, they heavily vaniſh, 


Pro. I had forgot that foul Conſpiracy 
Of the Beal Caliban, and his Confederates, 


| Againſt my Life; the Minute of that Plot 


Is almoſt come. Well done, avoid; no more, 
Fer. This is ſtrange; your Father's in ſome Paſſion 
That Works him 6rongly, 
Mira. Never till this Day 
Saw I him fouch'd with Anger, ſo Aiſtemper'd. 
Pro, You do look, my Son in a mov'd ſort, 
As if vou were diſmay” d; be chearful, Sir, 
Our Revels now are ended. Theſe our Actors, 
As I foreio:d you, were all Spirits, and 
Are melted into Air, into thin Air; 
And like the baſeleſs Fabrick of their Viſion, 
The Cloud. capt Towers, the gorgeous Pa! aces, 
The ſolemn 'Temples, the great Globe itſelf, 
Yea, all which 1s inherit, ſhall diſſolve, 
And like this inſubſtantial Pageant faded, 
Leave not a Rack behind; we are ſuch Stuff 
As Dreams are made on, and our little Life 
Is rounded with a Sleep. Sir, I am vext ; 
Bear with my Weakneis, my old Brain is troubled ; 
Be not diſturb'd with my Infirmity ; 
If thou be pleaſed, retire into my Cell, 
And there repoſe; a Turn or two III Walk 
To ftill my beating Mind. 


Fer. Mira. We wiſh you Peace. (Exe. 


Pro, 8 a Thought; I thank thee, Att. Come. 


| Enter Ariel. 5 
Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to: what's. thy. Pleaſore ? 
Pro. Spirit, we muſt prepare to meet with Caliban. 
Ari. Ay, my Commander, when I preſented Ceres 
I thought to have told thee of it, but I fear'd 
Leſt I m'ght anger thee. 
Pro. Say again, where didſi thou leave theſe Varlets? 


Ari. 
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Ari. I told you, Sir, they were red hot with drinking? 
So full of Valour, that they ſmote the Air 

For breathing in their Faces; beat the Ground 

For kiſſing of their Feet; yet always bending 

Towards their Project: Then I beat my Tabor, | 
At which, like unbackt Colts, they prickt their Ear, 
Advanc'd their Eye lids, lifted up their Noſes, 

As they imeit Muſick ; fo I charm'd their Ears, 

That, Calf-like, they my Lowing follow'd through 
Tooth'd Briars, ſharp Furzes, pricking Goſs and "Thorns 


Which enter'd their frail Shins: At laſt I left them 


Pt filthy and mantied Pool beyond your Cell, 
There dancing up to th' Chins, that the foul Lake 
O'er ſtunk their Feet. EFT" 

Pro. This was well done, my Bird ; 

Thy Shape inviſible retain thou ſtill; 
The Trumpery in my Houſe, go bring it hither, 
For ſtale to catch theſe Thieves. . 

Ari. I go, I go. Exit. 
Pro. A Devil, à born Devil, on whoſe Nature | 
Nurture can never ſtick ; on whom my Pains, 
Humanly taken, all. all loſt, quite loſt ; 

And as, with Age, his Body uglier grows, 

So his Mind cankers; I will plague them all, 
Even to roaring : Come, hang on them this Line. 
Enter Ariel haden with gliſtering Apparel, &c. Enter 

Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo, all wet. 

Cal, Pray you tread ſoftly, that the blind Mole may not 
Hear a Foot fall ; we now are near his Cell, | 
Ste Monſter, your Fairy, which you ſays a harmleſs Faity, 


Flas done little better than p'aid the Fark with us. 


Trin. Monſter, I do (mel! all Horſe-piſs, at which 


| My Noſe is in great Indignation. 


Ste. So is mine : Do you hear, Monſter ? If I ſhould 
Take a Diſpleaſure againſt you; look youw=——e 
Trin. Thou wert but a loſt Monſter. 
Cal. Good my Lord, give me thy Favour ſtil}: 
Be patient, for the Prize I'll bring thee to | 
Shall hood-wink this Miſchance ; therefore ſpeak ſoftly 
AlPs hauſht as Midnight yet. : 
Trin. Ay, but to loſe our Bottles in the Pool. 
Ste. There is not only Diſgrace, and Diſhonour in that 
| | Monſter, 
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Monſter, but an infinite Loſs. 
Trin. That's more to me than my wetting : 
Yet this 1s your harmleſs Fairy, Montter. 
Ste. I will fetch oft my Bottle, 
Tho? I be o'er Ears for my Labour. | 
Cal. Prethee, my King, be quiet: Sceſt thou here, 
This is the Mouth O'th' Cell; no Noſe, and enter; 
Do that good Miſchef which may make this Iſland 
Thine own for ever; and I, thy Caliban, 
For ay thy Foot-licker. 
Ste. Give me thy Hand; 
J do begin to have bloody Thoughts. 
Trin. O King Stepbano! O Peer! O worthy "Hf ap 
Look what a Wardrobe here is for thee. | 
Cal. Let it alone, thou Fcol, it is but Traſh. 
Trin. Oh, ho, Monſter ; we know what be 1 to 
2 rippery, 0 King Stephana. | 
| Ste. Put off that Gown, Trinculo, by this Hand 11 
| Have that Gown. 
Trin. Thy Grace ſhall have it. 
Cal. The Dropſie drown this Fool; what do you mean 
To doat thus on uch Luggage? Let's alone, 
And do the Murder firſt- It he awake, 
From Toe to Crown he'll ll our Skins wich Pinches ; 


„„ 


Lands # 


Make us ſtrange Stuff. a 
Ste. Ee you quiet, Monfter. Miſtreſs Line, is not this 
my Jerkin ? Now is the Jerkin under the Line : Now Jer- ( 
Ein you are like to loſe your Hair, and prove a bald jerkin, | 
Trin. Do, do; we ſteal by Line and Level, and't like d 
your Grace. 


Ste. I thank thee for that Jeſt, here's a Garment for ( 
Wit ſhall not go unrewarded while I am King of this 
Country. Steal by Line and Level, is an exce: lent F. 115 

of Pate; there's another Garment for'c, | 

Triz. Monſter, come put ſome Lime upon your Fia- 

rs, and away with the reit. 

Cal. I will have none on't ; we ſhall loſe cur Tame, 
And all be turn'd to Birnacles, or to Apes, 

With Foreheads villanous low. 

Ste. Moniter, lay to your Fingers; help 1 to bear this 
away, where my Hogſhead of Wine is, or III turn y 
out of my — go to, carry this. E, 


229025 bs bs A 


How fares the King and's Followers ? 


In the ſame Faſhion as you gave in charge, 
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Trin. And this, | | 
Ste. Ay. and this. 

4 Noiſe of Hunters heard. Enter divers Spirits in ſhape 
of Hounds, hunting them about; Proſpero and Ariel 
ſetting them on. 

Pro. Hey Mountain, hey. 
Ari Silver ; there it goes, Silver. 
Pro. Fury, Fury; there Tyrant, there; hark, hark ; 

Go, charge my Goblins that they grind their Joints 

Wich dry Convulſions, ſhorten up their Sinews | 

With aged Cramps, and more pinch-jpo. ted make them, 

Than Pard, or Cat o' Mountain. 
Ari, Hark, they rcar. 
Pro. Let them be hunted ſoundly, At this Hour 

Lie at my Mercy all mine Enemies: 

Shortly ſhall all my Labours end, and thou 

Shall have the Air at Freedom; for a little 

Follow, and do me Service, [Excunt, 


— 


3 


— 
1 


e ee eee .L 
Enter Proſpero in his Magick Roben, and Ariel. 
Pro. OW does my Project gather to a head; | 

My Charms crack not; my ten and 
Goes upright with his Carriage : How's the Day ? (Time 
Ari. On the fixth Hour, at which time, my Lord, 
You ſaid our Work ſhould ceaſe. 


Pro. I did ſay fo 
When firſt I raid the Tempeſt; ſay my Spirit 


Ari. Confin'd together 


Fuſt as you left them, all Priſoners. Sir, 

In the Lime-Grove which weather. fends your Cell. 

They cannot budge till you releaſe. The King, 

His Brother, and yours, abide all three diſtracted ; 

And the remainder mourning over them, 

Brim- ful of Sorrow and Diſmay ; but chiefly 

Him that you term'd, Sir, the good old Lord Gonnals, 

His Tears run down his Beard, like Winter Drops i 
rom 
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From Eaves of Reeds; your Charm ſo ſtrongly works em 


That if you now beheld them, your Affections 
W ld become tender. - | 
Pro. Do'ſt thou think ſo, Spirit ? 

Ari. Mine would, Sir, were I human. 

Pro. And mine ſhall. | 22 5 
Haſt thou, which art but Air, a Touch, a Feeling 
Of their Afflictions, and ſhall not my fel 
One of their K ind, that reliſh all as ſharply 
Paſſion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou art? 
Tho' with their high Wrongs I am ſtruck to th' quick, 
Yet, with my nobler Reaſon, gainſt my Fury, 

Do If take part; the rarer Action is 

In Virtue than in Vengeance; they being penitent, 

The ſole Drift of my Purpoſe doth extend [247 

Not a Frowin further > Go releaſe them, Ariel; 

My Charms I'll break, their Senſes I'll reſtore, 

And they ſhall be themſelves. | | | 

Ari. I'll fetch them, Sir. ee, 

Pro. Ve Elves of Hills, Brooks, ſtanding Lakesand Groves, 

And ye that on the Sands with printleſs Foot 
Do chaſe the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him 

When he comes back; you Demy Puppets that 

By Moon ſhine do the green ſour Ringlets make, 

W hereof the Ewe not bites; and you whole Paſtime 

Is to make Midnight Muſhrooms, that rejoice - 

To hear the {olemn Curſew. by whoſe Aid, 

Weak Maſters that ye be, I have be-dimm'd _ 

The Noon-tide Sun, call'd forth the mutinous Winds, 
And 'twixt the green Sea and the.azur'd Vault 
Set rodring War; To the dread railing Thunder 

Havel given Fire, and viſted Zowe's ſtout Oak. 
With his own Bolt: The ſtrong bas'd Promontory 
Have I made Shake, and by the Spurs pluckt up 

The Pine and Cedar: Graves at my Command 
Have wak'd their Sleepers, op'd, and let em forth 
By my ſo potent Art. But this rough Magick 

I here abjure ; and when I have requird _ 
Some heavenly Muſick, which even now I do, 
Fo work mine End upon their Senſes, that 

his airy Charm is for, III break my Staff, 
Bury it certain Fathoms in the Earth, 


And 


F 


STI oy, 
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And deeper than did ever Plummet ſound . 
Fl drown my Book. ' (Solemn Mufick.. 
Here enters Ariel before ; then Alonſo with a frantick 
Geſture, attended by Gonzalo, Sebaſtian and Anthonio, 
in like manner, attended by Adrian and Franciſco, 
They all enter the Circle which Proſpero had made, and 
there fland charm'd ; which Proſpero obſerving, ſteaks : 

A ſolemn Air, and the beſt Comforter | 
To an unſettled Fancy, cure thy. Brains, 

Now uſeleſs, boil'd within thy Skull; there ſtand, 

For you are ſpell-ſtopt. | 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable Man, | 
Mine Eyes, even ſociable to the ſhew of thine, 
Fail fellowy Drops: The Charm diſſolves apace, 
And as the Morning ſteals upon the Night, 

Melting the Darkneſs, ſo their riſing Senſes 
Begin to chaſe the ignorant Fumes that mantle 
Their clearer Reaion. O good Gonzalo, 

My true Preſerver, and a loyal Sir 

To him thou follow'ſt; I wilt pay thy Graces 
Home both in Word and Deed. Moſt cruelly 
Didſt thou, Alonſo, ute me, and my Daughter: 

Thy Brother was a Furtherer in the At; | 
Thou'rt pinch'd for't now, S25a/7ian; Fleſh and Blood, 
You, Brother mine, that entertain'd Ambition, 
Expell'd Remorſe and Nature, who with Seba/tian, 
Whoſe inward Pinches therefore are molt ſtrong, 05 
Would here have Kill'd your King; I do forgive thee, 
Unnatural tho” thou art, Their Underſtanding 
Begins to ſwell, and the approaching Tide 
Will ſhortly, fill the reaſonable Shore, © © | 
That now lies. foul and muddy. Not one of them 
That yet looks on me, or wauld know me; Ariel, 
Fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell; 

J will diſcaſe me, and myſelf preſent, ; 

As I was ſometime Millan: Quickly, Spirit; 
Thou ſhalt e'er long be free. 1 


Ariel ſings, and helps to attire him. 
Where he Bee fuchs, there fuck . Fig 
In a Cowfhip's Bed Ilie 
There { couch when Owls do cry. 

e On: 
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On the Bat's Back I % i 
After Summer merrihy, 


Merrily, merrily, ſhall I live now, 9 
Under the Blaſſom that hangs on the Bough. 


Pro. Why that's my dainty Ariel; 1 ſhall mils thee; 


But yet thou ſhalt have Freedom. So, fo, fo. 
To the King's Ship, inviſible as thou art; 
There ſhalt thou find the Mariners aſleep 
Under the Hatches ; the Maſter and the Boatſwain, 
Being awake, enforce them to this Piace, 
And preſently, I prithee. 
Ari. I drink the Air before me, and return 
Or Cer your Pulſe twice beat. ( Exit. 


Gon. All Torment, Frouble, Wonder and Amazement 


Out of this fearful Country. 
Pro. Behold, Sir King, 
The wronged Duke of Millan, Proſpere : 
For more . Aſſurance that a living Prince 
Does now ſpeak to thee, I embrace thy. Body, 
And to thee, and thy Company, I bid 
A hearty Welcome. 3 
Aion. Where thou beeſt he or no, 
Or ſome inchanted Trifle to abuſe me, 
As late I have been, I not know; thy Pulſe 
Beats as of Fleſh-and Blood, and ſince I faw thee 
Th' Affliction of my Mind amends, with which 
I fear a Madneſs held me; this muſt crave, 
And if this be at all, a moſt ſtrange Story: 
'The Dukedom I refign, and do intreat 
Thou pardon me my Wrongs; But how ſhould Profpers 
Be living, and be here? | | 
Pro. Firſt, noble Friend, a 
Let me embrace thine Age, whoſe Honour cannot 
Be meaſur'd, or confin'd. EY | 
Gon. Whether this be, 
Or be not, I'll not ſwear. 
Pro, You do yet talte 
Some Subtilities o' th' Ifle, that will not let y 
Believe things certain: Welcome, my Friends all; 
Put you, my brace of Lords, were I ſo minded, 
I here could pluck tus Highneſs frown upon you, FO 


Inhabits 1 {ome heavn'ly Power guide us 
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And juſtify you Traitors; at this time 
I will tell no Tales. 

Seb. The Devil ſpeaks in him. 

Pro. No! 
For you, moſt wicked Sir, whom to call Brother 
Would even infe& my Mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankeſt Faults; all of them; and require 
My Dukedom of thee, which perforce I know 
Thou muſt reſtore. 

Alon. If thou beeſt Proſpero, 
Give us Particulars of thy Prefervation, 
How thou. haſt met us here, who three Hours ſince 
Were wrackt upon this Shore ? where I have loſt, 
(How-ſharp the Point of this Remembrance is /) 
My dear Son Ferdinand. 

Pro, I am wo for't, Sir. 

Alon. Irreparable is the Loſs, wh Patience 
Says it is paſt her Cure. 

Pro. I rather think 
| You have not ſought her Help, of whoſe ſoft Grace, 
For the like Loſs, I have her Sovereign Abd; | 
And reſt myſelf content. 
Alon. You the like Loſs? | 

Pro. As great to me,. as late, and inſupportable 
To make the dear Loſs, have I Means much weaker 
Than you may call to comfort you ; for 1 | 
Have loſt my Daughter. | 

Alon. A Daughter? | 
O Heav'ns! that they were living both in Naples; 
"The King and Queen there; that they were, I wiſh 
Myſelf were madded in that Oozy Bed 
Where my Son lies. When did you loſe your Daughter? 

Pro. In this laſt Tempeſt. I perceive theſe Lords 
At this Encounter do ſo much admire, 
That they devour their Reaſon, and ſcarce think 
Their Eyes do Offices of Truth, their Words 
Are natural Breath; but howſoever you have 
Been juſtled from your Senſes, known for certain 
That I am Proſpero, and that very Duke 
Which was thraſt forth of Millan, who moſt ſtrangely. 
Upon this Shore, where you were wrack't, was landed 
To be the Lord on't. No more yet of this; 2577 
For tis a Chronicle of Day by Day, Not 
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And I would call it fair Play. . (gle. 
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I have curs'd them.withou: cauſe, 


— . 


Ot whom ſo often I have heard Renown, 


Not a Relation for a Breakfaſt, nor 

Befitting this firſt meeting. Welcome, Sir; 

This Cell's my Court; here have I few Attendants, 
And Subjects none abroad; pray you lock in; 

My Dukedom ſince yon have given me again, 


Iwill requite you with as good a thing, 


At leaſt, bring forth a Wonder, to content ye, 
As much as me my Dukedom. 
Here Proſpero dicovers Ferdinand and Miranda 
playing at Cheſs, . he 
Mira. Sweet Lord, you play me falſe. ] 
Fer, No, my deareſt Love. | | 
I would not for the World. 
Mira. Yes, for a ſcore of Kingdoms c you 1 wran- 


Alon. If this prove 
A Viſion of the {fland,; one dear Son 
Shall I twice loſe. | 
Seb. A moſt high Miracle. 
Fer. Tho' the Seas threaten, they are merciful : 


Alon. Now all the Bleflings _ 
Of a glad Father compaſs thee about: 
Ariſe, and ſay how thau,-cam'it Dege. 
Mira. O! Wonder! _ 
How many goodly Creatures are there here? 
How beautious Mankind is! O brave new World, 
That has ſuch People in't. 1255 | 
Pro. Tis new to. thee. .;;- | 
Aon. What is this Maid with 8 how waſt at 2 2 
Your eld'ſt Acquaintance cannot be three Hours, 
Is ſhe the Goddeſs that hath ſerv'd us, | 
And brought us thus together. 
Fer, Sir, ſhe is mortal; | 
But by immortal Providence ſhe's mine; 
I choſe her when. I could not aſk my Father 
For his Advice; not thought I had one: She 
Is Daughter to this famous Duke of Millan,, 


NTT Tn pr on Wo oe OD 


But never ſaw before; of whom I have 


| Receiv'd a ſecond Life; and ſecond Father II. 


This Lady makes him to me. | 
N e Alon. 
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M/on. Tam hers ; | 
But O, how odly will it ſound, that 1 
Muſt aſk my Child Forgiveneſs ? 

Pro. There, Sir, ſtop, : 5 
Let us not burthen our Remembrance with _ 
An Heavineſs that's gone. 

Gon, I have inly wept, 


Or ſhould have ſpoke e'er this. Look down, you Gods, 


And on this Couple drop a bleſſed Crown: 
For it is you that have chalk'd forth the Way 
Which brought us hither. | 
Alon. I ſay Amen, Gonzalo. 
Gon. Was Millan, thruſt from Millan, that his Iſſue 
Should become Kings of Naples O rejoice 
Beyond a common Joy, and ſet it down _ 
With Gold on laſting Pillars : In one Voyage - 
Did Claribel her Husband find a Tunis; 
And Ferdinand her Brother, found a Wife, 
Where he himſelf was loft ; Proſpero, his Dukedom, 
In a poor Ifle ; and all of us, ourfelves, | 
When no Man was his own. | 
Alon. Give me your Hands: | 
Let Grief and Sorrow ſtill embrace his Heart, 
That doth not wifh you Joy. 
Gon. Be it fo, Amen, 


Enter Ariel, with the Maſter and Boatfwain amazedly 


= folloawing,” 
O look Sir, look Sir, here is more of us“ 
I'propheſy'd, if a Gallows were on Land 
This Fellow could no drown : Now, Blaſphemy, 
That ſwear'ſt Grace o'er-board, not an Oath on Shore. 
Haſt thou no Mouth by Land? 
What is the News ? | 
Boat/. The beſt News is that we have fafely found 
Our Xing and Company ; the next, out Ship, 
Which but three Glaſſes ſince we gave our ſplit, 
Is tight and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as when 
We firſt put out to Sea. 
Ari. Sir, all this Service 
Have I done ſince I went. 
Pro. My trickſey Spirit. 


Alon. Theſe are not natural Events; they ſtrengthen 
From ſtrange to ſtrange: Say, how came you hither ? Bo. 
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Boat. If I did think, Sir, I were well awake, 


I'd ſtrive to tell you: We were dead of ſleep, 


And, how we know not, all clapt under Hatches, 

Where, but even now, with ſtrange and ſeveral Noiſes 

Of roaring, ſhrieking, howling. gingling Chains, 

And moe diverfity of Sounds. al — A © 

We were awak'd ; ſtraightway at Liberty ; 

Where we, in all our 1 rim, freſhly beheld 

Our roya', good, and gallant Ship; our Matter 

Capring to eye her; on a. trice, ſo pleaſe you, 

Even in a Dream, were we divided from them, 

And were brought moping hither. - 
r noi 7 

Pro. Bravely, my Diligence; thou ſhalt be free. 
Alon. This is as {ſtrange a Maze as e'er Men trod, 

And there, is in this buſineſs more than Nature 

Was ever Conduct of; ſome Oracle Z 

Muſt rectify our Knowledge. | 

an 

Do not infeſt your Mind with beating on 

The ſtrangeneſs of this Buſineſs ; at pickt Leiſure, 

Which ſhall be ſhortly, ſingle III reſolve you, 

Which to you ſhall ſeem probable, of every 

Theſe happen'd Accidents ; 'till when, be chearful, 


And think of each thing well. Come hither, . 


det Caliban and his Companions free: 
Untie the Spell. How fares my gracious Sir? 
There are yet miſſing of your Company _ 
Some few odd Lads, that you remember not. . 
Enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and Trin- 
: culo, in their flollen Apparel. 
Ste. Every Man ſhift for all the reſt, and let 
No Man take care for himſelf ; for all is | 
But Fortune, Caragro, Bully-Monſter, Coragio. 
Trin. If theſe be true Spies which I wear in my Head, 
Here's a goodly Sight. _ 3 
Cal. O Setebos, theſe be brave Spirits indeed ! 
How fine my Maſter is! I am fraid | 
He will chaſtiſe me. TY: My 
Seb. Ha, ha; „ 
What things are theſe, my Lord Ant honio ] 
Will Money buy mm 8 


Ant. 


. 
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Ant. Very like; one of em? 

Is a plain Fiſh, and no doubt marketable. 

Pro. Mark but the Badges of theſe Men, my Lords, 
Then ſay if they be true: This miſhapen Knave, 
His Mother was a Witch, and one ſo ſtrong _ 

That could controul the Moon, make Flows and Ebbs, 
And dral in her Command without her Power. 

Theſe three have robb'd me, and this Demy-Devil, 
For he's a Baſtard one, had plotted with them 

To take my Life; two of theie Fellows you 

Mult Know and own, this thing of Darknels I 
Acknowledge mine, 

Cal. I ſhall be pincht to Death. 

Alon. Is not this Stephans, my dgunken Butler ? 

Seb. e is drunk now : 

Where had he the Wine? | 
Alon. And Trinculo is reeling ripe; where mould they 


Find this grand Liquor that hath gilded 'em ? 


How cam'it thou in this pickle ? 
Trin. I have been in ſuch a pickle ſince I ſaw you laſt, 
That I fear me will never be out of my Bones : 
I ſhall not fear fly-blow ing. 
Seb. Why, how now Srephans ? | 
Ste. O touch me not: I am not S/ ephano, but a Cramp. 
Pro. You'd be King o'th' Ifle, Sirrah? 
Ste. I ſhould have been a {ore one then. 
Alon. lis a ſtrange thing as e'er I look'd on 
Pro. Re 1s as diiproportion' d in his Manners 
As in his Shape: Go, Sirrah, to my Cell, 
Take with you your Companions as you look 
To have my Pardon, trim it handſ. miy. 
Cal. Ay, that I will and I'll ve wiſe hereafter, 


And ſeek: for Grace, What a thrice double Ais 


Was I to take this Drunkard for a God! | 
And worſhip this dull Fool? 
Pro. Go to, away. | [found it it. 


Alon. Hence, and beſtow your Luggage where you 


Seb. Or flole it rather, 
Pro. Sir, I invite your Highneſs and your Train 
To my poor Cell; where you ſhall take your Reſt 


For this one Night, which, Part of it, I'll walte 


With ſuch Ditcourte, as I not doubt ſhall make 't 


Go quick away; the Story of my Lite, Aad 
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And the particular Accidents gone by 


Since I came to this Iſle : and in the Morn 
Il bring you to your Ship; and ſo to Naples. 


Where I have hope to ſee the Nuptials 

Of theſe our dear - beloved ſolemniz d; 

And thence retire me to my Millan, dere 
Every third Thought ſhall be my Grave. 


Alon. I long 
To hear the Story of your Life, which muſt 
Take the Ear ſtrangely. 

Pro. I'll deliver all, 
And promiſe you calm Seaſons, auſpicious Gales, 
And Sail ſo expeditious, that ſhall catch 
Your Royal Fleet far off: My Ariel, Chick, 
This is thy Charge; then to the Elements 
Be free, and fare thou well. Pleaſe you draw near. 

| | [Exeunt om nes. 


. 
Spoken by Proſper. 


| N O W my Charms are all oer thrown, 
And what Strength I hawe's mine , 
c e is moft faint : Now tis true 
T muſt be here aug d by you, 
Or jend to Naples. Let me not, 
Since I have my Dukedom got, 
And pardon'd the Deceiver, dwell 
In this bare 1/iand by your Spell; 
But releaſe me from my Bands, 
With the help of your good Hands. 
Gentle Breath of yours, my Sails 
Muft fill, or elſe my Project fails, 
Which was to pleaſe. Now. 1 7 88 
Spirits to enforce, Art to enchant nb 
And my ending is Deſpair, ... A Hi 
Unleſs I be reliev'd by Prayer ; 5 
Which pier ces fo, that it affaults 
Mercy it ſell, and frees all Taub. | 
As you from Crimes would pardon'd be, 
Let your Indulgence ſet me free, 
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Dramatis Perſonz, 


Fin "Joke Falſtaff. | 

Fenton, a young Gentleman of. ſmall 
-Fortune, in Love with Mrs. Anne Page, 
Shallow, - a Country Juſtice. 
Slender, Couſin to Shallow, a ſooliſs Coun: 
, try "Squire. _ 

Mr. Page, y two Gentlemen, dwelling at 
Ar. Ford, 1 Windſor. . 

Sir Hugh ; , a Welch Parſon. 
C 
Hoſt of the Garter, a merry lalling Fullov. 
Bardolph, 

Piſtol, Tl obarpers allending on F alſtaſf 
Nym, 

Robin, Page to Falſtaff. 

William Page, a Boy, Son io Mr. Page 
Simple, Servant to Slender. 

Rugby, Servant to Dr. Caius, 


- 


Mrs. Page, Wife to Mr. Page. 

Mrs. Ford, Wife io Mr. Ford. 

Mrs. Anne Page, Daughter to Mr. Page, 
in Love with Fenton, 

Mrs. Quickly; Servant to Dr. Caius. 


Servants. to We Ford, E 
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in any Bill, Warrant, Quittance, or Obligation, Armigers. 


0 


* n 
W 


ACT L 80 NE L 


Enter Juſtice Shallow, Slender, and Sir 
Hugh Evans. 


8 N ALT 2 | 
== 1 R Hugh, perſuade me not; I will | 
make a Star- Chamber Matter of it: 
= If he were twenty Sir John Fal os 
he ſhall not abuſe Robert Shallow, Eſq; 
ien. In the County of Glacefler, 
— Juſtice of Peace, and Coram. 

Sbal. . Couſin Slendes, and Cuſtalorum. 
Slen. Ay, and Rato-lorum too; and a r 
born, Maſter Parſon, who writes himſelf Armigero, 


Spal. Ay, that I do, and have done any time theſe 
hundred Years. + 

Slen. All his Succeſſors, gone before him,: . 
don't; and all his Anceſtors, that come after lim, 
_— ; they may give the 1 REP Luces in _ | 


"hat, It is an old Coat. | 3 
A 2 | . Ewa, 
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Eva. The dozen white Lowſes do become an old 


'Coat well; it agrees well Paſſant; it is a familiar 
| Beaſt to Man, and ſignifies Love. 

. Shal. The Luce is the Freſh-fiſh, the 5 16h is 
an od Coat. 

Slen. I may quarter, Coz. 

Shal. You may, by marrying. 

Evan. It is marring indeed, if he quarters it. 

Shal. Not a whit. 

Ewa. Yes per-lady ; if he has a quarter of your 
Coat, there is but three Skirts for yourſelf, in my 
ſimple Conjectures; but that is all one: If Sir John 
Falſtaff have committed Diſparagements upon you, 
T am of the Church, and will be glad to do my 
Benevolence, to make Attonements and, Compromiies 
between you, ; 

Shal. The Council ſhall hear it; it is a Riot. 

Ewa. It is not meet the Council hear of a Riot; 
there is no Fear of Got in a Riot: The Council, 
look you, ſhall deſire to hear the Fear of Got, and 
Not to hear a Riot: take you viza - ments in that. 
Sal. Ha! o' my Lite, if 1 were young again, 
the Sword ſhould end it. 
xa. It is petter that Friends is the Sword, that 
end it; and there 1s alſo another Device in my Prain, 
which peradventure prings good Diſcretions with it : 


'There 1s Anne Page, which 1s Daughter to Maſter | 


. Thomas Page, which is pretty Virginity. 
_ Glen. Miſtreſs Anne Page? ſhe has brown Hair, 
and ſpeaks like a Woman. 
Ea. It is that ferry Perſon 1 all the Orld, as 
juſt as you will defire; and ſeven hundred Pounds of 
-Monies, and Gold, and Silver, is her Grand-fire upon 
bis Death · bed (Got deliver to a joyful Reſurrections) 
give, when ſhe is able to overtake ſeventeen Years 
- old : It were a good Motion, if we leave our pribbles 
and prabbles, and deſire a Marriage rb bN* Manner 
Abraham; and Miſtreſs Anne Page. 


Slen. Did her * leave her ſeven hundred | 


Pound, 


Ea. 
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Zæua. Ay. and her Father is make her a petter 
Penny. 

Shen. I know the young Gentlewoman : ſhe has 
good Giits, - 

Eva. Seven hundred Pounds and poſſibility is 
goot Gifts. 

' Shal. Well; let us ſee honef Mr. Page: Is Fal. 
af there? | 

Ewa. Shall I tell you a Lye? I do deſpiſe a Ly ar 
as I do deſpiſe one that is falſe ; or as I de pi. e cne 
that is not true. The Knight, Sir John, is there; 
and I beſeech you be ruled 57 your Well-wiſhers, I 
will peat the Door { Kn2cks] for Maſter Page. What 
hoa? Got bleſs your Houte: here. 

Enter Mr. Page. 

Page. Who's there? 

Ewa. Here is Got's pleſſing. and your Friend, and 
Jaitice Shallazu; and here's young Matter Nan; ; 
that peradventures ſhall tell you another Tale, if 
matters grow to your likings. | 

Page. I am glad to fee your Worſhip's well: 1 
thank you for my Veniſon, Maſter Shallow. 

Shal. Maſter Page, I am glad to ſee you; much 
an do it your good Heart: I wiſhed your Veniſon 

etter; it was ill kill'd. How doth good Miſtreſs 


Page? and I thank you e with my Heart, la; 


with my Heart. 

Page. Sir, I thank you. 
50a) Sir, I thank you; by yea and no I do. 

WE OP, am glad to ſee you, good Maſter Slender. 
Slen. How do's your fallow Greyhound, Sir? I 


heard fay, he was out-run on Cotſale. 


Page. It could not be judg'd, Sir. 

Sen. You'll not pr Sg you'll not confeſs. - 

Shal. That he will not, tis your Fault; tis your 
Fault; *tis a good Dog. 

Page. A Cur, Sir. 
Sbal. Sir, he's a good Dog, and a fair Dog 1.6 can 
there be more ſaid ? He is good and fair, Is Sir 
Jobn S here? 
A 3 Page. 


| 


hs 
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Page. Sir, he's within; and I would I could do a 

| good Office between you. my 

Ewa. It is ſpoke as a Chriſtians ought to ſpeaks. 

Shal. He hath wrong'd me, Maſter Page 

Page. Sir, he doth in ſome ſort confeſs it. 

S-al. If it be confeſs'd, it is not redreſs'd; is not 
that ſo, Maſter Page? He hath wrong d me, indeed 
he hath, at a Word he hath, believe me, Robert 
Shallow, Eſquire, faith, he is wrong” d. | 
Page. Here comes Sir Fohn. 

Enter Sir John Falſtaff, Bardolph, Ny, and Piſtol. 
Fal. Now, Maſter Sha/lowv, you'll complain of me 
to the King? 

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my Men, kill'n my 
Deer, and broke open my Lodge. 

Fal. But not kiſs d your Keeper's Daughter. 
Sfbal. Tut, a pin; this ſhall be anſwer- c. 

Fal. I will anſwer it Rraight : I have done all ai 
That is now anſwer'd. | 

Sbal. The Council ſhall know this. | 

Fal Twere better for you if it were known in 
Council ; ; You'll be laugh'd at. 

Eva. Pauca verba, Sir Fobn, good Worts. 5 

Fal. Good Worts? Good Cabbage. Slender 1 
broke your Head: what Matter have yo⁰ againſt mes 1 

Slen. Marry Sir, IJ have Matter in my Head againſt 5 
you, and againſt your Cony-catching Raſcals, Bar- 


dolfh, Nym, and Piſtol, | 
Bar. You Banbury Cheeſe, - 7 : 
Slen. Ay, it is no matter. N | | 
Pit. How now, Mepbeſtophrlus? F 85 
Slen. Ay, it is no matter. f 
Nym. Slice, T ay s pauca, pauca 2 Slice, that 8 my | | 

Humour. 1 
Slew. Where's Simple, my Man ? Can you tell, . 

Couſin. 8 1 


Ewa. Peace, I pray you ; Nom let us / underfand ; | 
there is three Umpires in this matter, as I under- 1 
ſtand chat 15, Maſter. Page, fidelices,” Maſter. Page i ; 
. pn 
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and there is myſelf, fdelicet, myſelf ; and the three 
Party is, laſtly, and finally, mine Hoſt of the Garter. 

: Mr. Page. We three to hear it, and end it between 
them. ; i 

Eva. Ferry goot ; I will make a Prief of it in my 
Note Book, and we will afterwards ork upon the 
Cauſe with as great diſcreetly as we can. 
Fal. Piſtol. 3 | 

Pi. He hears with Ears. : 

Ewa. The Tevil and his Tam; what Phraſe is 
this, he hears with Ear? Why it is Affectations. 

Fal. Piſtol, did you pick Maſter Slender's Purſe? 

Slen. Ay, by theſe 8 he did, or I would that 

I might never come in mine own great Chamber again 

elſe, of ſeven Groats in Mill- ſixpences, and two EA. 
avard Shovel-boards, that coſt me two Shilling and 
two Pence a:piece, of Tad Miller; by theſe Gloves. 
Fal. Is this true, Piftol ? | 
Ewa. No; it is falſe, if it is a Pick-purſe, 


Pit. Ha, thou Mountain Foreigner; Sir John, 
and Maſter mine, I Combate challenge of this Latin 
Bilboe: Word of Denial in thy Labras here; word 
of Denial; Froth and Scum, thou Jh ſt. 
Slen. By theſe Gloves, then twas he. 3 
Vm. Be advis'd, Sir, and paſs good Humours: I 5» 
will ay marry trap with you, if you run the Nut-hooks 
Humour on me; that is the very Note of it. 
Slen. By this Hat, then he in the red Face had it; 
for tho* I cannot remember what L did when you 
made me drunk, yet I am not altogether an Aſs. 
Fal. What ſay you, Scarlet and Fohn. © 
Bar. Why, Sir, for my part, I fay, the Gentleman 
| had drunk himſelf out of his five Sentences, 
| ; Ewa. It is his five Senſes : Fy, what the Ignorance 
, : Bar. And being fap, Sir, was, as they fay, ca- 
ſhier'd ; and fo Concluſions paſt the Car-eires, 
Slen. Ay, you ſpake in Latin then too; but tis no 
matter; I'll ne'er be drunk whilſt I live again, but 
in honeſt, civil, godly OF for this Trick; = 
- 34; 3 4 4 
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i EY T*il be drunk with thoſe that have the F ear 


of God, and not with drunken Knaves. 
Ewa, So Got udge me, this is a virtuous Mind. 
Fal. You hear all theſe Matters deny'd, Gentle- 


men, you hear it. : 
Enter Mrs. Anne Page, with Wine. 


Page, Nay, Daughter, carry the Wine i in; we'll 
drink within, 


$len. Oh Heaven! this is Miſtreſs Aune Page. 
Enter Miſtreſs Ford, and M. Nel Page. 
Page. How now, Miſtreſs Ford. 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, by my Troth you are very 


well met; by your leave good, Miftreſs. 


Page, Wife, bid theſe Gentlemen welcome : Come, 


we have a hot Veniſon Paſty to Dinner: Come, Gen- 


TO I hope we ſhall drink down all Unkindneſs, 
- © [ Ex. Fal- Pape, Or. 

Manent Shallow, Evans, and Slender. 
Slen. J had rather than forty Shillings, I had my 


Bok of Songs and. Sonnets here, 


Enter Simple. 
How now, Simple, where have you been? I muſt 
wait on myſelf, muſt I? Vou have not the Book of 


Riddles about you, have 


0 
Sim, Book of Riddles ! Why. did you not lend i it 
to Alice Short-cake u pon Allhallowmas lat, a F ort- 
night afore Michaelmas ? 


. +» $hal. Come Coz, come Coz; we ſtay for you: 
A word. with you, Coz; Marry this, Coz; there is, 


' as*twere a Tender, a kind of Tender, made afar off 
by Sir Hugh here: Do you underſtand me? 


$/:n. Ay Sir, you ſhall find me reaſonable ; ; If * 
be fo, I ſhall do that that is Reaſon, 


$hel. Nay, but underſtand me, 


Ser. So I do, Sir. 
Ewa. Give Ear to his Motions, Mr. Slender: I 


will deſcription the Matter to you, if you be Capacity 
Slen. Nay, I will do as my Couſin Shallow ſays: 


IT pray you pardon me: he's a Juſtice of Peace in 
his Country, 9 tho' I fland here. Eva. 


- + N> 
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Eva. But that is not the Queſtion: The Queſtion 


is concerning your Marriage. 
Shal. Ay, there's the point, Sir. 
Ewa. Marry is it the very point of it, to Mrs. 


Anne Page. 


Slen. Why, if it be ſo, I will mapry her upon any 

reaſonable Demands. 

Ewa. But can you affection the *oman ? Let us 
command to know that of your Mouth, or of your 
Lips: For divers Philoſophers hold, chat the Lips is 
Parcel of the Mouth: Therefore preciſely, can you 
marry your good Will to the Maid ? 

Shal. Couſin Abraham Slender, can you love her? 

Slen. J hope, Sir; I will do as it ſhall become one 
that would do Reaſon. 

Eva. Nay, Got's Lords and his Ladies, you muſt 
ſpeak poſſitable, if you can carry her your Deſires 
towards her. 

Shal. That you muſt : 


Will you, upon good Dowry, marry her? 


Slen, I will do a greater thing than that upon 


_ your Requeſt, Couſin, in any Reaſon. 


Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, ſweet Coz, 
what I do is to pleaſure you, Coz: Can you love 
the Maid ? | 
_ Shen. I will marry her, Sir, at your Requeſt ; But 


if there be no great Love in the beginning, yet Hev'n 


may decreaſe it upon better Acquaintance; when we 


are marry'd, and have more occaſion to know one 
another; I hope upon Familiarity will grow more 


Content: But if you ſay, marry her, I will marry ' 


her, that I am freely diſſolved, and diſſolutely. 


Ewa, It is a ferry diſcretion Anſwer; fave the 
fall is in th'Ort diflolutely : The Ort 1 is, according to 


our meaning, reſolutely; his Meaning is good. 


SHal. Ay, I think my Couſin meant well. 
Slen. Ay, or elſe I would I might be hang', la. 
| Enter Mrs. Anne Page. 
- $ha] Here comes fair Mrs, Anne : Would I were 


| Young for your ſake, Miſtreſs Anne. 


AC:  - _ 
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Anne. The Dinner is on the Table; my Father 


dieſires your Worſhip's Company. 


Shal. I will wait on him fair Miftreſs Aune. 

| Ewa. Od's pleſſed Will, I will not be abſence at 
the Grace. [ Ex, Shallow and Evans. 

Anne, Willt pleaſe your Worſhip to come in, met 

Sen, No, I thank you forſooth heartily, I a 
very well, 

Anne. The Dinner attends you, Sir. 

Sen. J am not a-hungry, I thank you, For both: 
Go, Sirrah, for all you are my Man, go wait upon 
my Couſin Sha/lxww; a Juſtice of Peace ſometime 
may be beholding to his Friend for a Man. I keep 
but three Men and a Boy yet, till my Mother be 
8 but what though, yet I live a poor Gentleman 

rn 8885 : 

Anne. I may not go in without your Worship: 
they will not fit "till you come. 

- $4. Tfaith, TIl eat nothing; Ithank you as much 
as though I did. 

Anne. J pray you, Sir, walk i in. : 

Sen. J had rather walk We, I thank you: I 
bruisd my Shin th'other Day, with playing at 
Sword and Dagger with a Maſter of Fence, three 
Veneys for a Diſh of ſtew'd Prunes, and by my 
troth I cannot abide the ſmell of hot Meat ſince. 
Why do your Dogs bark ſo? be there Bears i'th' 
Town? 

Anne. Ithink there are, Sir, I heard them talk'd of. 

Slen. I love the Sport well, but I ſhall as ſoon 
quarrel at it as any Man in E neland. You are afraid 
it you ſee the Bear looſe, are you not ? 

Anne. Ay indeed, Sir. 

Shen. That's Meat and Drink to me now ; I have 
feen Sacker/on looſe twenty times, and have taken 
him by the Chain ; but, I warrant you, the Wo- 
men have fo cry'd and fhriekt at it, that it paſt: 
But Women indeed cannot abide 'em, * are very 


ill- favoured _ things, 
Enter 


er 


er 
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| Enter Mr. Page. | 
Page. Come, gw Mr. Slender, come; we e ſlay 
for you. | 

S/en. I'll eat nothing. I thank you, Sir, 

Page. By Cock and Pye you ſhall not chooſe, Sir; 
come, come. | 

Slen. Nay, pray you lead the Way, 

Page. Come on, Sir, 

Slen. Miſtreſs Anne, yourſelf ſhall go firſt. 

Anne. Not J, Sir, pray you keep on, | 

Slen. Truly J will not go firſt, truly-la: I will 
not do you that wrong. 

Anne. I pray you, Sir. 

Sden. I'll rather be unmannerly than troubleſome; 
you do yourſelf wrong, indeed: la. Exeunt. 

| SCENE -JkE 
Enter Evans and Simple. 

Ewa. Go your ways, and aſk of Doctor Caius 
Houſe which is the Way; and there dwelfs one 
Miftreſs ©uichly, which is in the manner of his Nurſe, 
or his dry Nurle, or his Cook, or his LOSER his 
Waſher, and his Ringer. 

Simp. Well, Sir. 

Ewa. Nay, it is petter yet; give her this Letter, 
for it is a oman that altogethers Acquaintance with 


Miſtreſs Aune Page; and che Letter is to deſire and 


require her to ſollicit your Maſter's Deſires to Mrs. 
Anne Page: I pray you be gone; I will make an end 
of my Dinner; there's Pippins and Checſe to come. 


EF [Exeunt., 
8 C D N HE 


Enter Falſtaff, Hoſt, Bardolph, Nym, Piſtol and Robin. 


Fal. Mine Holt of the Garter. 

Hoſt. What ſays my Bully Rooke? ſpeak ſcholarly | 
and wiſely. 

Fal. Truly, mine Hoſt, 1 maſt turn away ſome 
of my Followers. 


Het. Diſcard, Bully Hercules, caſhier 3 let them 


_ wag, tfot, trot, 


Fal. I lit at ten Pounds a Week. 5 
Hoſt, 


* 
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Hoſt. Thou'rt ar Emperor, Czlar, Keiſar and 
heazer. I will entertain Bardolpb, he will , 
e will tap, ſaid I well, Bully H-@or. 


Fal. Do fo, good mine Hoſt. 5 
Hoſt. I have ſpoke, let him follow; let me fee 

te roth and live: I am at a word; follow. 

[ Ewir Holt. 

Fal. Bar dub, follow him, a Tapſter is a good. 
Trade ; 'an old Cloke makes a new Jerkin „ a. Wi- 
ther'd Serving Man, a freſh Tapſter; go adieu. 

Bar. It is a Life chat I have deſir'd: I will thrive. 

[Exit Bard. 

Pip. O baſe 8 Wight, will thou the Spi- 
got wield? 

MVm. He was gotten in Drink; 15 not the Hu- 
mour conceited ? 

Fal. J am glad I am fo acquit of this Tinderbqx ;- 
his Thefts were too open, his Filching was like an 
_ unſkilful Singer, he kept not time. 

Mm. The good Humour is to ſteal at a Minute“ 8 
reſt. 

Piſt. Comey. the Wiſe it call : Steal ? ? foh, a fico 
for the Phraſe. 

wy N Well, Sirs, I am d out at Heels. 

Pit. Why then let Kibes enſue. 

Fal. There is no remedy : J muſt conicatch, 1 muſt | 
mf. 

-  Pift. Young Ravens muſt have Food. 
Fal. Which of you know Ford of this Town. 
Piß. I ken the Wight, he is of Subſtance good. 

Fal. My honelt Lads, 455 will tell you what I am 
about. 

Piſſ. Two Vards and more. | 
Fal. No. Quips now, Piſfol: Indeed > > am in the 


Waſte two Yards about; but I am now about no 


Waſte, I am about Thrift. _ Briefly, I do mean to 
make Love to Ford's Wile : I ſpy Entertainment in 
ther; ſhe diſcourſes, ſhe caxves, ſhe gives the Leer of 


Invxation 3. I can conſtrue the AQion of her be 
5 | | iar 


The Merry Wives of Windfor. 13 


liar Stile, and the hardeſt Voice of her Behaviour, 
to be Engliſh'd right, is, I am Sir, John Falſtaff*s, 


Pit. He hath ſtudied her Will, and tranſlated her 


Will, out of Honeſty into Exgliſb. Pars 
Nym. The Anchor is deep; will that Humour pals ? 
Fal. Now, the Report goes, ſhe has all the Rule 


of her Huſband's Purſe: He hath a Legion of 


Angels. DR 

Pi. As many Devils entertain; and to her, Boy, 
lay I. Bog: ps : 

Nym. The Humour riſes; it is good; humour me 
the "PEEL 


Fal. I have writ me here a Letter to her; and 


here another to Page's Wife, who even now gave me 
good Eyes too, examined my Parts with moſt judici- 


ous Iliads, ſometimes the Beam of her View guided 


my Foot, ſometimes my portly Belly.” 
Pit. Then did the Sun on Dunghil ſhine. 
Nym. I thank thee for that Humour. 


Fal. O ſhe did fo courſe o'er my Exteriors with 


ſuch a greedy Intention, that the Appetite of her Eye 


did ſeem to ſcorch me up like a Burning-Glals ;- 


_ Here's another Letter to her; ſhe bears the Purſe 
too; ſhe is a Region in Guiana, all Gold and Bounty. 
J will be Cheaters to them both, and they ſhall be 
Exchequers to me; they ſhall be my Ea and Mes. 
Indies, and I will trade to them both. Go, bear 
thou this Letter to Mrs, Page, and thou this to Mrs. 
Ford : We will thrive, Lads, we will thrive. 
Pig. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become; 


And by my Side wear Steal? Then Lucifer take all. 


Nm. I will run no baſe Humour: Here take the 
Humour-Letter, J will keep the Haviour of Repu- 
tation. | | 8 8 

Fal. Hold, Sirrah, bear you theſe Letters rightly, 
Sail like my Pinnace to theſe golden Shores. 
Rogues, hence, avaunt, vaniſh like Hail-ſtones ; go, 
Trudge, plod away d'th' hoof, ſeek ſhelter, pack. 
Fallaff will learn the Honour of the Age, 75 
French Fhrift, you Rogues, myſelf and {kirted Page. 

1 [Exit Fal. and Boy. Pig. 
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Pit, Let Vultures Gripe thy Guts; for Gourd and 


Fullam holds; and high and low beguiles the rich 


and poor. Teſter L'Il have in Pouch when thou ſhalt 
lack, Baſe Phrygian-Turk. | 
Vm. I have Operations, 
Which be Humours of Revenge? 

Pit. Wilt thou revenge? 

Nm. By Welkin and her. Star. 

Piti. With Wit, or Steel? 

Mm. With boch the Humours, I; 


I will diſcuſs the Humour of this Love to Ford. 


0 


Piſt. And I to Page ſhall eke untold 
How Falſtaſt, Varlet vile, 5 
His Dove will prove, his Gold will hold, 
And his ſoft Couch deſile. p 
Mm. My Humour, ſhall not cool; I will incenſe 
Ford to deal with Poiſon, I will poſſeſs him with 


Vellowneſs, for the Revolt of mine is dangerous: That 
is my true Honour. 


Pit. Thou art the Mars of Malecontents; T ſecond 


thee; troop on. [Exeunt. 


EEE 19. 
Enter Miſtreſs Quickly, Simple, and John Rugby. 
Quic. What, John Rugby! I pray the go to the 


Caſement, and ſee if you can ſee my Maſter, Maſter 


Doctor Caius coming; if he do, I'faith, and find any 
body in the Houſe, here will be an old abuſing of 
God's Patience, and the King's Eng/i/h. 
Rug. I'll go watch. 4+. Txt Rug. 
xic. Go, and we'll have a Poſſet fort ſoon at 


Night, in Faith, at the latter end of a Sea-coal Fire; 
8 | 


An honeſt, willing, kind Fellow, as ever Servant ſhall 


come in a Houſe withal, and I warrant you no Tel!- 


tale, nor no Breed-bate; his worft Fault is that he is 
given to Pray'r, he is ſomething peeviſh that way; 
but no body but has his Fault; but let that paſs. *. 
Peter Simple you ſay your Name is 
Simp. Ay, for fault of a better. 
Quic. And Maſter Slender's your Maſter? 
 Simp. Ay, Forſooth. 3 80 
Quic. 


d. 


It 
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Sade. Does he not wear a great round Beard, like 


a Glover's Pairing-knite ? | 
Simp. No, Forſooth ; he hath but a little Wee- face, 


with a little yellow Beard, a Cane-colour'd Beard. 

Quic. A ſoftly- ſprighted Man, is he not? 

Simp. Ay, Forſooth; but he is as tall a Man of 
his Hands, as any 1s between this and his Head ; he 
hath fought with a Warrener. 

Quic. How fay you? Oh, I ſhould remember him; 
does he not hold up his Head, as it were? And ſtrut 
in his Gate? 

_ Simp, Ves indeed does he. 

uic. Well, Heav'n ſend Anne Page no worſe For- 
tune, Tell Maſter Parſon Evans, IT will do what I 


can for your Maſter: Anne is a good Girl,” and I 


Wiſh — 
Enter We 
Rug. Out, alas ! here comes my Maſter, 
2%ic. We ſhall be all ſhent; run in here, 3 young 


Man, go into this Cloſet ; ¶ Huta Simple in the Cloſet] 
He will not ſtay long. What, John Rugby! Fobn! 


What John, I ſay; go John, go enquire for my 
Maſter, I doubt he * not well, that he comes not 
home : and down, down, a. doaun a, &C. 

Enter Doctor Cams. 

Caius. Vat is you ſing? I do not like des Toys; 
pray you go and vetch me in my Cloſet an boitier 
verd; a Box, a green-a Box; do intend vat I oP ? 
a green-a Box. 

Nuic. Ay Forſooth, I'll fetch it you. 

I am glad he went not in himſelf; if he had found 


the young Man, he would have been horn-mad, 


Caius. Fe, fe, fe, fe, ma foi. Il fait fort has, 
75 men nie a la Cour. — Ia grande Afaire. 

Qui It it this, Sir? _ 
. Caius. Ouy, mette le au mon Pocket, Depech Quickly 
ver is dat Knave Rugby ? 
| N What, John Rugby ! 7 

Rug. Here Sir. 
Caius. 
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Caius. You are Fohn Rugby, and you are Fack 
- Rugby ; come, take- your Rapier, and come after my 
Heel to the Court. 

Rag. Tis ready, Sir, here i in the Portch. 

Caius. By my Trot I tarry too long: Od's me: 
Que ay je oublie: Dere is ſome Simples in my Cloſet, 
dat I will not for the Varld I ſha!l leave behind. 

Quic. Ay-me, he'll find the young Man there, and 
be mad. 

Caius. O Diable, Diable; vat is in my Cloſer? 

Villanie, Larron! Rugby, my Rapier, 

Quic. Good Maſter be content. 

Cuius. Wherefore ſhould I be content-a? 

Duic. The young Man is an honeſt Man, 

Caius. What ſhall de honeſt Man do in my Cloſet, 
dere is no honeſt Man dat ſhall come in my Cloſet. 

Quic. I beſeech you be not fo flegmatick ; hear the 
truth of it. He came of an Errand to me from Par- 
ſon Hugh. | "> 8 | | 
Caius. Vell. 
| Simp, Ay Forſooth, to deſire her "EY 
Quic. Peace, I pray you. 
| Caius. Peace-a your Tongue, ſpeak: a your Tale. 
Simp. To deſire this honeſt Gentlewoman, your 
Maid, to ſpeak a good Word to Miſtreſs Anne Page 
for my Matter, in the way of Marriage. 

- Quic, This is all indeed la; but UI! ne'er put my 
Finger in the Fire, and need not. 

"Caius. Sir Hugh ſend- a- you? "Rugby ballow me 
ſome Paper; tarry you a little-a-while. 
Quic. I am glad he is fo quiet; if he had been 

throughly moved, you ſhould have heard him fo loud, 

and ſo melancholy : But notwithſtanding, Man, 1 1 
do for your Maſter what good I can; and the very 
yea, and the no is, the French Doctor my Maſter, I 
may call him my Maſteg, look you, for I keep his 
Houſe, and I waſh, wring, brew, bake, ſcour, dreſs 
Meat and Drink, make the Beds, and do all myſelf. 

Simp. Tis a great Charge to come under one bo- 


dy 's Hand. 
Qnic 


Quic. Are you a · vis d o' that? you ſhall find it a 
great Charge; and to be up early, and down late. 


But notwithſtanding, to tell in your Ear, I would 


have no Words of it, my Maſter himſelf is in Love 
with Miſtreſs Anne Page; but notwithſtanding that, 
I know Anne's Mind, that's neither here nor there. 
Caius. You, Jack'Nape ; givea this Letter to Sir 
Hugh, by gar it is a Shallenge: I will cut his Troat 
in de Parke, and I will teach a ſcurvy Jack-a-nape 
Prieft to raeddle or make——You may be gone, it 
is not good you tarry here; by gar I will cut all his 
two Stones, by gar, he ſhall not have a Stone to 
inn 7 2-7 
Duic. Alas, he ſpeaks but for his Friend. | 
Caius. It is no matter' a ver dat: do you not tell 

a me dat, I ſhall have Anne Page- for myſelf ? by 
gar, I will kill de Jack Preeſt; and I have appointed 
mine Holt of 4e Fartere to meaſure our Weapon; 
By gar I will myſelf have Anne Page. | | 


Juic. Sir, the Maid loves you, and all ſhall be 
well: we muſt give Folks leave to prate ; what the 


good-jer. | 
- Caius. Rugby, come to the Court with me; by gar, 
if I have not Anne Page, I ſhall turn your Head out 
of my Door; follow my Heels, Ragby. . © 
1 sx. Caius and Rug. 
Quic. You ſhall have An Fools Head of your own. 
No, I know Annes Mind for that; never a Woman 
in Windfor knows more of Arne's Mind than I do, 
nor can do more than I do with her, I thank Heav'n. 
Fent. within} Who's within there, hoa?' 


Quic. Who's there, I trow ! Come near the H ouſe 


I pray you. You | 
r.! Femnon: EET A 
Fent. How now, good Woman, how- doſt thou ? 


+ 2arc. The better that it pleaſes your good Worſhip | 


to ag. SEE 1315 

Fent. What News? How does pretty Miſtreſs Aune? 
Quic. In truth, Sir, and ſhe is pretty, and honeſt, 
and gentle, and one that is your Friend, I can tell you 
that by the Way, I praiſe Heav'n for it. Fent. 
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_ Mrs. Page | 
bey, and am I now a ure for them? Jet me. 


X72 4 
= 
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{. Feit. Shall I do any good think'& chou? ſhall I 
not loſe my Suit? 

* * Troth, Sir, all i is in his Shady above ; but 

- notwithſtanding, Maſter Fenton, I'll be ſwern on a 


Book ſhe loves you : Ow not your Worſhip a Wart | 
f above your Eye? 


Fent. Yes marry have * 3 and. hat of that? ; 


2 28 Well, thereby hangs à Tale; good 3 


" is ſuch axiothes Nan; but, T deteſt, an honeſt Maid 


as ever broke Bread; we had an Hour's talls of 


that Wart: I ſhall never laugh | but in that Maid's 


Company! but, indeed, ſhe is given too much to 
Allicholy and Muling ; but for ee e | 


e — 


Fent. Well, I ſhall: ſee: her to day; ; hold, there's 


Money for thee: Let me have thy Voice in my 
behalf; if thou ſeeſt her before me, commend 'me,--- 
Quic. Will -T? Ay faith that we will: And I 


will tell your Worſhip more of the Wart, the next | 


time we have confidence; and of other Wcoers.. 


Dent. Well, 3 Jam in great haſte now. 


[Exit. 


Aue Fanta to your Worſhip. Truly an honeſt 


Gentleman, but Anne loves him not; I know Anne s 


Mind as well as another does. Out aon t, what 


have forgot? 1 | | [Exit. 


eee eee e 


A * 1 II. 8 c E Iv. E * 
Euer Ni, fs 1 with a Letter. a 


in the Holy-day- time of my 


ſee: 
* Ach me no Reaſon dy! 7 * von; 5 tho . 8 
"fe Reafon for. " Tg," * GRE him not 5 8 


THAT, have I fcap'd Love. Letters 


J%%Cͤͤ 110 ˙ eate. -a rern 


De Merry lime of Windſor. 19 
i Counſellur: You are not gung, no more am I; 7 
10 then, there's Sympathy : You — ine ſo am 

ha! hat then there's more Sy You love Sack, 
and fo do 1; wvould you ee — Sympathy ? Lot 


it Juffice' thee, Miftre/s Page, at the leaſt if the Love 


of a Soldier can ſuffice, that I loue thee. I woill not 

a, Pity , "tis not 4 Soldiers lile Phraſe ; 3 but IT ſay 
© 

; el, rhine own true Knight, by Day or Nig ht, 

Or any kind of Light, with all his Might, ' 

Fer thee to abt. John Falſtaff. 


What a Herod of Jeu i is this O wicked, wicked 
World! 
| One that is well nigh worn to pieces with Age, 
To ſhew himſelf a young Gallant? What unwayed 
Behaviour hath this Flemib Drunkard picht, 
I th Devil's Name, out of my Converſation, that he 
dares in this manner aſſay me? Why, he hath not 
been thrice in wy Company: What ſhobld I ſay to. 
him ? T was then frugal of my Mirth, Heav'n for- 
give me: Pl exhibit a Bill in the Parliament for 
the putting down of Men; how ſhall I be reveng'd 
on him ? for reveng'd I will be, as ſure as ty er 
are made of Puddings. | 
Fat e 
MIS. Ford. Miſtreſs Page, truſt - me, J was going 
to your Houſe. 


Mrs. Page. And truſt me, I was coming to you 


you look very ill. _. 

Mrs. Ford, Nay, Pl ne. er believe that : 1 have to 
mer to the'contrary. 
Mrs. Page. Faith you do, in my Mind. 


Mrs. Ford. Wel, I do then; yet I ſay, 1 2 


"they 2 to the contrary : O nne, Page, PE 


ſome unſel. 


Mrs. Page. What's the matter, Woman? 
Mrs. Ford. O Woman! if it were not for one 


vue W a come to fuch ander 


Mrs 


4 & 
- © - 4 ” 

— y 7 i 
F ˙¹ OR EET CITE - ner Hort FE x. et” A 2 ne SAIDDDoe. carmen CT ION — 


— 
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Mrs. Pare. Hang the \trifle, Woman, take the 


1 at is it? diſpenſe with Trifles; what is it? 
Mrs. Ford. If 1 would but go to Hell for an eternal 

Moment or ſo, I could be knighted. 

Mrs. Page. W hat, thou lieſt! Sir Alice Ford a theſe 

Knights will hack, and fo thou ſhouldſt not alter the 

Article of thy Gentry. 


Mrs. Ford. We burn Day light. ! ng? read, 1 =; 


perceive how I might be knighted: L. ſhall think 
the worſe of fat Men as long as I have an Eye 10 
make difference of Men's liking; and yet he would 


not fwear, ger Women's Modeſty, and gave ſuch 


orderly and well behaved Reproof to all Uncomeli- 
neſs, that I would have ſworn his Diſpoſition would 


have gone te the Truth of his Words but they do 


no more adhere, and keep Place together, than the 


- hundredch Pſalm to the Tune of Green Slieues. What 


"Tempeſt, I trow, threw this Whale, with ſo many 


Tun of Oil in his Belly, a' ſhore at · Windſor? How 

wall T be revenged on him? I think the beſt way 
were to entertain him with Hope, till the wicked 

Eire of Luſt have melted him in his own 9 50 


Did you ever hear the like. 


Mrs Page. Leuer for Letter, hs chad the None | 
of Page and Ford differs. To thy great Comfort in 


this myſtery of ill Opiniohs, here's the Twin-brother 


ol thy Letter; but let thine inherit firſt, for I pro. 
teſt mine ever ſhall. I warrant he bath a thouſand 
af theſe Letters, writ with blanl-ſpace fer different 


Names ; nay more; and theſe are; of the ſecond 
Edition: He will print them out of doubt, for he 


cares not what he puts in the Preſs, when he would 


put us to. I had rather be a Gianteſs, and lie under 


ef Mount-Pelion.. Well, I will find you twenty laſci- 
vious Turtles, ere one chaſte . 


Mrs. Ford. Why, this is the very ſame, the very 


0 "Hand, the very Words; what doth he think of us? 


Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not; it makes me almoſt 


5 ready to wrangle with mine own Honeſty, Pl en- 
5 tertain — _ one tha: * am not a 
7 | | 0 WI 3 


1 


3 
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withal ; for ſure unleſs he knew ſome ſtrain in me, 


that I know not myſelf, he would never have boarded 


me in this Fury. 


Mrs. Ford. Boandias) call it you? 1 ry be fure to 


| keep him above Deck. 


Mrs. Page. So will I; if he come under my 
Hatches, I'll never to Sea again. Let's be reveng'd 
on him, let's appoint him a Meeting, give him a 
ſhow of Comfort in his Suit, and le m on with 
a fine baited Delay, till he hath pawn'd his Horſes 
to mine Hoſt of the Garter. - 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will conſent to 20 any Villany 

inſt him that may not ſully the Charineſs of our 
* Oh that my Huſband ſaw this Leer, it 
would give eternal Food t) his Jealouſy. 

Mrs: Page Why, look where he comes, and my 
good Man too; he's as far from Jealouſy as I am 


from giving him Cauſe, and that, T hope, is an un- 


meaſurable Diſtance. 8 
Mrs. Ford. Von are the happier Woman: | 
Mrs. Page: Let 's conſole together againſt this greaſy 
Kni ight. Come hither 5 
Enter Ford with Piſtol, Page cih Nym 
F Well, I hope it be not ſo. 
Piſi. Hope. is a Curtal: dog in ſome Affairs. 

Sir Fehn affects thy Wife. N 
Ford. Why, Sir, my Wife is nat young. 7, 
Pi. He woos both high and low, both rich and 

r, . _ old, and one with another, Ford, 
loves thy Gally-mawfry, Ford pen. 
Ford. Love my Wife! fy 5 2 
Piſt. With Liver burning hot: Prevent, 
Or go thou, like Sir Acteon, with 
r IICe at thy Heels: O, odious i is che Name. 
Ford. What Name, Sir? 
Pipe. The Horn, I fay: Farewel. 


Take heed; have open Eye; for Thiefs do boot by 


Night 
TY heed ere Summer comes, or e do 
ing. 


Amway, 


mY 
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Away, Sir Corporal Mur. | 
Believe it Page, he ſpeaks Senſe. [Exit Piſt. 
Ford. I will be patient; I will find out this, iz 24 
Vun. And this is true: I likce not the Humour ot 
ing; he hath wrong'd me in ſome Humours: 1 
uld have born the fam Letter to her; bat I 
have a Sword, and it. ſhall bite u my Neceſſity. 
. He. loves your Wife; there's the ſhort and the long. 
My Name is Corporal Nym; I 3 and I avouch; 
tis true; my Name is Mn, and Falfaſf loves your 
Wife. Adieu; I love not the Hamar of Bread and 


Cheeſe: Adieu. ¶ Exit Nym. 


Hage The Humour of it, quoth. "a? here 'Y 
Fellow frights Eng/i/Þ out of his Wiss. | 
 - Ford, J will ſeek ant Falfaf. | 
Page. I never heard: ſuch a dravling, afſei F 


i 

Ford. If I do find it; Well. 

1 Page. I will not believe ſuch a N tho”. the 

a o' th? Ton commended him for a true Man. 

Ford. Twas a good ſenfible Fellow : 5 
Page. How now, Meg? -» 
— Page. Whither go you George: ! halle you. 
Mrs. Ford. How now, ſweet Frank, why art thou 


_ © melancholy! 


Ford. I melancholy ! ss ; am not melancholy. 
Get you home, 
Mrs. Ford: a ab haſt ſome. Crotchets in thy 
Head. Nowy will yeu go, Miſtreſs Page? 
Ms. Page. Have with you, You'll come to Dix- 
ner Georges Look who comes yonder : the ſhall be 
our Meſſ: enger * this paltry Knight. 
198 Enter Mr. Quickly. | 
Mrs, Ford; Truſt me, I thought on han. he 1 fit it. 
Mrs. Page. You are come to ſee my Daughter 
Anne? © 
Avic. Ay,. Fontooth; and 1 pray hoy does good 
Miſtreſs Anne ® | 
xs. Page. Go in with as and ſee; wo bare an 
5 Hoar's talk with you. | 
; [Ex. Mrs. Tage, Mrs. 22885 and Mrs. Wc 
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Page. How now, Maſter Ford. | 
Ford. You heard what this Knave told me, did you 
not ? | 

Page. Yes ; ; and you heard what the other told 
me? |, b 
Ford. Do you think there is truth in them ? _ 
Page, Hang em, Slaves, I do not think the —_— t 
would offer it; but theſe that accuſe him in his 
tent towards our Wives are a Yoke of diſcarded Men 


1 — Rogues now they be out of Service. 
9 Ly 


rd, Were they his Men? 
Page. Marry were they. 
; Ford J like it never the better for that. let 


Does he lie at the Garter? 


Page. Ay marry does he, If he ſhould intend bis 


Voyage toward my Wife, T would turn her looſe to 


him; when he gets more of her than ſharp Words, 
let it lie on my Head. 

Ford,” Ldo not miſdoubt my Wife, but I would 
be loth to turn them together; a Man may be too 
confident ; I would have nothing lie on my Head; 
J cannot be thus ſatisſiec. 

Page. Look where my ranting Hoſt of the Gar- 
ter comes; there is either Liquor in his Pate, or Mo- 
ney in his Purſe, when he looks. ſo merrily. How 
now, mine Hoſt ? | ! 

Enter Hoſt pry Shallow. | 

Hef. How now, Bully Rook? Thou'rt a Gentle. 
man, Cavaleiro-Juſtice, I ſay. 

$Shal. I follow, mine Hoſt, I follow: Good Rack, 


and twenty, good Maſter Page. Maſter Page, will 


you go with us? we have Sport in Hand. 
Heft. Tell him, Cavaliero-Juſtice ; tell him, Bully 


Roth; 


Shal.' Sir, there is a'Fray to be fought between Sir 


| Hug E, the Welch Prieft, and Cains, the French Doctor. 


Ford. Good mine Hoſt o thi Garter, a rr with 


Ve What fay't thou Rol? * 
5 * 7 * gba 
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- Shal. Will you go with us to behold it? My 


merry Hoſt hath had the meaſuring of their Wea- 


oY and I think, hath appointed them contrary 
laces; for, believe - me, I hear. the Parſcn is no 
WM. Hark, I will tell you what our Sport mall 


Hof. Haſt thou no sait againſt my Knight, my 


Gu Cavalier 


Ford. None, I proteſt; but PII give you a Pottle 
of burnt Sack to give me Recourſe to him, and tell 


him my Name is Broom; only for a Jeſt. 


Ho ry aw 4 My Hand, Bully; thou - ſbalt have Epreſs 


; faid I well? and thy Name ſhall be 


9 . oa is a merry Knight. Will you go an-heirs? 


Shal. Have with you, mine Hoſt. 


Fate. I have heard the Frenchman hath good ; 


Skill in his Rapier. 


>.< ob Tut, Sir, I could: kilns la; you more; ker 


theſe times you ſtand on Diſtance, your Paſſes 


cado's, and I know not what : Tis the Heart, NONE | 


Page; tis here, tis here. I have ſeen the time, with 
my long Sword, I would have made po: . IG 


Fellows ſkip like Rats. 6 
Hef. Here Boys, here, here: Shall we wag? 


Page. Have with you; I had rather hear them 


: ſcold than. fight. [Ex. Hoſt. Shal. aud Page. 
Ford, Tho Page be a ſecure Fool, and ſtand fo 
firmly on his Wife's Frailty, yet J cannot put off 
my Opinion ſo eaſily. She was in his vary ru at 
Pages Houſe, and what they made there 


a Diſguiſe to ſound Falfiaff: It I find her honeſt, I 


loſe not my Labour; if e be 3 tis Cos - © 
| well . Bo xit, 


SCE N Er II. 
3 Falſtaff and Piſtol.” 
Fal. 1 will not lend thee a Penny. Lia , 
Pi. Why then the World's mine Oy fer which 


I mY Sword ſhall open. 1.0 


| know _ 
not. Well, I will look farther into't ; and I have 


2 


tw. 
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Fal. Nota Penny. I have been content, Sir, you 
ſhould lay my Countenance to Pawn; I have grated 
upon my good Friends for three Reprieves for you, 
and your Gach⸗ fellow, Vm; or elſe you look'd thre 
the Grate, like a Geminy of Baboons. I am damn'd 
in Hell for ſwearing to Gentlemen, my Friends, 
vou were good Soldiers, and tall Fellows. And 
when Miſtreſs Bridget loſt the Handle of her Faun, 
I took't upon mine Honour thou hadſt it not. 


4 22 Didſt thou not ſhare ? Hadſt thou not fifteen 
rt 
Fal. 18. You Rogue, Reste: "Think thou 
I'll endanger my Soul gratis? At a Word, hang no 
more about me, I am no Gibbet for you: Gð, 8 
ſhort Knife, and a Thong, to your Manor of Pickt- 
hatcht; go, you'll not bear a Letter for me, you 
Rogue; you ſtand upon your Honour? Why, thou 
unconſinable Bagel, it is as much as I can do 
to keep the Term of my Honour preciſe, I, I, I my 
ſelf ſometimes, leaving the Fear of Heaven on the 
left Hand, and hiding my Honour in my Neceſſity, 
am fain to ſhuffle, to hedge, and to lurch, and yet, 
vou Rogue will enſconſe your Rags, your Cat-a- 
Mountain Eooks, your Red Lettice Phrafes, and your 
bold-beating Oaths, under the Shelter of your Ho- 
nour! You will not do it, you! 
Pift. T do reſent 3 what would'ſt Sod more of Mars? 
| "Enter Robin. (5 416 vie 
Rob. Sir, here's a Woman would . wich you, | 
Ful. Let ber approach: } 
Ener Miftreſs Quiddy.: 
Wie. Give your Worſhip Good- oro. 
al. 3 N wy your Wa : 
- Oc and't r 
Pa Good Maid mh wy” what 
N II be worn, 


oY Mother was the firſt- Ho I "was ao Bard,» 
I do believe the Swearer : what with a". 


2vic. Shall I vouchſafe your Worſhip a Word or 
two r : 


— 
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F 41. Two thouſand, fair Woman, and III vouch- 


ſafe thee the hearing. 
Quic. There is one Miſtreſs Ford, Sir: I pray come 


A little nearer this ways; 1 myſelf dwell with Mr, 


 DPoRtor Cain. 


Fal. Well on, Miſtreſs Ford, you ſay. 
Luic. Your Worſhip ſays very true : I pray your 


1 Worship come a little nearer this ways, 


Fal. I warrant thee e hears: mine own Ped- 
ple; mine own. Peqple. 

Quic. Are they ſo? Heav'n bleſs them, and male 
them Ins Servants. 
5 Fal. Well Miſtreſs Fra, hut of her? 
Avic. Why, Sir, ſhe's a good Creature. Lord, 
Tord, your Worſhip's a Wanton; well, Heav'n forgive 
. and all of us, I pray 

Fal. Miſtreſs. Ford, come Miſtreſs Ford. — 

Quic. Marry this the ſhort and the long of it; : 


— have brought her into ſuch a Canaries as 'tis 


ver get an Eye-wink of 55 | 
3 Angels given me this Mornin 1 9 nt Tach fy all An- 


- them All; a 


T : 


avonderful.: The beſt Courtier of them all, when the 
Court lay;at, Windſor, could never have brought her 
o ſuch a Canary. Vet there has been Knights, and 
Lords, and Gentlemen, with their — 4 J War- 
rant you Coach after Coach, Letter after 0, 


Git atter Gift, ſmelling fo ſweetly: all Musk; 


ſo ruſhling, I'warrant you in Silk and Gold, 5 in 
:Tach aligant Terms, and in fuck, Wine and Sugar of 
the beſt, and the faireſt, that would have won any 


man's. Heart; and I 1 Yor She, £0 could ne- 
twenty 


gels, in any. ſuch ſont As they ſay, but in the way 
of Honeſty ; and J | warrant you. they could never 


get her ſo much as ſip on a Cup wih the roudeſt 
50 yet there has been Earls, nay, 


which is mere, Penſioners, but J warrant you all 


one with 
— Byr aha lays the to me? ? Be brick my good 


cuty. | | 
= | | | Ric 
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_ Quic. Marry, ſhe hath received your Letter, for 
He which ſhe thanks you a thouſand times; and 
ſhe gives you to notify, that her Husband will be 
0 abſence from his Houſe between ten and cleven. 


; Fal. Ten and eleven, _ | 
Duic. Ay, Forſooth, and then you may come and 
Tee the Picture, ſhe lays, that you wet of: Maſter 
r Ford, her Husband will be from home. Alas! the 
{ſweet Woman leads an ill Life with him, he's a very 
8 jealouſie-Man; ſhe leads a very frampold Life with 
. him, good Heart, | 1 2 
5 Fal. Ten and eleven: Woman, commend me tò 
. " "her, I wh not all her ©. .- Sir art 
Q2Qiuic. Why, you ſay well; But 1 have another 
. | Mellenger to your Worſhip; Miireſs Page has lier 
i hearty Commendations to you too and let me te} 
; you in your Ear, ſhe's as tartuons à civil modeſt 
ife, and one U cell you) that will not miſs you 
5 Morning and Evening Prayer, as any is in Windſor, 
.9 hoe er be the other; and ſhe bad me tell your Wor- 
A ſhip that her Huſband is ſeldom from home, but ſhe 
* Hopes there will come a time, I never knew a 
1 Woman ſo doat upon à Man; ſurely I think you 
2 have Charms la; yes in Truth. . 
er, FTral. Not I, I aſſure thee; ſetting the Attraction 
1 of my good Parts aſide, 1 have no other Charms. 
n Quic. Bleſſing on your Heart for't. | 
81 5 Tal. But WW thee tell me this; has Ford's Wife 
ny and. Page's Wife acquainted each other how they love 
be- me? 5 „ 
nty Punic, That were a Jeſt indeed; they have not ſo 
bn. - little Grace, I hope; that were a trick indeed! But 
ray Miſtreſs Page would deſire you to ſend her your little 
ver! Page, of all Loves: Her Husband has a marvellous 
Jeſt TnieCtion to the little Page; and truly Maſter Page 
jay, is an honeſt Man. Never a Wife in Vindſor leads a 
all better Life than ſhe does; do what ſhe will; ſay what 


ſhe will, take all, pay all, go to Bed when ſhe liſt, 

3 * Tiſe when ſhe liſt, all is as ſhe will, and truly ſte 
HFeklervesit, for if there be u kind Woman in WVWindien, 
ho Ben 1 B 2 | 9 
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truly ſhe is one. Lou muſt ſend. her your Pa; ; 
R A you ge; no 


* 

Ful, Why, I will. 

Qui. Nay, but do ſo then; and, look you, he may 
. come and go between you both; and, in any Caſe, 
' Have a Nayword, that you may know one anothers 
Mind, and the Boy never need to underftand any 
thing; for tis not that Children ſhould k no-. 
any. Wickedneſs : Old Folks, you know, have Dil i 
cretion, as they ſay, and know the World. | 
W Fal. Fare thee well ; commend me to chem both: 
| [There's my Purſe; I am yet thy Debtor, - Boy, 8⁰ 
1 | Hong with this Woman, This News diſtrafts me. 
| IE * and Robin, 

Pi. This Punk i is one of Cup:4's Carriers : _ 
Clap on more Sails; purſue ; up with your F ights; 3 
Give Fire; the i * wy. Prize, or Ocean whelm them 
al. * | | Exit Piſtol. 

Fal. Say'ſt thou 40, old act? o thy ways; EII 
_ more of thy old Body than I have done; will 

they yet look aſter thee:? Wilt thou, after the Ex- 
by ce of ſo much Money, be now a Gainer? Good 
* J thank thee; let them ſay, tis * a 
' it be fairly done, no matter. 
Enter Bardolph. ; 

| los Sir John, there's. one Maiter Broom" below 
would fain ſpeak with you; and be acquainted with 
| hath. {ent Your TREE a Mappings OWE 


Fal. n tis his Name? 1 g yo 

Bar. Ay, Sir. © 3 N 

| Fal. Call him in; fach Brock are welcome to. me 
chat o'erflows ſuch Liquor. Ah! ah! Miſtreſs Ford 

and Miſtreſs Hage, have 1 enconpatied you? Go to, 5 


%,. 
| - 4 '* Buree Ford dui? 1 
Ford. Bleſs you, Sir. - 
Fal. And you, Sir? would 48 Nay" 5 
Ford. I make bold to 6 with ſo little 1 
-tion upon 125 8 125 | af. 


> 


—.. % . — , —Fͤ > = Ae >> 9975s eee EE — — ., ,n re > 2 — 
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Fal. You're welcome; what's your Will? Give us 
leave, Drawer. 


_ Ford. Sir, Lam a Gentleman that have ſpent muchs | 
my Name is Broom. _ 


Fal. Good Maſter Broom, I deſire more Acquain- Ws 
1 tance of you. . 
Ford. Good Sir Jobn, I fue for yours; not to 
charge vou; for I. muſt let you. underſtand, I think; 
myſelf in better Plight for a Lender than you are, 
the which hath ſomething embolden d me to this un- 
ſeaſon'd Intruſion; for They ſay, if Money, go As 
all Ways do he open. | 
Fal. Money is a good Soldier, Sir, and will on. 
Herd. Troth, and I have a; Bag, of Money here 
troubles me; if you will help 0 bear it, Sir Jobn, 
take all, or half, for eaſing me of the Carriage. 
Fal. Sir, I. know, not 5 1 may a to be 


your Porter, 
: Ford. I :willl tell you, Sv, if you will give me the | 
earing... "Y 

Fal. Speale, good Mater: Bon . wall beygld. 
to be yourGervant, |, AT 


Ford. Sir, I, hear you. are a Scholar, 1 will be 
wp brief with you, and you have been a Man lon 3 | 
to me, tho I. had. never ſo good Means as Deſire to 
make. myſelf acquainted with you: I ſhall diſcover. 
E. wherein F muſt very much lay open mine 
. own. Imperfections; but, good Sir John, as you have 
2 Eye upon my Follies, as you hear them un- 
Ided, turn another into the Regiſter of your own, 
that I may paſs with a Reproof the eaſier, fith you. 
_ Yourſelf, know how eaſy it is to be ſuch an Offender. 
*Pal. Very well, Sir, proceed. 
Ford. There is a Gentlewoman i in this Towns her 
Huſband's Name is Ford. 
Fal. Well, Sir. 


Fyrd. I have long lov'd Has. and, I proteſt. to you, 
beſtowid much on her, follow'd her with a doating 
Obſervance, ingroſs d Opportunities to meet her, feed 
g TIE {light Occaſion that could. bug. niggardly give 


3.3 me 
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me ſight of her; not only bought many Preſents to gh 
hier, but have g ven largely to many, to know what ſhe. 
wouid have given: Briefly, I have purſu'd her, as 
Love hath purſued me, which hath been on the 
Wing of all Occaſions. But whatſoever I have me. 
- Fited, either in my Ming, or in my Means, Meed 


. F am *fure T;have received none, unleſs Experience | 


be a. Jewel I have purchas'd at an infinite rate, and 
that hath taught me to ſay this; 

"v Love like a Kade A. evhen Subſtance Leue, 

”  farſues; 


0 * that, that 22 and fling what pur- - 


| Fal. (Have ou received.no promiſe e of e, 
| at her Hands. 7 f 

Ford. Never. ; 

Fal. Have you importun 10 heyto fack a Fach. 0 

Ford. Never. 5 

Far Of what Quality was your Love then? 

Ford. Like a fair Houſe built on another Man's 
Ground, ſo that-7 have loſt my Edifice, by miſtaking 
the Place where I eretted it. 

Fat To, what purpoſo have you! unſolded this to. 
| me? 55 
Ford When I have told you that, I have told you, 
all. Some ſay, that tho' ſhe appear honeſt to me, 
yet in other laces the enla her Mirth fo. far, 
that there is ſhrew'd Conſtruction made of her. Now,” 
Sir Fohn, here is the Heart of my. Purpoſe : You! 
are a Gentleman of excellent Breeding, admirable- | 
Diſcourſe, of great Admittance, authentick in your” 
Place and » generally allowed for your many 
War- like, Court- like, and learned. Preparations. 
Fal. G Sir! — 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it ; there is BOP | 
ſpend it, ſpend it; ſpend more, ſpend all I have, 
only give me fo much time in exchange of it, as 
ta lay an amiable Siege to the Honeſty of this Ford's. 
Wife; uſe your Art of Wooing, win her to con- 


ent to you; if any Man may, you may as ſoon as my; 
| Fal, 


your Money; next give me your Hand, and laſt as: 
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Fal. Would it apply well to the Vehemence of- 
your Affection, that I ſhould win What you' would. 
enjoy ?. Methinks you preſcribe to yourſel very pres 
pollerouſly. EY 
Ford. O, underitand my atife; ſhe dwells: ſo ſe= FE 
- eprely on the Excellency of her Honour, that the 
Folly of my Soul dares not preſent, itſelf 3. ſhe is too 
bright to be look'd. againſt. Now could I come to 
her with any Detection in my Hand, my Deſires. - 
had Inftance and Argument te commend them- 
telves; I could drive» her then from the Ward of 
her Purity, her Reputation, her Marriage: Vow, and. 
a. thouſand other Defences, which now are too ſtrongly. 
cemhattail'd againſt me. What ſay you to't Sir Toba? 
Fal. Maſter Broom,- I will firſt make bold with: 


— 50 a Gentleman, you _ if PINE enjoy Ford's. 
ife. 

Fard. O good Sir !- FE 

Fal, I fay you ſhalk: _ | 

Ford. Want no Money, Sir Fobn, you tall went: 
none. - 
Fial. Want 10 Miſtreſs Ford, Maſter Shown you 4 
ſhall want none; T ſhall be with her, I may tell 
you,. by her own Appointment. - Even as you ce 
in to me, her Aſſiſtant, or Go-between, parted, from 
me; I fay, I ſhall be with her between tewand:ele- 
ven; for at that time the jealous raſcally Knave her 
Huſband will. be fort come you to mu dg 
gene Tam beſt in Acquaintanee:' Do 
Ford. I am elt in our ntanee: 5 
know Ford, Sir? ye einne: Do you 
Fal. Hang him, poor cuelcoldy —— 
him not; yet I wrong him, to call him poor 

fay the jealous witolly Knave hath maſſes: of: ons 
_ for the which his Wife ſeems, to me. well-faygrid; 

Þ-wilt uſe her as the Key of the Cuckold Rogues 
Coffer, and there x my Harveſt home. 
Ford. I would you knew F ord, Cru n —_ 
. 8 a 


— 
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Fal. Hang him, mechanical ſalt butter Rogue; I 


: will Rare him out of his Wits; I will awe him 


with my Cudgel; it ſhall hang like a Meteor o'er 
the Cucko'd's Horns. Maſter . Broom, thou ſhalt 
Know I will predominate over the Peaſant, and thou 
halt lie with his Wite : Come to me ſoon at Night; 


245 Ford's à Knave, and I will, aggravate his Stile; 


Thou Matter Broom, ſhalt know him for Knave and 
Cuckold: come to me ſoon at Night. .. 


us d. What a dammd ane Raſcal is this! 


; My Heart is ready to crack with Impatience. Who 
ſays this is improvident Jealouty ? My Wife hath 


Jer ſent to him, the Match is made; Would any Man 


have thought this? See the Hell of having a falſe 
Woman; my Bed ſhall be abus'd, my Coffers ran- 
ſack d, my Reputation gnawn'/at, and I ſhall- not 


15 only receive this villainous Wrong, but ſtand under 
the Adoption of abominable Terms, and by. him 


that does me the Wrong. Terms, Names; Amai- 


non ſounds well, Lucifer well, Barba/on well, yet 


they are Devils additions, the Names of Fiends ; 
but Cuckold, Wittol, Cuckold ! the Devil himſelſ 


bath not uch a. Name. Page is an Afs;” a ſecure 
Aso, be will truſt his Wife; will not be Jealous} 
= * will rat her truſt a "Fleming ih my Butter, Parſon 
d b, the Velrhman, — my Cheeſe, an Jriſoman 


ud uit Bottle, or a Thief to walk my 


; _ they think in their Hearts they may affect, 


they will:breale:[their/ Hearts but they will effect. 


Heaven be prais d for my Jealouſy. © Eleven o Cloclt 
; — ea —— this: detect my Wiſe; be 
'$-0n:FeHtaf;") and laugh at Page: I will 


5 2 l betier three: Hours too ſoon; than a Minute 
en . iy, i, Cuckold, Cuckold, Cuckold. | 


6 JOS 
12 SCENE - III. p 
g — and Rugby, Wot 
x Caine. Jack "7: Eid Free 997 3d. (EY 


n 
Rug. Sir. 5 | 5 


= en Gn than my, Wie with herſelf: Then 
then ſhe ruminates, then ſhe deviſes; and 
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e Vat is de Clock, Fack? © 
Rag. Tis ꝓaſt the Hor, Sir, that Sir Hugh pro- 
mis d to meet. 

Caius. By gar he has ſave his Soul, dat lie is 
come; he has pray his Pible well, dat he is no . 
By gar, Jt Rugby, he 1s dead already, if he be 
come. 

Rug. He is wiſe, Sir; he- knew your Worſhip 
woul kill him, if he came. 

Caius. By gar, de Herring i is no dend ſo as I vill 
kill him; take your Nun, 3 1 vill tell 2 how 
1 vill kill him. 

Rug, Alas, Sir, I cannot fence. 

15 Caius. Villany; take your * 5 

- | Rug. Forbear; here's Company. 

Enter Hoſt, Shallow, Slender and Page, ' 

H. Bleſs thee, Bully-Doctor. | ; 
Sal. Save you, Mr, Doctor. 

Page. Now, good Mr. Doctor Caius, 

" Sen Give you Good-morrow; Sir. 
20 Caius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come 
or? 
Fe. To fee thee beht, to fee the foigne, to * 
thee traverſe, to ſee thee here, to ſee the there, to 

fee thee paſs thy Puncto, thy Stock, thy Reverſe, thy 

Diſtance, thy Montant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian? 

Is he dead my Franciſco? Ha Bully? What ſays m 

Eſeulas 15? my Galen? My Heart of Elder? Ha ? 

is he dead, Bully-ſtale ? is he dead? 

- Cains: By gar, he is de Coward F ack Prieſt of de 
4 : Vorld ; he is not ſhow his Face. | 
Heft. Thou art a Caftalion- king Urinal: Heater 
of Greece, my Boy. 
© Caius. I pray you bear Witneſs, that me may ſtay 


- 


- L " * 


Gar or ſeven, two tree Hours for him, and he is no 
„ 
 S$hal. He is the wiſer Man, Mr. Doctor; he is a 
Curer of Souls, and you a Curer of Bodies : Tf you 
-ſhould fight, you go againſt the hair of your Profeſſi- 
ons: Is it not 1 true Maſter Page. - 


B 5 | | Pages | 4 


— 
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Page. "Maſter Shallow, you have yourſeif been a 
great Fighter, tho now a Man of Peace. 2 
Shal. Body-kins, Mr. Page, tho' I now be old, and 
of Peace, if I fee a Sword out, my Fingers itches to 
make ape; tho“ we are Juſtices, and Poctors, and 
, Chyrchmen, ' Mr. Page, we have ſome Salt of our 

Youth in us; we are the Sons of Women MI. Pager. 
Page. Tis true, Mr. Shell,  : 
Shat, It will be found ſo, Mr. Page. Mr. Doctor 2 
- Caius, I am come to fetch you- Home; I am ſworn 
of. the Peace ; you have ſhew'd yourſelf a wiſe Phy- 
fician, and Sir Hugb hath ſhown himſelf a wiſe and 
vo Churchman: Lou muſt 8⁰ with me Mr. 


| Hoſt. Pardon,, Gueſt Juſtice; . La. Monfiur Mock- 
wate | 
M7 "Caks. Mock-vater? Vat is dat? 
3 Mock water, in our-Engljh Tongue, is Va- 
ar. 
._ Caius. By gar, then I haye as much. Mods-water.. 
a de, Engly/bman, Sy- Jack:Dog Prieſt 3 5 by gar, 
_ + He il _ thee tightly, Bull 
e will clapper-c'aw ys . 
5 | "Wi — 4 Vat is ow Th 
Hoſt... That is, he will make thee amends. | 
- Caius. By,gar, me do look he ſhall Clapper- de. clay | 
me; fox. by gar, me vill have it. 
. And 1 will provoke him to't, ar let him wag. 
Caius, Me tanck you for dat. 5 
| Heft. And 9 Bylly, ; but rſt, Mr Gueſt, 
Ec ** r. Page, and eek. Cauglæiro Hera, 85 Jou 
| 2 ? the Town to  Frogmore. Th Af EK 
4 Sir. Hugh is there, is he? | 
| He is there; fee what Humaur he is in; 
0 2 will bring the Noor about the 18 0 
* do well? 
eva, "ER 
All. r 1 
at * * Shal. and sien 


£ * . 


cold Water on thy Choler: go about the Fields with 
me thro?. Fagmore; I will bring thee where Miſtreſs 

Anne Page is, at a Farm- Houſe a feaſting, and thou _ 
ſhalt woo her; Cride-game, ſaid I Well? 


Patients. 
ward Anne Page: Said I well? 


Come at my Heels, Jack Rugby. i 1551 [Exeunt. 
FFF 
Aen.. 


N Ewa. pray you now, good Maſter Slender"s Serving- 
which way have you. look'd for Maſter Caius, that 


every way, o 


| . Eva. Pleſs my 


his Urinals about his Knaves Coſtard, .when 99 


Te. Galloao Rivers, to whoſe Fall. melodions B. 7d. 475 
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| Caius, By gar, me vill kill de Prieſt; for he ſpeak 

for a Jac-an-Ape to Arne Page. ' 
Hof. Let him die; ſheath thy Impatience, throw | 


Caius. By . gar, me tank you vor dat! By. garT 
love you ; and I will procure 'a you de good Gueſt; 
de Earl, de Knight, de Lords, de Gentlemen, my 


Heß. For the which I will be thy Adverſary to- 


Caius. By gar tis good, vell ſaid. 
He. Let us wag then. | 


man, and Friend Simple by your Name, 
calls himſelf Doctor of Phy/ich. LEE Sg 
Simp. Marry Sir, the Pitty-wary, the Park-wward, 
Id Wizd/or way, and every way, but 


, 


look that way. 


Eva. I moſt fehemently deſire you, you will alſo 
$imp. 1 will, Sir. | | 


oul, how full of Chollars I am, 
and trempling of Mind! I ſhall be glad if he have 
deceived me; how Melanchollies I am ! I will kn; 


good Opportunities fox the Orke; Pleſs my Soul: 


- 


t 
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_  Madrigalls ; There will eue make our Peds of Roſes, and 
4 thouſand fragrant Pofies. To ſpalloao . Mercy 

on me, I have a great Diſpoſition to cry. Melodious 

Birds fing Madrigal ben as-T fat in Pabilon; 

and à tbouſand vagram Pofies. To fHalloꝛu, &c. 

| Simp. onder he is coming, this way „Sir Hugh. 

Eva. He's welcome. To ſhallow ers to ce 
1 Hear n 8 and the Right: What Weapons 
in he 

Simp. No Weapons, Sir; there comes my | Maſter | 
Mr. Shallow, and another Gentleman, from Frogmore, 
over the Stile, this way”. 

Ewa. Pray you give me my Gown, or elſe r 
it in your Arms. 
Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender, 

. SB. How now, Maſter Parſon? Good- morrow, 
good Sir Hugh. Keep a Gamſter from the Dice, and 
a good Student from his Book, and it is wonderful. 

Slen. En ſweet Anne Page! 2 

Page. Save you, geodSir Hug ; 

2 Pleſs you from his Mercy fake, alt of you. 1 
„ Shal. What? the Sword and the Word! 5 
Do you ſtudy them both, Mr. Parſon? 

"Page. And youthful ſtill, in your Doublet and mo, 
this raw. rumatick Day? 

Za. There is e en and Cauſes for i it. 

Page. We are come to you, to do a good Slee, 
Mr Parſon. - | 
"Eva, Ferry well : What is ie? 3 
ot. Yonder is a moſt reverend i who 
belike having received Wrong by ſome Perſon, is 
at moſt odds with- his own.  ravity and FIC, 

that ever you ſaw. __ | 

$hal. I have liv'd fourſcore Years, and upward ; "* 
verer heard a Man of his Place, Rn and Learn- 
"fo wide of hisown Reſped. © 
"Ewa. What i is he } IS 
** ge. I think yen know him, Mr, Doo Caius, 
a — N eee 
is - 0 py 


- 


4 
10 SES . 
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Eva, Got's Will, and his Paſſion of my Heart! I 


had as lief you ſhould tell me of a meſs of Porridge. 


Page. Why? 
oa. He has no more Knowledge 0 Hibberates 
and Galen; and he is a Knave beſides, a cowardly 


Kunave as you would deſire to be. acquainted withal. 


Page. I warrant you, he's the Man Pr one 
with him. 
Slen. O {weet- Anne: Page, 
5 Enter Hoſt, Caius, and Rugby. 
Shal. It appears ſo by his Weapons: Keep them 


aſunder; here comes Doctor Caius. 


Page. Nay, good Mr. Parſon, keep in your Weapon. 
| Shal. So do you, good Mr. Doctor. 
Hoſt: Diſarm them, and let them queſtion; let them 


keep their Limbs and hack our Exgliſb. 


Caius. I pray you let me — a Word wich your 


Ear: Wherefore vill you not meet- a me? 


Ewa. Pray you uſe your Patience in good time. 
Caiul. By gar, you are de Coward, le Fack Dog, | 


Fobn Ape. 
Ewa, Pray you let us not be nomic ſtocks to 


other Mens Humours ; I. defire you in Priendſhip, and 
will one way or other make you amends ; I will knog 


your Urinal about your Knave's Cogs-comb. FL: 
Caius, Diable Jack Rugby, mine Holſt de Farteer, . 
have I not ſtay for him, to kill him? have I not atde 


Place I did-appoint ? 


Ewa. As lama Chriſtian- foal; now look you, this 
is the Place appointed;  Plbbe Jadgment by mine Hoſt. 


of the Garter. 


Has. Peace, I ſay, Gallia and Cal, French and 


| Welch, Soul-curer, and Body-curer. 


Caius. Ay dat is very good, excellent. . 

Hoff. Peace, E ſay; hear mine Hoſt of the Garter. 
Am I Politick ? am I Subtile? am I a Mathiavel 
Shall 1 loſe my Doctor? No; he gives me the Potions 


_ and the Motions. Shall I loſe my Parſon? my Prieſt ? 

my Sir Hugh? No; he gives me- the Proverbs and the 
No- verbs. Give me n Celeltial, ſo, ns 
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of Art, I have deceiv'd you both: I have directed 
you to wrong Places ; your- Hearts are mighty, your 


Skins are whole, but let burn'd Sack be the Iflue. 
Come, lay their Swords to Pawn, F ollow me, Lad 


of Peace, follow, follow, follow. 
Shal. Truſt me, 4 mad Hol. —_— Gendemen, . 


Sr. 0 ſweet Anne Pan w- - 
| [Es Shal. Slen. Page * Hoſt. 


Caius. Ha! do I perceive. dat? Havo you make 


h . a-de-ſot of us, ha, ha * 


Ewa. I his is well.” he has made. us his Vlowing- 


a I deſire you that we may be Friends; and let us 


our Prains together, to be revenge of the ſame 


Kal 1 ſcall Scurvy Companion, the Holt of the Garter, 


Caius, By gar, with all my Heart; he promiſe to 


. bring me where i is Anne Page ; by gar, he deceives me 


. Well, I will ſmite his Noddles; pay you follow. | 
S. GENE Ik- 
Enter Mi ifireſs Page and Robin... 1 4 
Mrs. Page. Nay, keep. your way, little Galant. 
were wont to be a Follower, - but. now you are a 


Leader. Whether had you rather lead mine Eyes, or 
eye your Maſter's Heels? 


Rob. I had rather, Forſooth, go before you. like a 


ä | Man, than follow) him like a Dwarf. 


Mrs. Page. O you are a flattering ber; now 1 ſee 


Enter. Ford. ; 
Ford, Well met, ' Miſtreſs Page; whither go won! 
Fo en Page Truly Sir, to ſee your Wile; is the at 
ome.? 


Ford. Ay; and as idle as ſhe may hang together for 


want of Company; I think if your Huwbands were 
dead, you two would marry. - 


x Mrs: Page. Be ſure of that, two other Husbands. 
Ford. here, had you this pretty Weather: cock? 
— Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his Name 
Huſband. had him * What. do you ay | 


hath be. any thin 
of them. Why, this Boy will carry a Letter twenty _ 
Miles, as eaſy. as a.Cannon will ſhoot point-blanlæ 

twelve⸗ ſcore; he pieces aut his Wife's Inciination, he 


8 


WY Sir John Falftaf, 
Ford. Sir Fohn Falftaff ? 


Mrs. Page. He, he; I can never hit on © _ 


is ſuch a League between. my my Man and he 


| your Wife at ome,, indeed! Pry ne 


Fal. Indeed ſhe is. 
Mrs Page; By your leave, Sir; I am fick "ill I ſee hes. 


[ Exennt Mrs. Page and Robin. 


Ford. Has Page any Brains? hath he any Eyes ? 
G, apy ſure they ſleep ; he hath no uſe 


gives her Folly Motion, and Advantage, and now ſhe's 


going to my Wife, and Fa/taff's Boy with. her. A 
| Base hear this — oo in the Wind ; and 
Falfiaff's Boy with her! Good Plots; they are laid, 


and our revolted Wives ſhare Damnation together. 


Well, I will take him, then torture my Wife, pluck 


the borrowed Vail of Modeſty from the ſo ſeeming 
Miſtreſs Page, divulge Page himſelf for a ſecure and 


wilful 4Zz0n, and. to thoſe. violent Proceedings all 
; my Neighbours ſhall ery aim, The Clock gives me 


y Cue, and my Aſſuzance bids me ſearch ; there, I 


ſhall find Fa{fieff: L. ſhall be rather praiſed of this 


than mocked ; for it is as poſitive as the Earth is 
firm, that Falſia aff i is there: L will go 


JJ a 


Shal. Page, &c. Well met, Mr. Ford. 
Ford. Truſt me, a. good Knot: I have good. Cheer 


at home, and J pray yon all go with me. 


Shal. I muſt excuſe my ſelf, Mr: Ford, 
Slen. And fo muſt I, Sir; 
hy have appointed to dine with Miſtreſs Anne, 
RY? ao reak with:her tor mare Mongy 
| Sbal IE. 


hes — have your god Wil, Father P * 


2. . 
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linger d about a Match e 
Anne Page nd my Couſing Slender, and this Day we 
20 Halt have our Anſwer. 


-The Merry Wives of Windfor. 


Ra You have, Mr. Sender, E ſtand wholly for 
you but my Wite, Maſter Doctor, is for ae! alto- 
ether. 
4 Cai. Ay, be gar, and de Maid is love a-me : My 
| Nurſh-a-2vickh tell me ſo muſn. 
Ha. What ſay you to young Mr. bes e he 
capers, he dances, he has. Eyes of Youth, he writes 
Verſes, he ſpeaks Holy-Day, he ſmells April and 
May, he will carry t, he will carry t. 'tis in as But- 
tons, he will carry't. | 3 
Page. Not by my Conſent, 1 promiſe you : The 
Gentleman is of no having, he kept Company with 5 
ma wild Prince, and Poinx ; he is * too high a Re- 
ion, he knows too much; no, he ſhall not knit a 
not in his Fortunes, with the Finger of my Sub- 
Aance. If he take her, let him talce her ſimply ; the 


Wealth I have waits on-my Conſent, and 295 Conſent 1 
3 not that way 
Ford. I beſeech you heartily, dome of you; go home |- + 
with me to Dinner; befides your Cheer you ſhall have Me 
Sport; I will ſhew you A Monſter. Mr. Doctor you 2 
mall go, ſo ſhall you Mr. age and you sit Hugh: | 
Shal. Well, fare you well: 1 
We ſhall have the freer Woing at Mr. Pages. 1 
f Low Go home, ob Rugby, I come anon. 1 
| Farewell my Hearts; I will to my honeſt 5 
Ku 5 Falta Fand drink Canary with him 15 
Ford I le I ſhalt drink in Pipe-Wine firſt with | 1 


him: PII mkbe hich dive] - Will you go, Gentles ? 
| Alt Have with Jon to ſeethis Mienſter. 
Enter Mi iprefo Ford, Mi fees Page ; and Servants 5255 
asfet. 58 
Mrs: Erdl What Fabn! what Reber! FEES 
Mrs. Page. Quickly; quickly : Ts the Buck. baſket — 
Mrs. Ford, Lwarrant. What, Robin, I . 5 
MMrs. Page. Come, come; come. ; 
Mx Ford. biere; ſet it don. . . 
Mrs. * Giye. 2 2 ts aue we wen 
be brief. | | | 
4 * "pen RO | : - Mrs, 


8 4 


1 IR 
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Mrs. Ford. Marry as I told you before, John and / 
Robert, be ready here hard by in the Brewhouſe, 


and when I ſuddenly call you, come forth, and, 
withoat any . pauſe or ſtaggering, take this Baſket on 
your Shoulders ; that done, Rag, = with it in all haſte, 
and carry it among the Whitſters in Datchet Mead, 
and there empty it in the muddy Dirch, cloſe by the 
Thames ſide. 1 ” 

Mrs. Page, You will do it? | | 

Mrs. Ford, I ha told them over pete over ; they. 


lack nu Direction. Be gone, and come when you are 


call'd. _ 
M Is. Page. Here comes lite Robin. 3 
5 Enten Robin. 


MIS. Ford. How now, my. Ey es-Mugket, whax | 


News with you? 
Rob. My Maſler Sir Jobn, is come in at your Backe 
| door, Miſtreſs Ford, and requeſts your Company... _. -- 


Mrs, 8 You little . a leut, have you been 
© true to vs? : 
 « Robin. Ay, PI be fas; 5 my Maſter knows. not of 
Your being here, and hath. threaten'd. to put me int 
everlaſting Liberty, if Ptell you ots for. He ſwears - 


| he'll turn me away, 
Mrs. Page. Thow art a good Boy: "this Secreſy of 
| thine ſhall be a Tailor to thee, and ſhall. make thee a 
new Doublet and Hoſe, , I'll. 20 hide me. 


Mrs. Ford: Po ſo; go tell thy Mafter, I am alone 3. 


| Miſtreſs Page, remember you your Cue. [Exit Robin, 
. Mrs. 7 T warrant thee. ; if I do not act it, hiſs 


me. [Exit Mrs. Page. 


Mrs. "ord: Go to then; we'll uſe this unwholſome 
Humidity, this groſs watry rien well en him 
to know Turtles from Jays. 

2 Enter Falſtaff. 
Fal. Have I caught thee,, my heav'nly E 


Why, now let me die; for. L have liv'd long enough; i 


22 the Period of my Ambition e O this b * 
wo Fd O ſweet Sir Fobn ! | 
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Fal. Miſtreſs Ford. I cannot cog, I cannot prate, 
Miſtreſs Ford: Now ſhall I fin in my Wiſh. I would- 
thy Huſband were dead, we'll ſpeak it before the. 
Lord, I would make thee my Lady, 
re. Ford. 1 your Lady, Sir Jobn ? Alas, I ſhould. 

be a pitiful Lady, 

Tal. Let the Court of France ſhew me ſuch another ;. 
I. ſee how thine Eye would emulate the Diamond: 
Thou haſt the light arch beauty of the Brow, that. 
becomes the Ship- -Tire-Valiant, or any Tire of Vene. 
tian Admittance. 

Mrs. Ford. A plain Kerchiffe, Sir John: 


My Brows become nothing elſe, nor that well neither; 
Fal. Thou art a Tyrant to ay ſa.z thou wouldſt 
make an abſolute Courtier, and the fifm fixure of thy. / 
Foot would give an excellent. Motion to thy Gait, in 


a ſemicircled Farthingale, T-ſee; what thou wert, if 
Fortune thy Foe were: not, Nature thy F riend : Come, 
thou canſt not hide it. 
Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there's no ſuch ine: in me: 
Fal. What made me love thee ? Let me perſuade 
thee, there's ſomething extraordinary i m thee. Come, 
J cannot cog, and fay, thou at this and that, like a 


MANY of theſe lifping Haw-thorn- Buds, that come. 
dend Apparel, and ſmell, like Backs 


Hke omen in N 
ler 1. Bury i in impling-time: I cannot; but F love thee, 
none but thee; and thou deſerveſt it. 

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, Sir; I fear you love. 
Miſtreſs Page. 
"Fa: Thou might'ſt as well fay;. I love to walk by 
the Counter Gate, which is As hateful tg. me as the reele 
of a Lime- kin. 


Mrs. Ford. Well, en knows kow Flove you, | 


and you fhall one day find it. 

Fal. Keep in that Mind; I'll deſerve it. 

Mrs, Ford; Nay, I muſt tell vou, ſo you do; or 
elſe I could not 7 in that Mind. 

Rob. Cruitbin ] Miſtreſs Ford, Miſtreſs Ford, here's 


Nie Page at the Door, ſweating and blowing, and 


looking , and woold. needs ſpeak with you 


. 
4 „ edge 
— 
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Fal, She ſhall not ſee me; I will enſconce me be: 


hind the Arras. 
Mrs. Ford. TRY you do ſo; ſhe' S @ "YT railing 


Woman, 


Eurbre Mrs. Pa: ge. 


What's the matter ?.How now? 


Mrs. Page. O- Miſtreſs Ford, What have you done! 1 
Youre ſham'd, Vare overthrown, you, are undone 


for ever. 


Mrs. Ford. What's the matter, good Midreſs Page i 4 

Mrs. Page. O well-a-day, Miſtreſs Ford, having an 
honeſt Man to your Husbandg.to give him fuch cauſe, 
of Suſpicion. . * 

Mrs. Ford, What cauſe of Suſpicion | | 
Mrs. Page. What cauſe of Suſpicion 7 Out upon 
you 3 how am. I miſtook in yau ? | 

Mrs, Ford. Why, alas! what's che matter ? 

Mrs. Page. Your Huchand” s coming hither, Woman. 
with all the Officers in Vi indfor, to ſearch for a Gen- 
tleman that he ſays is now here in the Houſe, by your 
Conſent, to take an il Advantage of his Abſence. You 
are undone. _ 

Mrs. Fard. Tis not ſo, I hope. 

Mrs. Page. Pray Heav'n it be: Bl 8. chat you have 
ſuch a Man here; but tis maſt certain. your Husband's 
coming with half }/7ndfor at his Heals, to ſearch for 
ſuch a one. I come before to tell you,, if you know. 


your felt clear, why, I am glad of it; but if you 


ave a Friend here, convey, convey ha out. Be 
not amaz d, call all your Senſes to you, defend your 


Re utation, or bid farewel to your good Life for ever: 


rs. F ord, What ſhall I do? there is a _Gentle- 
man, my dear Friend ; and I fear not mine own 
Shame ſo much as his Peril. I had rather than a 
thouſand Pound he were out of the Houſe. 

Mrs. Page. For fhame, never ſtand, yo had rather, 
and you had rather; your Husband' s here at hand; 
bethink you of ſome Conveyance; in the Houſe yoy 
cannot hide him. Oh, how have you deceiv'd me? 
cok, here is a. carte if he be of any. reaſonable _ 

Stature. 


4h, © The Merry Wives: of: Windſor. 


Stature, he may creep, in here, and throw fou! Lingen 
4 n bim, as if it were going to Bucking : Or it is 

wehiung .t tune, ſend.. him. by your two Men to Datchet 

Mea 

_ Mrs. He He's too big r What ſhall 


| AD 22 
3 Euter Falſtaff. 
Fal. Let me: ſecbt, let me fee't, 0 1 me e ſeeꝰt E. 
Il in, il in; follow your Friends Counſel; I'll in. 
« Mrs. Page. What, Sir Fohn Falfaf are theſe 
your. Letters, Knight! Ry. 


Fal: I love thee, help me away; let 1 me creep. in 


here : I'Il never- 


He goes into the Baſeet,- they-cover him with Linnen. 


Mrs, Page. Help to cover your Maſter, Boy: Call 
Four Men Miſtreſs Ferd. You diſſembling Knight: 
Mrs. Erd. What, Jobi, Robert, 

up theſe Clothes here, quickly. Where's the Cowl- 
| Raf? Doole how you drumble: Carry them to the 
_- Tandreſs in Datchet Mead ; quickly, — 


Enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Evans. 


Fyrd. Eray Jou come near; if I ſuſpeck without 


1 Cauſe, 8 then make, ſport, at me, then let me be 


your Jeſt, I deſerve it. H ow woe Wer 2 
ey this? 3 
"Sery. To the 7 forſooth.. 


Mrs, Ford, Why, what have you. te do > Whither they. | 


het it? You were beſt meddle with Buck-waſhing, 
Ford. Buck ? L would I could waſh; myſelf of the 


Buck: Buck, Buck, Buck ay. Buck: I Warrant you 


Buck, and. of the- Seaſon too, it ſhall appear. 
xeant,s, ervants. avith.. 55 'B achet. 
Gentlemen, I hate dreamt to Night, Pl. tell you. 
my Dream: Here, here, here be my Keys ;. aſcend 
my Chambers, ſearch, ſeek, find out. 
we'll unkennel the F OX. Let me ſtop this * firſt: 
3 now uncape. | 
Page. Good Maſter Ford be eee 
You vrong FONG too mw _ 12 2 
5 Ford. 


* f 


Jobn go. take 


Tl warrant. 


et 
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"Ford, True, Maſter Page. Up Gentlemen, you 


hall fee Sport anon: follow me, Gentlemen. 


Eva. This is very. fantaſtical . Humoyrs' and Jea- 
- ouſies. 


1 Caius, By gar, 'tis no the Faſhion of Fr "ance, it is 


not jealous in France——— 


Page. Nay, follow him, Gentlemen, ſee the 1 fie | 
of his Search. 


Manent Miſtreſs Page and Wh re, Ford. 
Mrs. Page. Is there not a double Excellency in this ? 
Mrs. Ford, T know. not which pleaſes me better, 


that my Husband is deceived, or Sir John. | 
Mrs. Page, what a taking was he in when your 


Husband ask'd who was in the Baſket, 
Mrs. Ford. I am half afraid he will have need of 


waſhing, ſo throwing him into the Water will do him 


a Benefit. 
Mrs. Page, Hang him, diſhoneſt Raſcal ; I would 


all of the lame Strain were in the ſame Diſtreſs. 


Mrs. Ford. I think my Huſband hath ſome ſpecial 


Suſpicion of . s being here! 1 never ſaw 22 


ſo groſs in his Jealouſy till now. 
rs, Page. I will lay a Plot to try that, and we 


wilt yet have more Tricks with Fa/ftaff: his diſſolute 
Diſeaſe will ſcarce obey this Medicine. | 
Mrs. Ford. Shall we ſend that fooliſh Carrion Mi- 


ſtreſs Puickly,” to him, and excuſe his throwing into 
the Water, and give him another Hope, to betray 
him to another Puniſhment ? = 
Mrs. Page. We'll do it; let him be ſent for to- 
morrow by eight o Clock, to have amends. 
Re-enter F ord, Page, Oc. 


Ford. I cannot find him, may be the Knave * d 


of that he could not compaſs. 

Mrs. Page. Heard you that 

Mrs. Ford. You uſe me well, Maſter P N ao 
you! 3 

Ford. Ay, ay, I do ſo. 


Mrs. Page, Heav'n make you der; than your 
Thoughts, 


Ford. 


eunt, © 
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"Fad Amen. 
* Mrs. Page. 22 do yourſelf mighty Wrong, My 
Ford. 
Ford. Ay, ay, I muſt bear it. 
Eva. If there be any body in the Hou, and 
in the Chambers, and in the offers, and in the 
Ea.” vis Heav'n forgive. my N 
Caius. By gar nor I too: there is no Bodies. 
Page. Fy, ty, Mr. Ford, are you not aſham'd? 
What Spirit, what Devil ſuggeſts this Imagination? 
I would not ha your Diſlemper in this kind for the 
Wealth of Windfr-Caftle.. 
Ford. Tis my Fault, Mr. Puge, 3 ſuffer för it. 
Eva. You ſuffer for a pa Conſcience, your Wife 
Is as honeſt a omans, as I will deiires * five 
ihouſand, and ſive hundred too. 
Caius. By gar, I fee "tis an honeſt Woman. 
Ford. Well, I promis'd you a Dinner; come 
come, walk in the Park. I pray you pardon me; f 
Will hereafter make known to you why I have dotie 
this. Come Wife, come Miſtreſs Page, 1 pray you 
*pardon me: Pray heartily p irdon me. 
Page. Let's go in, Gentlemen; but, truſt me, ' Wl 
mock him. I do invite you to Morrow-Mor:. =: to 
my Houſe to Breakfaſt, aſter we'll a birdin 
208073 I have a 22 Hawk for the Buſh. Sh i be 
fo? 
Ford. Any thing. ; 2 
+ Boa. If Khere is one, I ſhall make two in the 
"a, 
* If there be one or two, I ſhall make-k the 
tur 
Ford. Pray you go, Mr. Page. | 
Ea. I pray 3 0u now remembrance to morrow on 
che louſy Knave, mine Hoſt. 
Caius. Dat is god, by gu, with all my Heart. 
Eva. A louly Knave, to He 15 Gibes, and his 
Mockeries. LE xeunt, 


SCENE 2 


S. CEN E lu. 
Enter Fenton, and Mi fireſs As ge. 
Fent. I ſee I cannot get thy Father's Love; 


e no more turn me to him, ſweet Nan. 


Anne. Alaſs! how then? 
Fent. Why, thou mult be thy (elf. 
He doth object I am too great of Birth, 


And that my State being gall'd-with'tay Expence, ' 
J ſeek to heal it only by his Wealth. 


Beſides theſe, other Bars he lays before me, 


My Riots paſt, my wild Societies: 


And tells me tis a thing impellile. 


| 1 -ſheuld leve-thee, but as a Property. 


Anne. May be he tells you true, 


Fent. No, Heav'n ſo ſpeed me in my time to come. 


Albeit, I will confeſs, thy Father's Wealth 


Was the firſt Motive that I wood thee, Anne : 
Vet wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than Stamps in Gold, or Sums in ſealed A 


And 'tis the very Riches of thy ſelf 


| That now I aim at. 


Anne. Gentle Mr, Fenton, . 


Fet ſeek my Father's Love, ſtill ſeek it, Sire 
If opportunity and humbleſt Suit 
'Cannvt attain it, why then hark you hither, 


Enter Shallow, Slender and Miftre/s Quickly. 
Shal, Break their Talk, Mattreſs $ Quickly 3 ; 


My Kinſman ſhall ſpeak for himſelf. 
Slen. I'll make a Shaft or a Bok on't: 'D'Alid bis 


but venturing. 


Shal. Be not diſmay'd, 
Slen, No, ſhe ſhall not difma 


I care not fer that, but Tam a a ard. | 
Quic. Hark ye; Mr. Slender would ſpeak a word 


with you. 


Anne. I come to him. This is my Father's Choice. 
what a Wor'd of vile ill-favour'd Fauks 


Look handſome in three hundred Pounds a Year ? 
Quic. And how does good Maſter Fenton : ? 
Pray you a word with you. 


Tue Merry Wives of Windſor. 47 


Sha, 


he Merry Mives of Windſor. 
Spal. She's coming? to her, Coz. 


0 Boy, thou hadſt a Father! 
Slen. I had a Father, Mrs. Anne ; my Uncle can 


tell you good Jeſts of him. Pray you, Uncle, tell 


Mrs. Anne the Jeſt, how my F ather ſtole two * 
out of a Pen, good Uncle. : 
Shah Miſtreſs Anne, my Coofin loves you. 


Flen. Ay, that I do, as well ; as 1 love any Wo- 1 


man in Ghoceſterſhire. 
Shal. He will maintain you like 2 Gentlewoman. 


Slen. Ay, that I will; come cut and long: tail un-. 


der the degree of a Squire. 


_Shal. He will caged you 4 hundred ad fity 8 


Found Jointure. 


af. 


you.” 1 
5 Now. Maſter Sender. i 3 
Slen. Now good Miſtr Anne, 264 : a 
Anne. What is your Will? 43 


Slen. My Will? Od's-heart-lings, that's a pretty V Jeſt 


indeed, I ne'er made my Will yet, I thank Heav'n; 


I amy not ſuch a ſickly Creature, 1 give Heav'n 


| Praiſe. 

Anne. I mean, Mr. 8 lender, what, would you with 
me r. ; 
" Sen. Truly for my own part, 1 would little or 
nothing with you; your Father and y Uncle have 


made Motions; if it be my Luck, ſo; if not, happy . 
Man be his dole ; they can tell you how things go | 
better than I can; you may aße Yr. Father; here 7 


te comes. | 
Enter Page, azd Miſtry; Page. 2770 


Page. Now Maſter Sender: Love him, ben 5 


A 
Why how now ? ? What does Maſter Fenton pete? 
You wrong me, Sir, thus to haunt my Houſe: 


A _ you,. Sir, my Date Is 8 of. 


 Fent, 


Anne. Good Maſter Shallow, let him Dr him- | 


Shal. Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you for 
that, Good Comfort; ſhe calls you, Coz: PI leave 
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Fent. Nay, Maſter Page, be. not impatlent. 
Mrs. Page. Good Maler Fenton, come not to my 
Child. 
Page. She is no Match for you. 
- Fent. Sir, will you hear me? 
Page. No, good Maſter Fenton. 
Come. Maſter 8hallow ; come Son Slender, in 
Knowing my Mind, you wrong me, Maſter Fenton. | 
| [Z xeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender, 
- Duc. Speak to Miſtreſs Page. 
Fent. Good Miſtreſs Page, tor that I love your Daughter | 
In ſuch a righteous Faſhion as I do, 
. . Perforce, againſt all Checks, Rebukes and Manners, | | 
J muſt advance the Colours of my Love, | | 
And not retire, Let me have your good Will. | 
Anne. Good Mother, do not marry me to yon Fool. 
Mrs. Page. I mean it not, I ſeek you a better Husband. 
uc. Thats my Maſter, Maſter Doctor. 
ane. Alas I had rather be ſet quick i'th Bad 
And bowPd to Death with Turnepßs. 
Mrs. Page. Come trouble not yourſelf, PR Maſter 
I will not be your Friend nor Enemy : [ Fenton, 
My Daughter will queſtion how ſhe loves you, 
And as I find her, 2 I affected. 
Ti then, farewel Sit; ſhe muſt needs go in, 
Her Father will be angry. [Ex. Mrs. Page and Anne. 
Fent. Farewel, gentle Miſtreſs ; farewel Nan. . 
Quic. This is my doing now. Nay, faid I, will you 
caſt away your Child on a Fool, and a Phyſician 8 
Look on Maſter Fenton: This is my doing. 
| Fent. I thank knee; and I pray thee once to Night, 
Give my ſweet Naz this Ring. There's for thy Pains, 
- Let. © 
Quic. Now Heav'n ſeud thee good Fortune. 2 | 
Heart he hath, man would run thro' Fire and 
Water for ſuch a Nd Heart, But yet, I would my Ma- 
ſter had Miſtreſs Aune, or I would Mr. Slender had her; 
or, in ſooth, I would Mr. Fenton had her. I will do what 
J can for them all three, for.ſo I have promis'd, and Fl 
be as good as my Word, but eſpecially for Mr. Fenton. 
Well, I muſt of another Errand to Sir Fohn Fal, aff fiom l 
my two Miſtreſſes; wat a Beaſt am I to flack it. [Fx. 
C SCENE. | 
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JJC 
8 Enter Falſtaff and Bardolpfm. 
MC 5, 
JJJ%%w%%/ ß 
Fal. Go fetch me a Quart of Sack, put a Toaſt in't. 
Have I lived to be carried in a Baſket, Ie 2 Barrow of 
Butchers Offal, and to be thrown into the Thames? Well, 
if I be ſerv'd ſuch another trick, I'll have my Brains ta'en 
out and butter'd, and give them to a Dog for a New- 
years Gift. The Rogues lighted me into the River, with 
as little Remorſe as they would have drown'd a Blind 
Bitches Puppies, fifteen Ith' Litter; and you may know. 


buy my fize, that I have a kind of Alacrity in finking : 


If the bottom were as deep as Hell, I ſhould down. I 
had been drown'd, but that the Shore was ſhelvy and 


ſhallow ; a Death that I abhor ; for the Water {wells a 


Man, and what a thing ſhould I have been when I had 


been fwell'd? I ſhould have been a Mountain of Mummy. 
Bar. Here's Mrs. 2uickly, Sir, to ſpeak with you. 


Fal. Come, let me pour in ſome Sack to the Thames- 
Water, for my Belly's as cold as if I had fwallow'd Snow- 
balls, for Pills to cool the Reins. Call her in, 

7 Bar, Come in, Woman. „ 


_ Enter Miftreſs | Quickly. 


Quic. By your Leave: I cry you Mercy. 


Give your Worſhip Good-morrow. 


Fal. Take away theſe Chalices; 

Go, brew me a Pottle of Sack, finely. 

Bar. With Eggs, Sir? 3 5 
Fal. Simple of itſelf; I'll no Pullet- Sperm in my 


Brewage. How now ? 


Fault: She. 


Quic. Marry, Sir, I come to your Worſhip from Mrs. 
4. i 


ord, | | 
Fal Mrs. Ford? I have had Ford enough; I was 
thrown into the Ford; I have my Belly full of Ford. 
Quic. Alas the Day l good Heart, that was not her 

ges ſo take on with her Men, they miſtook 
r cond en enrns 
Fial. So did I mine, to build on a foolith Woman's 


Promiſe. 


Puic. Well, ſhe laments, Sir, for it, that it would yern 
your Heart too {ce it, Her Husband goes this Morking a 
: | | irding, 


Shirts and Smocks, _ foul Stockings, and greaſy 
| 2 +: 
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- birding, ſhe deſires you once more to come to her, be- 


tween eight and nine, I muſt carry her Word quickly, 
ſhe'll make you amends, I warrant you. 
Fial. Well, I will viſit her, tell her fo, and bid her think 
what a Man is: Let her confider his Frailty, and then 
judge of my Merit. | | 
Puic, I will tell her. R 8 „ 
Fal. Do fo: Between nine and ten, ſay'ſt thou? 
Quic. Eight and nine, Sir. 
Fial. Well, be gone; I will not mils her. | 

- Die. Peace be with you, Sir. Exit. 


- 
£ 


Fal. I marvel] I hear not of Maſter Broom; he ſent nie 


Word to ſtay within: I like his Money well. 

Oh, here he comes. | 
| &, . Emer Ford, 

Ford. Bleſs you, Sir. Baie . 

Fal. Now, Maſter Broom, you come to know wha 


"hath paſs'd between me and Ford's Wife. OE 


Ford. That indeed, Sir Une is my Buſineſs. 
Fal. Maſter Broom, I will not lye to you; 


I was at her Houſe the Hour ſhe appointed me. 


- 


Ford. And you ſped, Sir? | 
Fal. Very ill- favour'dly, Maſter Broom. | 
Ford. How Sir, did fhe change her Determination? 


Fal. No, Maſter Broom ; but the peaking Cornuto he? 
 Husband, Maſter Broom, dwelling in a continual larum of 
' Jealouſy, comes in the inſtant of our Encounter, after we 


had embrac'd, kiſs'd, proteſted, and as it were ſpoke the 


Prologue of our Comedy, and at his Heels a rabble of his 

Companions, thither provok'd-and inſtigated by his Diſt- 

8 2 and forſooth, to ſearch his Houſe for his Wite's 
ve 3 


Ford. What, while you were there? 
Fal. While I was there. | 


Ford. And did he ſearch for you, and could not find you. 
Fal. You ſhall hear. As good Luck would have it, come 


in one Miſtreſs Page, gives Intelligence of Ford's Ap » 


proach, and in her Invention, and Ford's Wife's Dilt - 


raction, they convey'd me into a Buck-basket. 


Ford. A Buck-basket? 
Fal. Yea, a Buck-baſket; ramm'd me in with: feul 


— editing — «n 
24 * 8 _ 


— 
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_ Kins, that, Maſter. Broom, there. was the rankeſt Com 


pound. of villainous 8 that ever offended N oſtril. 
Ford. And how la 10 you there? 
Fal. Nay, you ſhall hear, Maſter Broom, what I Wo 


ſuffer d, to bring this Woman to evil, for your good. Be- 


ing thos cramm'd in the Basket, a couple of. Ford's 


: naves, his Hinds, were call'd forth by heir Miſtreſs, to 
carry me in the name of foul Clothes to Datcbet- lane; 
they took me on their Shoulders, met the zealous Knave 


their Maſter at the Door, who asked them once or twice 
what they had in their Basket; I quak'd for fear, leſt 


the Lunatick Knave would have ſearch'd it; but Fate, 


ordaining he ſhould be a Cuckold, held his Hand. Well, 

on went he for a ſearch, and away went I for foul Cloths, 
but mark, the ſequel, Maſter Broom, I ſuffered the Pangs 
of three ſeveral Deaths : Firſt, an intolerable Fright, to- 


be detected by a jealous rotten Bell weather; next to 
be compaſs d like a good Bilbo, in the Circumference 


of a Peck, hilt to point, heal to head; and then to 


ſtopt in, like a ſtrong Diſtillation, with ſtinking Clothes, 


that fretted in their own Greaſe- Think of that, a Man 
of my Kidney ; think of that, that am as ſubject to heat 
as Butter, a Man of continual diſſolution and thaw; 


it was a Miracle to ſcape Suffocation. And in the 
height of this Bath, when I was more than half ftew'd 
in Greaſe, like a Dutch Diſh, to be thrown. into the 
- Thames. and cool'd glowing hot, in that ſerge, like a 
| Hor le- ſhoe ; think o that; hiſſing kot, thin of that 
Maſter Broom. 


Ford. In god ſadneſs, . Sir, I am ſorry that for my 
d all this. My Suit is then deſperate 3 


Fal. Maſter Broom, I will. be thrown. into Etua, as 1 
have been into the Thames e er I will leave her thus. 
Her Husband is this Morning gone a Birding; 1 have 
received. from her another Ambaſſy of meeting: d ixt 


n- and nine is the Hour, Maſter. Broom. 


Ford. Tis paſt eight already, Sir. 
Fal. Is it? I will then addreſs me to my TER 


Come to me at your convenient leiſure, and you ſhall 
| know how I ed: and the ne fra be 1 


/ 
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* 
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with your enjoying her; Adieu, you ſhall have * = 


ſter Broom, Mafter Brooms you ſhall cuckold Tard. ¶ Exit. 
Ford. Hum! Ha! Is this a Viſion? Is this a Dream? 


Do I ſleep? Maſter Ford awake, awake: Maſter Ford; 
there's a Hole made 1 in your beſt Coat, Maſter Fords this 
is to be married? this tis to have Linnen and Buck- 

Baskets : Well, I will proclaim my{elf. what I am; 1 


will now take the Leacher; he is at my Houſe: he 


cannot ſeape me; tis impoſhble he ſhould ; he cannot 


creep into a Half. penny Purſe, nor into a N mage? 
But leſt the Devil that guides him ſhould. aid him, I 

will ſearch impoſſible places; tho! what I am I cannot 
avoid, yet to be what I would not ſhall not make me 


tame: If I have Horns to make one mad, let the Pro- 
8 * 80 _ me, 12 be horn- mad. Exit. 


Adabas FAVALAVAVAVAVAVADYA 


"A CT IF. &OWNS-b 
1 Eu. N. , Page, Miſtreſs Vicky. 


and William. 


5 Mn, Page. 8 he at Mr. Ford 8 already, ink n thou. 


Quic. Sure he is by this, or will be pre- 
ſently ; but truly hg is very courageous mad, about his- 


. throwing into the ater 3 Mrs. Ford deſires you to come 


ſuddenly. | 
Mrs. Page. I'll be ah her by and by; Pll but bring 


my young Man here to School. Look where his Ma- 


ſter comes,” tis a Playing day I ſee. How now Sir Hugh, 


Enter Evans, 

Ewa. No; Maſter Slender is let the Boys leave to "We | 

Qxic. Bleſſing of his Heart. 

Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh, My H usband ſays my Son- pro- 
fits nothing in the World at his Book, I pray you ask 
him ſome Queſtions in his Accidence. 

Eva. os ichen Nia hold up wal Lead come. | 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Page. Come on, Sirrah, hold up your Head, » of 
ber N be not afraid. 
Eva. William, how e Numbers is in Now $ 
Will. Two. © + 
© Quic.. Truly, I thought there had been one Number 
| more, becauſe they ſay od's Nowns. 
Eva. Peace, your tatlings, What i is Fair, Wi Ham? 
Will. Pulcher: © © 
0 Quic. genen There as fairer chings than Poulcats | 
re. 123 
| Eva. You! aro very Ganpliciey': oman; 1 pay you 
ce. What is Lapis, William e 
Mill. A Stone. | 
Eva. And what is a Stone, er 
Will. A Pebble. M 
8 Eva. No, it is ae ; pray you remember in your 
Prain. ; 
VMI. Es 8 | 5 
Eva. That is a wy William : What is | he, Wi Hliam 
that does lend Articles > | 
Will. Articles are borrow'd of the Pronoun, and be 
thus declined, Singalariter Auminati vu, Bic, Bec, hoc. 
. ns hig, hag, beg; pray you mark: 
F hujus : Well, what is your Aceuſative C aſe Þ 
Will, Accuſative, 3 5 
Esa. I pray you have your remembrance, Child; A- 
| enſetios 1125 hang, box: | 
5 3 Hang hog is Latin for Bacon, 1 warrant you. 
Eva. Leave > you agg man. What is the F. 2 
cative Caſe, Witliam. | TER 
Vill. O, ne 9 1 
Foa. Remember William, Perative is caret.. 
Duic, And that's a good _ | 
Eve. O'man, forbear, 
Mrs. Page. Peace. 
Eva. What is your —— ci Plural, William 7 | 
Will. Genitive Caſe. © N 
Ewa. Ay. | | 
Vill. Fs TRE! PIE AY en W | 
Bic, Vengeance of Ginyes Cale ; fy on hers never 
mean her, Child, if ſhe be a Whore. N 
Eva. For ſhame o man. 


Luic 
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Bxic. You do ill to teack the Child ſuch Words: He 
teaches him to hic, and to hac, which they'll do faſt. 
enough. of themſelves, and to call horum; fy upon you. 
Ewa. Q'man, art thou Lunacies ? Haſt thou no under- 
tandings for thy Caſes, and the numbers of the Genders? 
'Thou art as fooliſh Chriſtian Creatures as I would deſires. 
Mrs. Page. Pr'ythee hold thy Peace. | | 
Ewa. Shew me now, Pilliam, ſome Declenſions of 
your Pronouns, 00 
Mill. Forſooth, I have forgot. | 
Ewa. It is Qui, que, quod ; if you forget your Quies, 
your 2zes, and your Quods, you mult be preeches : Go 
your ways and play, go. | 
Mrs, Page. He is a better Scholar than I thought he 
Ewa. He is a good ſprag Memory. Farewel, Mrs. Page. 
Mrs. Page, 23 —— Sir Hugh. : 75 
Get you home, Boy. Come, we ſtay too long. [ F xeunt. 
Enter Falſtaff and Miftre/s Ford. 
Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, your Sorrow hath eaten up my Suf- 
ferance ; I ſee you are obſequious in your Love, and I 
profeſs Requital to a hairs breadth, not only, Miſtreſs Ford, 
in the ſimple Office of Love, but in all the Acoutrement, 
Complement, and Ceremony of it. But are you ſure 
of your Husband now ? TO 
Mrs. Ford., He's a Birding, ſweet Sir John. 
* Page. [within] What hoa, Goſſip Ford] what 


Mrs. Ford. Step into th' Chamber Sir John. [Ex. Fal. 
| Enter Mrs. Page, £ 
Mrs. Page. How now, ſweet Heart, who's at home 
| beſides yourſelf? | 
Mrs. Ford. Why none but mine own People, 
Mrs. Page. Indeed ? 
Mrs. Ford. No certainly ._——Speak louder. | 
_ . Mrs, Page. Truly, I am fo glad you have no body here 
Mrs. Ford. Why? , 5 
Mrs. Page. Why Woman, your Husband is in his old 
Lines again; he ſo takes on yonder with my Huſband, 
ſo rails againſt. all married Mankind, fo curſes all Eve's 
Daughters, of what Complexion ſoever, and ſo buffets 
5 95 8 him- 
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himſelf onthe Forehead, crying peer-out, peer- out, that 
any Madneſs Lever yet beheld, — d but Tamneſs, Ci- 


vility and Patience to this Diſtemper he is no-) in ; 1 am 


glad the fat Knight is not here. ; 
Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of Aim! jails 
Mrs. Page. Of none but him, and ſwears he wis cer⸗ 


ried out the laſt time he ſearch'd for him in a Basket; pro- 


teſts to my Husband he is now here, and hath drawn him 


and the reſt of their Company from their Sport, to make 


another Experiment of his Suſpieion; but J am glad the 


Knight! is not here; now he ſhall ſee hrs own Feolery. . 


Mrs. Ford. How near is he, Miſtreſs Page. 


Mrs. Page. Hard by, at Streets end, he will be here anon. 


Mrs. Ford. T am undone, the Kvight is here, 

Mrs. Page. Why then thou art utterly ſham'd, and he's 
but a dead Man, What a Woman ate you? away with 
him, away with him ; better Shame than Murder, 
Mrs. Ford Which way ſhould he go? How ſhould I 
| beſtow him ? Shall put him into the Basket — 

| Enter Falſtaff. 4 

Fal. No, III come no more ith” Baſket: 1 

May 1 not go out ere he come? ; 


Mrs. Page. Alas, alas, three of Maſter Ford's Bucher 


watch the Decor with Piſtols, that none ſhow'd iſſue out, 
otherwife you might wp ere he came; But what make 


vou here? 


Fal. What ſhall I do? PI Sep up into the Chimney. 


Mrs. Ford There they always uſe to diſcharge their 


| Birding Pieces; creep into the Kill Hole, 

Fal. Where is it? | 

Mrs. Ford. He will ſeek Ners: on my Word: Nejther 
Preſs, Coffer, Cheſt, Trunk, Well, Vault, but he hath 


an Abſtract for the remembrance of ſuch Places, and goes. 


to them by his Note, there is no r. you in the 


Houſe, 
Fal. I'll: out then. 


Mrs. Ford. If you go bot kr yür own ee you 


die, Sir Fobn, unleſs you go out diſguis d. How might 
we diſguiſe him? 


Mrs. Page. Alas-the-day, I know not, there is no 


Woman's Gown big enough for him, otherwiſe he might 


off a — a Muffler, and a Kerchief, and ſo eſcape. - 
| Fal. 


4 . — 


— 
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Fal. Good Heart, deviſe ſomething 3 any Extreniity - 

rather: than Miſchief, | 

Mrs. Ford. My Maid's Aunt, the fat Woman of Modine 
ford, has a Gown above: 

Mrs. Page. On my Word it will hw TORY ſhe's as big 
as he is, and there's her thrumb Hat, and her Muffter too, 
Run vp, Sir John. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, ſweet Sir Fobn, Mrs, Nen and 
I will look ſome Linnen for your Head. 

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick, we'll come dreſs you ſtraight. 
put on the Gown the while. 4 NW xc BAL 

Mrs. Ford. I would my Husband would meet him in 
this Shape, he cannot abide the old Woman of Brainford, 
he ſwears ſhe's a Witch, forbad her my Houſe, and hath 
threatned to beat her. _ | 

Mrs. Page. Heav'n guide lim to my Husband's Cud- 
gel, and the Devil guide his Cudgel afterwards. 

Mrs. Ford. But is my Husband coming? | 

Mrs. Page, Ay in good Sadneſs is he, and talks of the 
Baſket too, howſoever he hath had Intelligence. 

Mrs. Ford. We'll try that; for I'Il appoint my Men 
to carry the Baſket again, to meet him at the Door of wh | 
it as they did laſt tine. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he'll be here preſently; lers £9 
dreſs him like the Witch of Brainford. - 

Mrs. Ford. Dll firſt direct my Men what they ſhall da 
with the Basket; go up, I'll bring Linnen for him e 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, diſhoneſt Yager, | 
We cannot miſuſe: him enough. | 
We'il leave a Proof, by that which we wil do. 


r Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too. 
L We do not act, that often jeſt and laugh: 
3 »Tis old but true, ſtill Swine eat all the 3 11 
8 Mrs. Ford. Go Sirs, take the Basket again on your is 
Shoulders, your Maſter 1s hard at Door ; if he bid Foy 1 
for it down obey him: Quickly, diſpatch. 1 
U Enter Servants with the Baſket. | if 
it I Serv. Come, come, take u . 
2 Serv. Pray Heav! n it be not full of che Knight Th | 
0 again. 2 | 
it = Ser, I 1910 not, 1 bd as lief bear ſo- much lead. 8 
3 E .o 4 - aa 1} 
. | 


| 
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Enter Ford, Shallow, Page, Caiuis and Evans, 

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, Maſter Page, have you 
an way then to unfool me again? Set down the Basket, 
Villain; ſomebody call my Wife: Youth in a Basket! 
Oh you panderly Raſcals, there's a Knot, a Gang, a Pack, 
a 8 iracy againſt me ; now ſhall the Devil be ſham'd. 

ite, I fay 3 come, come forth, behold what ho- 

— Clothes you ſend forth to bleaching. 

Page. Why, this paſſes Maſter Ford, you are not to 
go looſe any longer, you muſt be pinion d. 

Eva. Why, this is Lunaticks; this is mad as a mad 


. Indeed, Maſter Ford, this is not well indeed. 
Ford. So ſay I too, Sir, Come hither Miſtreſs Ford, 
Miſtreſs Ford, the honeſt Woman, the modeſt Wife, the 
virtuous Creatuie, that hath the jealous Fool to her Huf- 


band: I ſuſpe& without Cauſe, Miftreſs, do I? 


Mrs. Ford. Heav'n be my Witneſs you do, if you ſuſ- 


peR me in any Diſhoneſty. 


Ford. Well ſaid Brazen- face, hold it out: Come forth 


 "Sirrah. [Pulls the Clothes out of the Ballet. 


Page. This paſles. + 

Mrs. Ford. Are you not aſhaſned? let the Clothesalone. | 
Ford. I ſhall find you anon. 

Ewa. Tis unreaſonable; will you Lens up your Wife's 


Cloaths! ! Come away. 


- Ferd. Empty the Basket, I ſay. 
Mrs. Ford. Why Man, why ? 
Ford. Maſter Page, as I am a Man, there was one con- 


vey'd out of my Houle yeſterday in this Basket; why 


may not he be there-again? In my Houſe I am ſure he 
is; my Intelligence is true, my Jealouſy is reaſonable, 
pluck .me out all the 5 8 

Mrs. Ford. If you ind a Man there, he ſhall die a 
Flea's Death. 

Page. Here's no Man. 

Shal. By my Fidelity this is not well, Maſter Ford, 


his wrongs you, 


'Ewva. Maſter Ford, you muſt pray, and not follow 


| the Imagination of your own Heart; this is Jelena 


Ford. Well, he's not here I ſeeks for. 
* _ nor no where elſe but in your Brain N 
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Ford. Help to ſearch my Houſe this one time, if I find: 
not what I ſeek, ſhew-no colour for my Extremity ; let 
me ſo, ever be your Table-ſport ; let them ſay of me,As 
jealous as Ford, that ſearched a hollow Walnut for his 
Wive's Lemman. Satisfy' me. once more, once more, 
_ ſearch with me. © © © | 

Mrs. Ford. What hoa, Miſtreſs Page ! come you and: 
the old Woman down; my Husband will come into- 
the Chamber, | | | 
Ford. Old Woman! what old Woman's that? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my Maid's Aunt of Brainford. 

Ford, A Witch, a Quean, an old cozening Quean; 
have I not forbid her my Houſe ? She comes of Errands, 
does ſhe? We are ſimple Men, we do not know what's 
brought to paſs under the Profeſſion of Fortune-telling, 
She works by Charms, by Spells, by the Figure, and ſuch 
dawbry as this is, beyond our Element; we know no- 
thing. Come down, you Witch, you hag you, come 
down, I ſay. | | 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, good ſweet Husband ; good Gentle» 


men, let him not ſtrike the old Woman. 


Enter Falſtaff in Womens Clothes. 

4 _ Page. Come Mother Prat, come, give me your 

and. 8 

Ford. TII Prat her. Out of my Door you Witch 
[Beats him] you Hag, you Baggage, you Poulcat, you 
Runnion, out, out, out; I'll conjure you, Pl Fortune- 
tell you. | 4 | [Exit Fal. 

Mrs Page. Are you not aſham'd'? 

I think you have kill'd the poor Woman, 125 
— Ford, Nay, he will do it; tis a goodly Credit 
you, „ 

Ford. Hang her, Witch. | | 
Ewa. By yea, and no, I think the o'man is a Witch 
indeed : I like not when a o'man has a great Peard; I 
ſpy a great Peard under her Muffler. RY 

Ford. Will you follow, Gentlemen? I beſeech you 
follow; ſee but the Iflue of my Jealouſy ; if. I cry out 
thus upon no Trial, never truſt me when I open again. 
Page. Let's obey his Humour a little further : 

Come, Gentlemen. IE. 
I Page, Trad me, he beat him nen p 


= 


Pd 


re. | | 


— 
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Mrs. Ford. Nay by th' Maſs that he did not; he beat 


him moſt unpitifully , methought. 
Mrs. Page. I'll have the Cudgel hallow'd, and ung 


oer the Altar; it hath done meritorious Service. | 
Mrs. Ford. What think you ? May we, with the war- 
rant of Woman-hood, and the Witneſs of a good Con- . 


ſcience, purſue him with any further Revenge? 


Mrs, Page. The 2b of Wantonneſs is ſure ſcar 
vil have him not in Fee ſimple, 1 
with Fine and Recovery, he will never, I think, in the 


out of him; if the 


way of waſte, attempt us again. 


Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell e our Husbands how we have | 
ſerved him ? | 

' . Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means, if it be but to ſcrape 

the Figures out of your Huſband's, Brain. If they can 


find in their Hearts the poor unvirtuous fat Knight ſhall 


be any further afflicted, we two will {till be the Miniſters. - 


Mrs. Ford. I'll warrant they'll have him publickly 
cam ' d, and methinks there would be no Period to the 
Jeſt, ſhould he not be publickly ſham'd, 

Mrs. Page, Come to the F rde with it, then ſharp i it 
1 U not have things cool. [Exeunt. 
| | r 

Enter Hoſt and Bardolph. 
Bar. Sir, the German defires to. have three of your 


Horſes; the Duke himſelf will be to morrow at Court, 


and they are going to meet him. 
Hoft. What Duke ſhould that be comes 10 ſecretly ?T 


hear not of him in the Court: Let me in with the 


Gentlemen; ; they ſpeak Engl? | 
Bar. Sir, I'll call them to you. S 


Ho. They ſhall have my Horſes, but I'll. make hom 


I'll fwace them. They have had my Houſe a 


Week at Command; I have turned away my other 
Guelſts; they muſt come off 3 8 I ſwace them, come, 
- [Exeunk. - 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Page, Ford, fee” Page, Miſtreſs F ord, al 


Evans. 
: . "T's one of the beſt Wee of a o man as 


Fa- 
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Page. And did he ſend you both theſe Letters at an 
inftant ? | 
Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an Hour. T5 
Ford. Pardon me, Wife, Henceforth do what thou wilt. 
I rather will ſuſpe& the Sun with Cold, 5 
'Fhan thee with Wantonneſs; now doth thy Honour ſtand, 
In him that was of late an Heretick, . 
As firm of Faith. | 
Page. Tis well, tis well; no more. 
Be not extream in Submiſſion, as in Offence, 
But let our Plot go forward: Let our Wives 
Vet once again, to make us publick Sport, 
Appoint a Meeting with this old fat Fellow, _ 
here we may take him, and diſgrace him for it. _ 
Ford. There is no better way than that they ſpoke of. 
Page. How? to ſend him Word they'll meet him in 
the Park at Midnight? Fie, fie, he'll never come. 
Ewa. You fay he hath been thrown into the River: 
and has been grievonſly peaten, as an old o man; me- 
thinks there ſhould he Terrors in him, that he ſhould not 
come; methinks his Fleſh is puniſhed, he ſhall have no 
Deſires. | | 
Page. So think I too. 3 
Mrs. Ford. Deviſe but how you'll uſe him when he 
comes; and let us two deviſe to bring him thither. | 
Mrs. Page. There is an old Tale goes, that Herne the 
Hunter, ſometime a Keeper in Vindſor Foreſt, © 
Doth ail the Winter time at ſtill of Midnight 
Walk round about an Oak, with great ragged Horns, 
And there he blaſts the Tree, and takes the Cattle, 
And makes Milch-kine yield Blood, and ſhakes a Chain 
In a moit hideous and dreadful manner. | 
| You have heard of ſuch a Spirit, and well you know 
The ſuperſtitious idle- headed E 
Receiv'd, and did deliver to our Age 5 de: | 
This Tale of Herne the Hunter for a Truth. | 
Page. Why yet there want not many that do fear 
In deep of Night to walk by this Herne's Oak; | | 
But what of this? 1 
Mrs. Ford. Marry this is our Device, | 
That Fa//aff at that Oak Fe meet with us, 


Page. 
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: Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come, 
And in this Shape when you have brought him thither, 
What ſhall be done with him? What: is your Plot? 


Mrs. Page. That likewiſe we have thought upon, and 


thus : | 
. Nan Page (my Daughter) and my little Son, 3 
And three or four more of their Growth, we'll dreſs 
Like Urchin, Ouphes, and Fairies, green and white, 
With Rounds of waxen Tapers on their Heads, 
And Rattles in their Hands; upon a ſudden, 
As Fal/taff, ſhe, and I, are newly met, 
Let them from forth a Saw- pit ruſh at once 
With ſome diffuſed Song: Upon their ſight 
We two, in great Amazedneſs, will fly; 
Then let them all encircle him about, 
And Fairy-like to pinch the unclean Knight ; 
And ask him why, that Hour of Fairy Revel, 
In their fo ſacred Paths he dares to tread 
In Shape profane. r 1 
Mrs. Ford, And till he tell the Truth; 
Let the ſuppoſed Fairies pinch him found, . 
And burn him with their Tapers, in. 
Mrs. Page. The Truth being known, 
We'll all preſent ourſelves ; diſhorn the Spirit, 
And mock him home to Vindſor. | 
Ford. The Children muſt. £2 8 
Be praQtis'd well to this, or they'll ne'er do't. 


CG 


Ewa. I will teach the Children their Behaviours, and 


I will be like a Jack-a-napes alſo, to burn the Knight 


with my Taber. 1 
Ford. This will be excellent, 

. I'll go buy them Vizards. 1 
Mrs. Page. My Nan ſhall be the Queen of all the 
Fairies, finely attir'd in a Robe of White. | 
Page. That Silk would I go buy, and in that time 
Shall Mr. Slender ſteal my Nan away, _ 

And marry her at Faton. Go ſend to Fa/llaff ſtraight, 


Ford. Nay, I'll to him again in the Name of Broom, 


He'll tell me all his Purpole. Sure ke'll come, 
. Mrs. Page, Fear not you that; go get us Plopentics 
And tricking for your Fairies, | 121 


Ewa. 


It 


Ty 


es 
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Boa. Let us about it, T 


It is admirable Pleaſures, and ferry honeſt Knaveries. 


[Exit. Page, Ford, and Evans, 
Mrs. Ford. Go, Mrs. Ford, 
Send quickly: to Sir John, to know his Mind. 
Exit Mrs. Ford, 


T'1l to the Doctor, he hath my good Will, 


And none but he to marry with Nan Page, 
That Slender, tho' well landed, is an Ideot; 
Aud he my Husband beſt of all affects; 
The Doctor is well mony'd, and his Friends 
potent at Cou-t; he, he, none but he ſhall have her, 
Tho twenty thouſand por titer came to Crave her. 
| | * 
8 ol E NE V. 
Enter Hoſt and Simple. 
Hoſt. What would'ſ thou have, Boor? what, Thick- 
skin? ſpeak, breathe, diſcuſs ; brief, ſhort, quick, ſnap, 
Simp: Marry, Sir, I.come to ſpeak with Sir John Fal- 
JSaff from Mr. Slender. | 
Hoſt. There's his Chamber, his Houſe, his Caſtle, his 


| Standing. bed and Truckle bed; 'tis painted about with 


the Story of the Prodigal, freſh and new; go, knock 


and call; he'll ſpeak like an Anthropophaginian unto 


thee : Knock; I ſay. 


Sirp, There's an old Woman, a fat Woman gone up 


into his Chamber, Pt be ſo bold as ſtay, Sir, till ſhe 
come down; I come to ſpeak with her indeed, 

1%. Ha! a fat Woman? The Knight may be 
robbed : I'll call. Bully-Knight ! Bully-Sir John ! ſpeak 


from thy Lungs Military : Art thou there ? It is thine - 


Hoſt, thine Epheſian calls. 
Enter Falſtaff, 
Tal How now, mine Hoſt ? 
Hof?. Here's a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the coming 
down of thy fat Woman : Let her deſcend, Bully, let 
her deſcend; my Chambers are honourable, Fie, Priva- 


cy Fi 


Fal. There was, mine Hoſt, and old fat Woman even 
now with me, but ſhe's gone. 


Limp. Pray you, Sir, was't not the wiſe Woman of 


B 9 A? 
D 2 Fal. 


- 
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Fal. Ay marry was it, Muſcle- ſhell, what would 
you with her. 

Simp. My Maſter, Sir, my Maſter Slender ſent to her 
ſeeing her go thro' the Street, to know, Sir, whether 
one Mm, Sir, that begait'd him of a Chain, 1 ** me 
Chain or. no. 

Fal. I ſpake with the old Woman about it. 

Simp. And what ſays ſhe, I pray, Sir? 

Fal. Marry ſhe ſays, that the very fame Man * 
beguil'd Maſter Slender of his Chain, -coren'd him of it. 

Simp. I would I could have ſpoken with the Woman 
herſelf, I had other things to have ſpoken wane her too, 
from him. | 

Fal. What are they Let us know. 

* Hoſt. Ay, come z quick, 

Simp. T may not conceal them, Sir. 

He. Conceal them, or thou dy'R. 6 
Simp. Why, Sir, they were nothin 9 bat about IR 
Anne Page; to know if i were my ſter's en to 
have her or no. b 

Fal. Tis, tis his 8 

Simp. What, Sir? | 

94 0 To have her, or no; Go, lay the Woman 101d 
* o. 

Simp. May I be fo bold to ſay fo, Sir? 

Ha. Ay Sir; like who more bold. 

- Simp. I thank, your Worſhip; I ſhall 3 my Ma- 

. ſter glad with theſe Tidings. I Exit. Sim. 

Heß. Thou art clarkly ; thou art clarkly, Sir Jobn, 
Was there a wiſe Woman with thee? —« | 

34 Ay, that there was, mine Hoff, one that hath 

ught me more Wit than ever I learn'd before in my 

Life; and J paid nothing for bh . 1 was 21 | 
— my learning. 

Eater 1 

Bar. Out alas, Sir, Cozenage ; meer n 

Haft. Where is my Horſes? Speak well of them Var- 
letto. 

Bar. Run away with the Cozeners; for ſo ſoon as 1 
came beyond Eaton, they threw me off from behind 


one & them in a Sg? of Mire, and ſet 922 


t 
| 
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and away; like three German Devils, three Doctor 
Fauſtuſes . 3 | q: 4 
Hef. They are gone but to meet the Duke, Villain, 
do not ſay they be fled; Germans are honeſt Men. © 


Enter Evans. 


1 Eva. Where is mine He? 


Hoſt. What is the matter, Sir? : 
Ewa, Have a care of your Entertainments; there is 
a Friend of mine come to Town, tells me there is 


three Cozen-Jermans that has cozen'd all the Heft of 
| Reading, of Maiden-head, of Cole brook, of Horſes and 


Money. I tell you for. good Will, look you; you are 
wile, and full of Gibes and 2 Stocks, and tis 
not convenient you ſhould be cozened; fare you well. 
. 1 3 [Exit. 
Enter Caius. 
Caius, Ver's mine Hof! de Farteer ? | 
3 Here, Maſter Doctor, in perplexity and doubt- 
ful Dilemma. | 
| Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat; but it is tell-a-me, dat 
you make a ron Preparation for a Duke de 7 amany 3 
by my trot, 
come, I tell you for good Will; adieu. [Exit. 


Hoft. Hue and cry, Villain go; aſſiſt me, Knight, I 


am undone ; fly, run, Hue and Cry. Villain, I am 
undone. * : 22% ; 5} Bb 


Fal I would all the World might be cozen'd, for 1 


have been cozened and beaten too: If it ſhould come 
to the Ear of the Court, how I have been transformed, 


and how my Transformation hath been waſh'd and cud- 


Pra they would melt me out of my Fat, Drop by 


rop, and liquor Fiſhermen's Boats with me; I war- 


rant they would whip me with their Wits, till I were 
creſt-faln as a dry'd Pear, I never proſper'd fince I for- 
ſwore myſelf at Primero. Well, if my Wind were but 
long enough, I would repent. Now, whence come 
you ? | 82 | 

3 Enter Mrs. Quickly. 

Quic. From the two Parties, forſooth. | 
Fal. The Devil take one Party, and his Dam the 


other, and ſo they ſhall be both beſtow'd ; I have 
ſuffer d more for their ſakes, more than the vil- 


lainous 


CO EE eg” oo —— —„— ̃ͤ — — nt 


er is no Duke dat the Court is know, to | 
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lainous Inconſtancy of Man's Diſpoſition is able to 
ic. And have not they ſuffer'd? yes, I warrant, the- 


| bear. 


mig and blue, that you cannot ſee a white Spot about 
1 


Fal. What tell'ſt thou me af black Pe blue? I was 
beaten myſelf into all Colours of the Rain-bow; and 


I was like to be apprehended for the Witch of Benin, 4 
| but that my admirable Dexterity of Wit, counterfeiting 


the Action of an old Woman, deliver d me, the Knave 


a for a Witch. 


vou ſhall hear how things go, and I warrant, to your 
Content. Here is a Letter will Tay ſomewhat. Good 
Hearts, what ado is hereto bring you together? Sure one 


croſs'd. 

* Come up into my Chamber. LE. 

$: CER LT © ft ; 
Enter Fenton and Hoſt. 

Hoft. Maſter Fentan, taik not to me, my mind W 
J will give over all. 
Fent. Vet hear me ſpeak 3 aſſiſt me in my Purpoſe, 
And, as I am a Gentleman, Fll give thee | 
A hundred Peund in Geld more than your Los. 
- Het. I will hear you, Maſter Fenton, and I will at 
the leaſt keep your Counſel. 2 
Fent. From time to time 1 have acquainted you 
With the dear Love I bear to the fair Arne Page, 
Who, mutually, hath anſwer'd my Ae, | 
(So far fart as herſelf might be her Chuler) 
En ſo my Wiſh; I have a Letter from her 
Of ſuch Contents, as you will wonder at; 


That neither ſingly can be manifeſted. 

Without the ſhew of both. Fat Sir John F alllaff 

Hath a great Scene; the Image of the Jeſt vs 

Tu ew you here at large. Hark good mine Hoſt; 
To Night. at Herne's Oak, juſt cw ivt twelve and one, 

* Mu md ſweet Nan n the Fairy * | 


ciou y one of them; Miſtreſs Fond, good Heart, is beaten 


Conſtable had ſet me i'th' Stocks, th common Stocks | 
Quic. Sir let me ſpeak with. you in your Chamber, ü 


of, you. Hors not le Heav'n well, wiper et 


* 


The Mirth-whereof's 4o landed with my Matter, aa 0 


The | 
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The Purpoſe why, is here; in which Diſguiſe, 

While other Jeſts are ſometliingrank on Foot, 

Her Father hath commanded her to ſlip 

Away with Slender, and with him at Eaton 

Immediately to marty; ſhe hath conſented. Now, Sir, 

Her Mother, even ſtrong againſt the Match, 

And firm for Doctor Cas, hath appointed 

That he ſhould likewiſe ſhuffle her away, 

While other Sports are tasking of their Minds, 

And at the Deanry, where a Prieſt attends, 

Straight marry. her, to this her Mother's Plot. 

She; ſeemingly obedient, likewiſe hath _ | 

Made'promiie to the Doctor: now thus it reſts ; 

Her Father means ſhe ſhall be all in White, 

And in that Habit, when Slender ſees his time 

To take her by the Hand, and bid her go, 

She ftalbgo with him. Her Mother hath intended, 

The better to devote her to the Doctor, | | 

(For they muſt all be maſk'd and vizarded) 

That quaint in Green, ſhe ſhall be looſe enrob'd, 

With Ribbands-Pendant, flaring bout her Head; 

And when the Doctor ſpies his Vantage ripe, 

To pinch her by the Hand, and on that Token, 

The Maid hath given Conſent to go with him. | 
Hot. Which means ſhe to deceive? Father or Mother? 
Fent. Both, my good Holt, to go along with me; 

And here it relts, that you'll procure the Vicar 

To ſtay for me at Church, twixt twelve and one, 

And in the lawful Name of marrying, 7 


To give our Hearts united. Ceremony. | 


Hoff. Weil, Husband your Device; I'll to the Vicar, 


Bring you the Maid, you ſhall not lack a Prieſt. 
Fent. So ſhall I evermore be bound to thee ; 
Beſide, I'll make a preſent Recompence. | 

> & 7M [Exeunt. 


ACT 


% 


YO Prone I Ire — 2 it Ctr 


3 68 The Merry IWives of Windſor. 
De D D D 
er V. $C E N bp 


Enter Sir John Falſtaff, and Mifreſs 


Quickly. 


Fal. TyR'ythee no more pratling; go, Fl] hold. This 

is the third time; I hope good Luck lies in 

odd Numbers; away, go; they ſay there is Divinity in 

odd Numbers, either in Nativity, Chance or Death ; 
away. 1 | 


Quic. I'll provide you a Chain, and I'll do what I can 


to get you a Pair of Horns, [Ex. Miftre/s Quic. 
al. Away, I ſay, time wears: holp up your Head, 


and mince. - SE FR 
| e 
How now, Maſter Broom? Maſter Broom, the Matter 


will be known to Night, or never. Be you in the Park 


about Midnight, at Hernes Oak, and you ſhall ſee 
Wonders. „ | 
Ford Went you not to her Yeſterday, Sir, as you 
told me you had appointed? ' _ . | 

Fal. 1 went to her, Maſter Broom, as you ſee, like a 


poor old Man; but I came from her, Maſter Broom, like 


a poor old Woman. That ſame Knave, Ford her Huſband, 
| hath the fineſt mad Devil of Jealouſy in him, Maſter 
Broom, that ever governed Frenzy. I will tell -you, he 
beat me grievouſly in the ſhape of a Woman; for in 
the ſhape of a Man, Maſter Broom, I fear not Go/iah 
with a Weaver's Beam; becauſe I know alſo Life is a 
Shuttle; I am in haſte ; go along with me, I'll tell you 


all Maſter Broom. Since I pluckt Geeſe, play d Truant, 


and whipt Top, I know not what 'twas to be beaten,'till 
lately. Follow me, T'l] tell you ſtrange things of this 


| Knave Ford, on whom to Night 1 will be reveng d, 


and I will deliver his Wife into your Hand. Follow ; 
ſtrange things in hand, Maſter Broom, follow, 
$ ET, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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. 1 
Enter Page, Shallow and Slender. 


Page, Come, come, we'll couch i'th Caſtle-ditch, till 
we ſee the light of our Fairies. Remember, Son Slender, 
my Daughter. 1 5 1 2 

Slen. Ay Forſooth, I have ſpoke with her, and we g 
have a Nay- word how to know one another. I come to 7 
her in White and cry Mum, ſhe cries Budget, and by A 
that we' Know..one ouher.. oi iGo oo oo mag 

Sbal. That's good too; but what needs either your. 
Mum, or her Budget? The White will decipher her; 
we ne It hath firuck ten o' Clock. 

Page. The Night is dark, Light and Spirits will be- 
come it well; Heav'n proſper our Sport. No Man means 

evil but the Devil, and we ſhall know him by his Horns. 
Let's away ; folloõẽwW mme. [ Exeuni. 
3 Page, Migreſ, Ford, and Caius. 
Mrs. Page. Mr. Doctor, my Daughter is in Green, 
when you ſee your time, take her by the Hand, away 
with her to the Deanary, and diſpatch. it quickly; go 
before into the Park, we two muſt go together 

Caius. I know vat TI have to do; adieu. Exit. 

Mrs. Page, Fare you well, Sir. My Husband will not | 
rejoice ſo much at the Abuie of alla as he will chafe | 
at the Doctor's marrying. my Daughter: But tis mo 
matter; better a little chiding, than a great deal of 
heart break, 8 

Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her Troop of 
Faries, and the Yel:> Devil Herne? © © 


—— — — tak hee —— 


Mrs. Page. They are all couch'd in a Pit hard by f 
Herne's Oak, with obſcur'd Lights; Which at the very 
indant of fa and our meeting they will at once | 
e „„ | | 


Mrs. Ford. That cannot chuſe but amaze him, | 

Mrs. Page. If he be not amaz d he will be mock d; 
if he be amaz'd he will be- moek d. 

Mrs. Ford. We'll betray him finely. 

Mrs. Page. Againſt ſuch Lewdſters, and their Leachery, 
Thoſe that betiay them de no Treacher 7x. 
Mrs. Ford. The Hour draws on; to the Oak, to the 
Oak. ER. [ Exeunt. 

3 SCENE 


70 The Merry Wives of Windſor. 


6& E 6:;Þ - £Ys; 
Enter Evans and Fairies, 
Eva. Trib, trib, Fairies; come and remember your 
Parts: Be bold, I pray you, follow me into the Pit, and 
when I give the Watch-'ords do as I bid you; Come, 
come, trib, trib, 5 [Exeunt. 
TE „ TY, 

Sn; Enter Falſtaff or 
Fal. The Vindfr Bell hath ſtruck twelve, the Minute 
draws on; now the hot-blooded God's aſſiſt me Re- 
member, Fowve, thou waſt a Bull for thy Europa; 
Love ſet on thy Horns. Oh powerful Love! that in 
ſome reſpects makes a Beaſt a Man; in ſome other, a 

Man a Beaſt. You were alſo, Fupiter, a Swan, for the 
love of Leda: Oh omnipotent Love ! how near the God 
drew to the Complexion of a Gooſe, a Fault done firſt 

in the form of a Beaſt, O Jove, a beaſtly Fault; and 
then another Fault in the ſemblance of a Fowl ; think 
. on't, ove, a foul! Fault. When Gods have hot Backs, 
what ſhall poor Men do? For me, I am here a Vinaſor 

Stag. and the fatteſt, I thipk, 7. th' Foreſt, Send me a 


— — . 
* 


| cool Rut-time, Jove, or who can blame me to. piſs 
| my Tallo? Who comes here? my Doe? - 

| Enter Miſtreſs Ford, and Miſtre/s Page. 

| Mrs. Ford. Sir Jobn ? Art thou there; my Deer? 


| My Male-Deer? ' - © ATA ad. 
Fal. My Doe with, the Black Scut ? let the Sky rain 
Potatoes, let it thunder to the Tune of Green Sleeves, 
hail Kiſſing Comfits, and ſnow Eringoes; let there come 
a Tempeſt of Provocation, I will ſhelter me here. 
1 Mrs. Ford. Miftreſs Page is come with me, ſweet 
| Fial. Divide me like a brib'd Buck, each a Haunch, 
I will keep my Sides to my ſelf, Ry-Shouldiers for the 
Fellow of this Walk, and my Horns I bequeath your 
Huſbands. Am I a Woodman, ha? Speak I like Herne 


Fal. What ſhould this be? © 


the Hunter? Why, now is Cupid a Child of Conſcience; 
he makes Reſtitution. As I am a true Spirit, welcome. 
FEE. 
"Mts; Page: Alas? what Noiſe? © 
Mrs. Ford, Heav'n forgive our Sins, 


Mrs, 


r 
| 
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Mrs. F ord. Mrs. Page. Away, away. | 
[The Women run out. 


Fal. I think the Devil will not have me damn'd, 
Left the Oil that is in me ſhould ſet Hell on Fire; 
He would never elſe croſs me thus. N 

| Enter Fares. | 

Quiec. Fairies, black, gray, green, and white; | 
You Moon-ſhine Revellers, and ſhades of Night, 
You- Orphan-Heirs of fixed Deſtiny, 


| Attend your Office, and your Quality. 


Crier Hobgoblin, make the Fairy — | 
— Elves, liſt your Names; ſilence, you airy Toys, 
Cricket, to W/ind,or Chimneys ſhalt thou leap: 


Where Fires thou find unralc d, and Hearths unſwept, 


There pinch the Maids as blue as Bilbery. 
Our radiant Queen hates Sluts and Sluttery. | 
Fal. They are Fairies, he that ſpeaks to them ſhall die. 


mM wink and couch; no Man their Works muſt eye. 


[ Lyes doaun upon his Face. 


. Where's Bede ? Goyou,and where youfind a Maid 


That eer ſhe ſleep hath thrice her Prayers ſaid, 

Raiſe up the Organs of her Fantaſie, 

Sleep ſhe as ſound as careleſs Infancy z__ _ 

But thoſe that ſleep, and think not on their Sins, 

Pinch them, Arms, Legs, Backs, b r TLR and Shins. 
Quic. About, about: 

Search Vindſor Caſtle, Elves, withia and out, 

Strew good Luck, Ouphes, on every ſacred Room, 

That it may ſtand "ill the- perpetual Doom, 


In State as wholſome, as in State tis fit; ö 
Worthy the Owner, and the Owner it. 


The ſeveral Chairs of Order look vou ſcour. 
With Juice of Balm and ev'ry precious Flow 8 
Each fair Inſtalment, Coat, and ſeveral Creſt, 

With loyal Blazon ever more be bleſt. 


And eee eee look you ſing 


Like to the Garter-compaſs in a Ring 
'Th' Expreſſure that it bears, Gn let it be, 


More fertile freſh than all the Field to ſee 3 | 
And, Hani Soit Qui Maly Penſe write + 175 
In Emrold-tuffs, Flowers, purple, blue and white, F 
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72 The Merry Wives of Windſor. 
Like Saphire-pearl; and rich Embroidery, | 
Backled below fair K night. hoods bending ; knee ; 
Fairies uſe Flow'rs for their CharaRery. 
Away, diſperſe; but till tis one O Clock 


Dur dance of Cuſtom round about the Oak 


Of Herne the Hunter, let us not forget. [et 
Eva. Pray you lock Hand in Hand, yourſelves i in order 
And twenty Gle. worms ſhall our Lanthorns or | 
To guide our Meaſure round about the Fee. 
But ftay, I ſmell a Man of middle Earth. TILT 
Fal. Heav'ns. defend me from that Wel Fabry,” 
Let he transform me to a piece of Cheeſe.” 


_ Pi. Vild Worm, thou waſt oer ſook d even inthy Birth, a 


- - 'Qaic. With Trial re touch me his Finger end; 

If he be Chaſte, the Flame will back deſcend ' 

And turn him to e Palis 5 5 but if he Rath, NEG tat 

It isthe Fleſh: of a corrupted Heart. e ee 
Pift. A Trial, come. K ui x (134; 13 [E825 14 l 


They burn him avith their T, WING and . him. 


1 [ Row; Dome, will this Woo take fire?” 
Fal. Oh; oh, Gh, L. * 
Duc, Corrupt, corrupt, had! had in Defire; 
About him, Faivies; ung a ſcornful ume, 
And as you rip, A pinch him to <q 
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Fie on fahl Pbantuſe: ie on Ln np e 
Luft is but a Blas) 7 Bind odl ait th ebf 2 
Fed in Heart whoſe Flame, apire, 

A thoughts do blows them Sigh an Fiber, 
Pinch him Fairies; mutually} Piach bim for bis Vi any, +, 

Pinch bim kd dun Bn, und turn hem about,” n;. 

Till eee nd Abo pin be but. 

245-3 1 "THe offers" ran out. 


Enter page, Ford. We Thiy ley toll of him? jw 
Page. Nay, do not fy.” I "thick I dave N 70. 
now; 3 5 {? 11 * _ 
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Now, good Sir Fohr, how like you Wind/or Wives? 
See you theſe Husbands ? Do not theſe fair Oaks 
Become the Foreſt better than the Town: 

Ford. Now, Sir, who's a Cuckold now? _ 
Maſter Broom, Falfaff”s a Knave, a cuckoldy Knave, 
Here are his Horns, Maſter Broom; | . 
And, Maſter Brom, he hath enjoy'd nothing of Ford 8 
But his Buck-basket, his Cudgel, and twenty Pounds of 
Money, which muſt be paid to Maſter Broom, his Hor- 
ſes are arreſted for it, Maſter Broom. 
Mrs. Ford. Sir Fohn-we haze had ill Luck ; we could 
never meet. I will never take you for my Love again, 
but I will always count you my Deer: oy 

Fal. 1 do begin to perceive that J am made an Aſs. 

Ford. Ay, and an Ox too: Both the Proofs are extant. 

Fal, And thele are not Fairies: 1.5 
I was three or four times in the Thought they were not 
Fairies, and yet the guiltineſs of my Mind, the ſudden 

ſurprize of my Powers, drove the groineſs of the Fop- 

pery into a receiv'd Belief, in deſpight of the Teeth of 
all Rhime and Reaſon, that they were Fairies. See now 
how Wit may be made a Jack-a-lent, when tis upon ill 
Imployment. . 
Eva, Sir John Falflaff, ſerve Got, and leave your 
Deſires, and Fairies will not pinſe you. 

Ford. Well ſaid, Fairy Hugh. 


Ewa. And leave you your Jealouzies too, I pray you. 


Ford. I will never miſtruſt my Wife again, till chun 
art able to woo her in good Znpl/h, 
Fal, Have I laid my Brain in the Sun and dry'd it, 
that it wants Matter to prevent ſo groſs o'er-reaching as 
this? Am I ridden with a Welch Goat too? Shall I have 
a Cox-comb of Frize ? Tis time I were choaked with 
a plece of Toaſted Cheeſe. | N 
Esa. Seeſe is not good to give Putter; your Pelly is 
all Putter. | | 
Fal. Seeſe and Putter? Have I lived to ſtand inthe taunt 
ef one that makes Fitters of Engliſs? This is enough to 
be the decay of Luſt and late Walking, thigh the 
Realm, ns | 
, Mrs. Page. Why Sir Fohn, do you think tho' we 
would have thruſt Virtue out of our Hearts by the Head 
ET KE and 


. 


7 


* r 3 


14 The Merry Wives of Windſor. 
and Shoulders, and have given ourſelves without ſcruple 
to Hell, that ever the Levil could have made you our 


| Delight ? 


Ford. What, a Hodge. pudding? A Bag of Flax Y 

Mrs. Page. A puft Man; 

Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable Entrails, 

Ford. And one chat is as flanderous as Satan? 

Page. And as poor as Fob ? 25 

* ne) And as wicked as his Wife? 

Ewa. And given to Fornications, and to Taverns, and 
Cack and Wine, Metheglins, and to Drinkings, and 
Swearings, and Staring, Pribbles and Prabbles ? 

Fal. Well, I am your Theme, you have the Start of 


| me, I am de; iced ; I am not able to anſwer the Welſh 


Flannel, Tgnorance itſelf is a Plummet o'er me, uſe me 
as you will. 
Ford. Marry Sir, w ell bring you to V ndr to one Mr 
Broom that you have cozened of Money, to whom you 
ry have been a Pander: Over and above that yo 
ſuffer d, T think, to-repay that Money will be a 


bie Affliction. 


Page. Vet be cheerful, Knight, thou ſhalt eat a Poſſet 
to' Night at my Houle, where I will defire thee to laugh 


dat my Wife, that now laughs at thee. I ell her: Mr. 
Slender hath marry d her Daughter. 


.: Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt _ HSE SF 
If Anne Page be my Daughter, ſhe is, Ay this, Doctor 


 Caius's Wite. 


Enter Slender. 
Shen. What hoe! hoe! Father Page! 
Page. Son? How now? How now Son, 


Have you diſpatch'd ? 


Slen. Diſpatch'd ? I ? I'll make the beſt in Ghucefterfoire 
know on't; would I were hang d. la, elſe, | 
Page. Of what, Son, | 
Slen. I came yonder at Faton to marry Mre, Hine 
Page, and ſhe's a great lubberly Boy. It it kad no: been 
Ith' Church, I would have ſwing d him, or he ſhould 
have ſwing'd me. If I did not think it had been Anne 


5 8 would J might never ſtir, and 'tis a Poſt maſter's 


Je. Upon my Life then on tool: the wreng. 


5 "wh 


= 


there marry d. 
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 __ $len. What need you tell me that? I think ſo, when I 


took a Boy for a Girl; If I had been married to him, 
for all he was in Women's Apparel, I would not have 
had him, 5 

Page. Why, this is your own Folly. | | 
Did not I tell you how you ſhould know my Daughter 


By her Garments ? 


Sen. I went to her in white and cry'd Mum, and he 
cry'd Budget, as Anne and I had appointed, and yet it 
was not Anne, but a Poſt- maſter's Boy. | 

Mrs. Page. Good George be not angry; I knew- of 
your purpole, turn d my Daughter into Green, and in- 
deed. ſhe is now with the Doctor at the Deanary, and 


Enter Caius, | 
Caius, Ver is Mrs. Page; by gar, I am cozen'd, Tha 
marry*d one Garſoon, a Boy; oon Peaſant, by gar. A 


Boy; it is not Aune Page, by gar, I am cozen d. 


Mrs. Page, Why ? did you take her in Green? 


Caius. Ay by gar, and tis a Boy; be gar, I'll raiſe 


all Vindſor. | 
Ford. This is ſtrange ! who hath got the right Annes 
Page. My Heart miſgives me; here comes Mr. Fenton. 

How now Mr. Fenton ? | 
Anne. Pardon, good Father; good my Mother, Pardon. 
Page. Now Miſtreſs, 5 

How chance you went not with Mr Slender ? 


Mrs. Page. Why went you not with Mr. Doctor, Maid. 


Fent. You do amaze her. Hear the Truth of it 
You would have'marry'd her moſt ſhamefully, 
Where there was no proportion held in Love: 
The Truth is, ſhe and I long fince contracted, 
Are now ſo ſure that nothing can diffolve us, 

'Th' Offence is holy that ſhe hath committed, 
And this deceit loſes the name of Craft, 

Ot Diſobedience, or unduteous Title; 

Since therein ſhe doth eviate and ſhun 

A thouſand Irreligious curſed Hours, 


Which forced Marriage would have brought upen her. 


Ford. Stand not amaz'd, here is no Remedy. 
In Love, the Heav'ns themſelves do guide the State ;- 
Money buys Lands, and Wives are fold by Fate. 


— ranges 
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Fal. I am glad, tho' you have ta'en a ſpecial Stand 20 
firike at me, that your Arrow hath glanc'd, | 
Page. Well, what Remedy ? Fenton, Heav'n I'S 


the Joy 


; What cannot be eſche wid, muſt be embrac'd: 


Sir John and all. 


Fal. When Night- dogs run, all forts of Deer are chac'd. 
- Mrs. Ford. Well, I will muſe no further. Mr. Fenton. 
Heav'n give you many, many merry Days, - 


Good Huſband, let us every one go home, 


And laugh this Sport o'r by a Country Fire. 


7 ord. Let it be ſo, Sir Tobns | 

To Maſter Broom: you yet ſhall hold your Word 1 

For he, to FS” mall lie with 8 Ford, © 
1 On 


- 
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